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RAF Martlesham Heath

The Memorials - Barrack Square

356th Fighter Group
Tarkey Barker

EDITORIAL
Here’s wishing everyone a Very Happy, if rather belated New Year.
So here we are in 2012 and the 100th anniversary of the formation of the Royal
Flying Corps. Our Archivist, Alan Smith has provided me with just the right
story to commemorate this important anniversary.
Much has happened since those early days when the role of the aeroplane was
seen merely as reconnaissance scouts for the army of the day.
Those intervening 100 years have witnessed the carnage of the Great War and
the terrible attrition of aircrews during WW2.
Hopefully we will soon see missiles and pilotless drones as our chief deterrent
and perhaps it will finally dawn on our politicians that extremism cannot be
defeated by the gun.
We make no apologies for continuing to fill our newsletter with stories that
would otherwise be forgotten. Particularly, of course, those relating to WW2.
Thanks in no small measure to the efforts of our Publicity secretary, Howard
King, our society receives good coverage in magazines such as Flypast. I
recently received an email from one of our “long distance” members, Charles
King from up there in Stockton on Tees. He reports that Aviation News published a piece about the visit to our Control Tower Museum of a group of their
members. It was described by them as a “gem of a museum!” So well done to
our hard-working team of volunteers who give their time every Wednesday to
maintaining and improving it.
Sadly we have recently lost one of our founder members. I have included an
obituary for Don Kitt and also two of our American friends who both died in
2011.
Thanks to all those who send their contributions. Keep ‘em coming!
ED

THE FIRST CASUALTY
The Royal Warrant to form the Royal Flying Corps was signed on 13 April 1912.
and it formed on 13 May 1912. It was to consist of a Naval Wing, a Military
Wing, a Central Flying School and a Factory.
The Naval Wing remained under the control of the Admiralty and adopted the
name Royal Naval Air Service (RNAS) on 1 July 1914; The Military Wing was
to consist of four Squadrons.
No 3 Squadron was based at Larkhill and formed on 13 May 1912.
One of the squadron pilots was Captain Eustace Lorraine, born 13 September
1879, the eldest son on Rear Admiral Sir Lambton Loraine, 11th Baronet of
Kirkharle, Northumberland and Lady Loraine (nee Broke) who lived at Bramford Hall near Ipswich.
After service in the Grenadier Guards during the South African War 1900-02 he
was promoted to Captain and seconded to the West African Frontier Force
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Our sincere thanks to Richard Barker from Barker Gotelee, Vice President of the
MHAS who attended with Ann his wife. Richard very generously paid to have
the three memorial pillars cleaned prior to the service.
It was nice to see Joan Lawrence once again who was very much involved with
Richard in spearheading the Building and dedication of the Memorial dedicated
to the RAF, Commonwealth and Dominion Airforces.
We must also thank Andrew Hunt representing “Max Properties” and the generous donation by “Industrious” presented to the society by Stuart Hayden “Asset
manager at Industrious”.
Missing was the one person who “eats and sleeps” RAF Martlesham Heath, our
President Mr Gordon Kinsey. Although not in attendance due entirely to the
weather and his health he was thinking of us as the clock struck 3:00pm.
There would be no parade if it were not for The Royal British Legion, the
Aircrew Association, the RAF Association, the Cubs of the 1st Martlesham
Scouts and the Martlesham Guides and Rangers, we thank you all for taking part
in our “Service of Remembrance”.
As in previous years the ladies of St.Micheals warmed us up after the service
with tea and coffee in the church hall and we thank them most sincerely for their
kindness once again.
Martyn Cook
Chairman and Parade Marshall

Membership Secretary Report
I would like to welcome 14 new members since the last newsletter....
Peter Crollie
John Crollie
Brian Hadfield
Richard Allison
Raymond Tate
Peter See
Elizabeth See
Leslie Dyer
Richard Flagg
Chloe King
Peter Elliot
Bernard Holton
Tony Willis
Robert Funnell
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: (01473) 273326

Email: joecox@hotmail.com
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Also in attendance was Lt .Col. Christopher DeSalle from RAF Lakenheath (2nd
from left) Bishop Walsh (centre). To the right of the Bishop is WO2 Robert
Drake representing the Army Air Corp who read the Poem “For the Fallen” by
Laurence Binyon and on the far right Wing Commander Phil Nicholson Senior
RAF Liaison Officer RAF Mildenhall.

commanded by Lt/Col Hugh Montague Trenchard
Captain Loraine, a 6ft 3 in tall red headed man, combined with a lively personality with considerable intelligence and quickly made his mark with Trenchard.
The two men came to respect and trust one another and he became one of
Trenchard's few Army colleagues in Nigeria who could call him a friend.
On return to England in 1911, Loraine, who had become impressed with Bleriot'
s cross-channel flight, decided to learn to fly. He applied for unpaid leave and
went to Hendon and was taught to fly in one of Mr Horatio Barber's Valkyrie
pusher monoplanes, qualifying for his Royal Aero Club Certificate No 154 on 7
November 1911
By the time the RFC was formed, Loraine was experienced and was among the
first officers to be accepted into the new Corps. He was posted to No 3 Squadron
based at Larkhill.
After several flights at Larkhill in the week immediately after the Squadron as
officially formed, on Friday 5 July, Loraine, at about 4.50 am, with Corporal
Ridd, flew the Nieuport monoplane. Climbing to about 1,000 ft before beginning a steep left hand turn in which the aircraft sideslipped and lost considerable
height. Loraine managed to recover control but the engine began to misfire so he
quickly returned to Larkhill.
After attention in the hangar, at about 5.30 am, Loraine took off again in the
Newport, this time with Staff-Sergeant Wilson as passenger. (Wilson had also
obtained his Royal Aero Club Certificate as pilot No 232.
As before, Loraine climbed in the direction of Shrewton at which point he made
a left hand turn back towards Larkhill. Over Fargo Bottom, at an estimated
height of 300 to 400 ft he began another steep left turn. the Nieuport's nose
dropped sharply and the aircraft dived into the ground. Those watching quickly
ran to the crash. Wilson had been killed instantly. Loraine was still alive and
rushed to Bulford Hospital in a horse-drawn ambulance, but died within minutes
of arriving. He was 33 years old.
In the inquest into their deaths, the jury returned a verdict of Accidental Death.
On Monday 8 July, the same day as the funeral of Staff Sergeant Wilson. Captain
Loraine's coffin was removed from Bulford Camp to Bulford Station with full
military honours. A squadron of Cavalry, one brigade of the Royal Field Artillery, dismounted, two field company of the Royal Engineers, and one company
of the Army Service Corp, dismounted, formed the escort and Chopin's Funeral
March was played throughout the journey. All the officers at Bulford Camp and
many from Tidworth accompanied the procession. The coffin was then carried
by train to Bramford and then by road to Captain Loraine's home.
The afternoon of Wednesday 10 July saw one of the largest military funerals ever
to have taken place in East Anglia. A gun-carriage to convey the coffin was
brought from Colchester, and the Great Eastern Railway Company attached
special carriages to trains from and to Liverpool Street. Over 120 officers,
non-commissioned officers and men of the Grenadier Guards were on parade,
together with detachments from the RFC and the Royal Bucks Hussars.
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Alan Powell

The cortege from Bramford Hall, through the village. to Bramford Church, was
led by the King's Company of 1st Battalion Grenadier Guards, with the Battalion's drums and fifes. Following the gun-carriage, which was drawn by six black
horses, was Colonel Scott-Kerr, Grenadier Guards, representing His Majesty
The King. Colonel Sir Edward Ward, representing the Secretary of State for
War, and Brigadier-General Henderson, representing the War Office, were
among the many hundreds of people who attended.
Simultaneously with the funeral, a memorial service was held at the Guards
Chapel, Wellington Barracks, with music provided by the Band of the Grenadier
Guards and the drums of the regiment's 3rd Battalion. The Secretary of State for
War and Sir Charles Rose, representing the Royal Aero Club, were among the
large congregation.
A year after Loraine's death his fellow officers erected a cross in memory of
Captain Loraine and Staff Sergeant Wilson. The Airman's Cross is not only one
of the earliest monuments to British Aviation, it is also one of the most important
and historically significant. It can be seen less than a mile west of Stonehenge.
ALAN SMITH

Remembrance Service 2011
Our service this year took place in slightly dryer and warmer weather than in
previous years thank goodness.

It is so important to remember these airmen of yesterday and our museum
fulfils an important role in ensuring that as many of these stories as possible
are recorded for future generations.
The two ladies in the picture below recently visited the museum and presented
the log-book and war medals of Alec Dawson Payne who bequeathed them to
the Society Museum upon his death. Alan Smith has looked at the contents of
the log-book and because it is so interesting has copied some entries below. ED
Alan Powell

left, Mrs Charmian Berry, centre, Mrs Peggy Morris
Accompanied by the usual suspects from left to right.... Alan Smith, Robert
Dunnett, David Bloomfield and Peter Morris.
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The service was without doubt one of the largest we have held. There were 18
wreaths laid one being laid by the Iron Crows. They came along with around 20
to 30 motor cycles which were all on parade along with two WW2 Jeeps. The
Iron Crows are working with the Royal British Legion attending various functions in support of their work. The British Legion also have their own motor
cycle section who were all so on parade.
The service was taken by Bishop Jeremy Walsh (Ret’d) who in the absence of a
regular vicar serving Martlesham Heath very kindly stood in. His presence was
memorable and those of you present will remember the Felixstowe Salvation
Army Band played what we all though was a rather long introduction to our first
hymn, it wasn’t, it was the first verse and so when we went to sing the last verse
the band stopped playing. Bishop Walsh leaned forward to the microphone and
said, “one more verse please” and the band obliged.
The service began with the 356 (Felixstowe) ATC squadron under the leadership
of Flt.Lt. Nick Castle and the Suffolk Army Cadet Force led by Sgt. Elizabeth
Stoppard marching onto the Parade Square. Both units were impeccably turned
out as always and are a pleasure to watch.
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airport. He received numerous medals and awards.
With so many friends in the area Jerry welcomed retirement in Florida. His
greatest pleasure was in time spent with family especially his grandchildren.
Jerry was active in his waterfront community and he conducted a small dredging
business for a few years. He enjoyed time also spent with his boats, fishing visits
with friends and neighbors and his poker groups. He always enjoyed attending
the many reunions of his wartime fighter group with his wife and family.
Services will be held at McLaughlin Funeral Home17 Chestnut Avenue S.E, Ft.
Walton Beach, FL 32548 on Saturday August 13, 2011 at 10:30 AM followed
by Military Honors. Interment will be private at Barrancas National Cemetery.

Those of us who have visited one of the 356th reunions in the USA and
been involved with the MHAS reunions here in the UK will have fond
memories of Hilda Davis. Sadly Hilda passed away on the 4th
December 2012.
ED.

AN OBITUARY – HILDA L DAVIS
Hilda L. Davis, (nee Dolman) 85, of Country Lane, Lake Katrine, died Sunday
afternoon, Dec. 4, 2011 at Ferncliff Nursing Home, Rhinebeck, surrounded by
her loving family and pastor. She was born Jan. 2, 1926 in Liverpool, England,
the daughter of the late John and Lydia Dolman.
Having survived World War II, in a heavily bombed city, she met her future
husband Cliff in 1944; they were married on March 5, 1945 in Liverpool,
England. Hilda immigrated to this country as a war bride on Feb. 22, 1946. She
became a naturalized citizen of the United States in 1949 and always had a great
respect for the American way of life. Hilda was well known for her spirit of
volunteerism, this was clearly defined in working relationships with the Benedictine and Kingston Hospitals, Ten Broeck Commons Nursing Home and
Golden Hill Health Care Facility, and the Juvenile Diabetes Association She was
also very active in the N.Y.S. American Legion Auxiliary having served in
numerous elected offices, culminating with her being elected President of the
N.Y.S. State American Legion Auxiliary during the 1983-1984 term. This high
honor was followed with a vital committee assignment with the Veterans Administration National Service Organization during the 1984-1985 term. Hilda
was a longtime member of the Fair Street Reformed Church.
She is survived by her loving husband Clifford D. Davis, Jr. of Lake Katrine;
daughter Susan Malmrose and her husband Paul Malmrose of Farmington,
Conn; son Clifford Davis, III and his wife Vicki Davis of Lake Katrine; granddaughters Katherine Malmrose of Hackensack, N.J., Ryan M. Castro and her
husband Nino Castro, and great-grandson Merrick Castro all of Kingston. Hilda
was predeceased by her daughter Beverly Davis McGarry, in January 2011.
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Alec Dawson Payne was born in Croydon. He joined the RAFVR on 6th May
1939 and began VR training at the London Town Training Centre. He then began
flying training and flew solo in a Tiger Moth in July 1939.
He continued to train in Tiger Moths at Croydon and then Cambridge until
posted to No 10 Flying School at Yatesbury
From Yatesbury he was posted to No 8 Flying Training School at Montrose on
9 June 1940 and remained there until 31 August 1940 Here he began to fly the
Miles Master with his first solo on the type was 13 June 1940 in N7508. .
On 31 August 1940 he moved to 7 Operation Training Unit at Hawarden where,
after a few flights in the Miles Master he began to convert to the Spitfire 1,
making his first solo flight in the Spitfire R6888 on 11 September 1940. All his
flights in Spitfires having a hand pump undercarriage.
On 23 September 1940 he was posted to No 610 Squadron at Acklington.
On this date he flew a squadron aircraft , Spitfire 1 No. L1037, for the first time
for 30 minutes doing aerobatics.
His first operational flight with the squadron was of 1 hr duration on 29
September in Spitfire X4239.
He continued to fly the squadron's Spitfires on operational and training flights
until , on 3 December 1940, he was posted to No 74 Squadron at Biggin Hill.
On the 5th December his made first flight in a 74 Squadron Spitfire P7506 on a
patrol in the Dover area. During this patrol the squadron was engaged in combat
with Me 109s over the Channel claiming 10 destroyed, (8 confirmed).
On 30 December he was involved in an accident with Spitfire P7527 when he
collided with a grounded aircraft while alighting from an air drill exercise. His
logbook was endorsed 'Careless'.
On 2 February 1941 He flew with the squadron on Circus No. 2 (a circus
Operation was an offensive sweep by a large number of fighters escorting a small
bomber formation to try to draw enemy fighters up into combat.) It was a raid on
Boulogne Docks, to which the enemy responded. During the course of the
combat Flight Sergeant Payne, flying Spitfire P7667, was credited with the
destruction of a Me 109.
He moved, with the squadron, to Manston on 20 February 1941, remaining there
until 30 April 1941.
A further claim of an ME 109 damaged is recorded by Payne on 19 April 1041
in a combat with JG53 while on a Channel patrol flying Spitfire P7839.
A further squadron move occurred on 30 April 1941 to Gravesend.
On 23 April he claimed a Me 109 damaged while patrolling base below cloud
,flying P7839. No record of this action has been found so far. )
On 10 May 1941 he flew Spitfire P7367 at night for 1 hr 35 min on patrol at
19.500 ft remarking,' Landed by moonlight with no flarepath or floodlight,'
remarking 'What a Line !! "
On 23 May he crashed in Spitfire P7782 while taking off for a night patrol
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suffering multiple injuries. (The aircraft was repaired and returned to service
later )
He also suffered partial loss of memory and severe headaches resulting from
exposure to heat and bright lights.
He was in various hospitals between 23 May 1941 to 21 October 1941and
received a posting to Station Headquarters at Gravesend.
He then moved on to Station Headquarters at Kenley serving there from 25
October 1941 to 18 August 1942 carrying out Flying Control and Operations
Room duties.
His logbook shows a return to flying at Kenley on 13 December in Magister
R1915 with a flight of 1 hr 15 min in a first solo. This was followed by a series
of flights in Magisters between April 1st and 9th June, all of which are entered
in his log book with the official remark,' all unauthorised, Not medically fit '.
In August 1942 he regained a flying category, A2B which limited him to
non-operational flying below 20,000 ft.
A posting to No 1 Air Delivery Flight on 18 August 1942 lasted until 13
September 1942.
During this posting he flew with D Squadron of 52 Operational Training Unit
on a short refresher course on Masters and Spitfires between 25 August and 5
September, this also included a few flights in a Hurricane.
Between 13 September 1942 and 25 February 1943 he was at 108 Repair and
Service Unit (Overseas) .
This unit was formed in the UK in September 1942 for the 'Torch' Operation in
North Africa
and arrived in Algiers on 13th November, 1942efore going
overseas, on 6 October 1942, he flew Hurricane P3775 for handling and sector
reconnaissance while at Crosby on Eden whilst he was at Wimslow with No 2
Personnel Despatch Centre , and on the same date flew Hurricane AG248 to
provide low-level attack experience to an Army Tank Squadron.
His posting with 108 Repair and Servicing Unit lasted until 25 February 1943
when he was transferred to 322 Wing where he was posted to Base Repair Depot
on 24 May 1943 remaining there until 28 June 1943.
Because of the climatic conditions he returned to the UK in June 1943 going to
No 1 Depot Uxbridge from 24 July to 31 August 1943.
On the 31 August 1943 he was posted to 5 FTS at Cranwell and underwent a
refresher course at Caistor flying Master II aircraft to 11 October 1943. From
there he joined No. 3 Air Delivery Flight at High Ercall ,flying a variety of
aircraft including Martinets, Henleys, Lysanders, Hurricanes, Spitfires. He
made a delivery flight of Henley L3380 from Catterick to Ipswich on 10
November 1943.
He was then transferred to No 4 Delivery Flight based at Acklington on 11
December 1943 delivering Spitfire, Martinet , Hurricane, Master , Lysander,
Tiger Moth, Auster, Defiant, Oxford, Hornet Moth, Dominie, Mustang and
Typhoon aircraft on delivery flights up to 14 January 1945.
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The following was written by the editor of the Evening Star and appeared in
the Editorial of that newspaper.

A TRUE INSPIRING GENTLEMAN
Don Kitt was a true gentleman. For years to helping young children and his
legacy is certain to carry on following his sad death this week.
Mr Kitt raised an incredible £80000 for Ipswich Holiday Help For Children and
it is clear that it was a charity close to his heart for many years.
He was recognised for his efforts in 2009 when he received an MBE and it is
wonderful that he got the chance to see his work rewarded.
We need people like Mr Kitt in our society as he tirelessly gave up his time for
others for a cause he was passionate about.
The world is definitely a poorer place without him in it and at this time our
thoughts and prayers are with his family.
Let’s hope they can take some comfort in the fact that their loved one will go on
to inspire many other adults and children and his work will continue.

We have received the following news from our great friend, Joan
Zeigler over in the USA.

AN OBITUARY – JEROME S THOROUGH (JERRY)
On Sunday July 312011 we lost another member of the “Greatest Generation”
and a true American patriot. Jerome S. Thorough (“Jerry”) passed away peacefully at home under Hospice care and surrounded by his loving wife and son.
He was born May 6, 1921 in Minneapolis and grew up in Ripley. N.Y. He leaves
behind his loving wife Doe, daughter Sandra Anne Gray of Navarre and son
William (“Bill”) of Fort Walton Beach. He was preceded in death by his
daughter Sharon Gail Colosi and (past wife) Betty Fisher. He leaves a loving
family of grandchildren - Kim Youtzy; Jerrie Quillen ; James ³Jimbo² McKeever
& Kristen Raimondi also six great grandchildren. Others surviving include
nephew Craig and Sandy Wallace of Navarre and in
England Doe¹s sister Toni & husband John Gidding nephew Greg Wallace and
great nephew Jamie and wife Suzi also numerous friends & families.
Early in life Jerry was inspired by an uncle to become a pilot and he volunteered
for U.S. Army Cadet program in 1942. He was a Test Fighter Pilot in WWII,
flying combat tours in both P51 and P47. His 22 year flying
career included tours as an F24F flight commander at Langley AFB & FCF test
pilot at Burtonwood, England and several British aircraft factories. He was
commander of the Flight Test operations from Brookley Field where he flew all
USAF fighter aircraft. After completing the Maintenance Engineer Course at
Chanute AFB, he served as Maintenance Officer at Nellis, Kadena and Korat and
Thailand flying F-105 and F-102¹s at Fairchild Hiller contractor at Crestview
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shown.
Ron was accompanied by Pauline, his assistant. A vote of thanks was given by
our President, Gordon Kinsey.
ED

Sadly I have to report the passing of the following friends. ED

DON KITT MBE – AN OBITUARY
Sadly we have to report the passing of one of our founder members and a great
supporter of Martlesham Heath Aviation Society.
Don Kitt will be best remembered by many in the Ipswich area who regularly
attended Don’s famous Air Film Nights in the Ipswich Film Theatre. This
popular, twice yearly event was started in 1978 and continued for 23 years. The
theatre was always packed by aviation enthusiasts who shared Don’s passion for
aviation history so much so that there were two sessions per night.
Don was married to Maureen and in 1964 they started a charity to raise money
for displaced and disadvantaged children in war torn Europe. The charity was
called the “Ipswich Holiday Help for Children” and still operates today. Donations are always welcome. www.ihhc.org.uk The money raised is used to give
holidays to children in the Ipswich area whose parents need a break. It is highly
thought of by social workers and school headmasters.
Don’s other passion was for the music of George and Ira Gershwin and similar
light music of the twentieth century. Along with Maureen they started “The
Melody Makers” a small group of amateur musicians. The money raised through
The Melody Makers also went to support the “Ipswich Holiday Help for Children” The group is still active today entertaining clubs and care homes.
The Melody Makers and the Ipswich Film Nights raised many thousands of
pounds over the years but sadly Maureen did not live to share in Don’s richly
deserved award of an MBE in 2009 for “Services to the Community”. Maureen
sadly died from Leukaemia in 1999. Don always spoke of Maureen as an equal
partner in both ventures and her absence at the presentation rather overshadowed
his day.
Don will be missed by all who knew him, especially his colleagues at MHAS
who were always aware that he could be outspoken in his beliefs which were
always intended to be in the best interests of his beloved Martlesham Heath
Aviation Society.
Don died on the afternoon of Tuesday 1st November in Ipswich hospital. He was
84 and had been unwell for several months. He leaves two children, Sally and
David, two grandchildren and his devoted partner, Pat.
ALAN POWELL
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On 23 January 1944, whilst flying Master 1 T8365 from Croydon to Fairoaks,
he made a successful emergency landing due to an oil leak in the lubrication
system.
On the 28 February 1944 whilst delivering a Spitfire BL755 to Cranfield, he was
force to land at Dunholme as Kirton-in-Lindsey was snowbound, but fortunately
the bomber airfield at Dunholme had cleared a runway so he landed there. .
On 5 July 1944 he was due to deliver Spitfire EP651 but had to make three
circuits of Ballyhalbert airfield with the ASI u/s because the static pressure line
was crossed. After repairs he flew the aircraft from Ballyhalbert to Ouston with
the undercarriage system u/s. and on landing at North Weald from Ouston the
undercarriage collapsed.
Again on 31 July1944 in Spitfire W3157 on flight from Tealing to Eshott he
returned because the undercarriage failed to retract after take-off.
On 14 January 1945 he was posted to Nigeria to join 1561 Meterological Flight
at Ikeja. remaining with the unit until he returned to the UK in the autumn of
1945, arriving there on
11 November 1945.
During his time in Nigeria he had a variety of incidents.
On a Met flight from Ikeja on 21 February 1945 in Hurricane LF328, the engine
packed up at 23,500 ft. He switched the engine off, called "Always 2" for
emergency homing which was excellent, bringing him over base at 10,000 ft
where he glided down in a spiral, wheels down, and landed safely.
Again on 1 April 1945 the engine of Hurricane of LF336 went u/s in flight but
again he was able to land safely.
On 7 June 1945 he recorded that F/Lt Hargreaves died from engine failure on
take off of Hurricane LF336 at about 8 pm.
On 5 August 1945, flying Anson XII ,PH676, from Sokoto to Kaduna, failed to
reach Kaduna and forced landed at Karmante Village, 7m from Funtua on the
Sokoto - Ikeja road.
On 6 September 1945, in Hurricane LF336, he suffered an engine failure in the
air and forced landed on a railway line 0805 hrs. This was his last flight in
Nigeria.
He arrived back in the UK on 11 November 1945 and was released from the RAF
on 27 January 1946 as a Warrant Officer. (Date of promotion not known).
He flew 15 different types which included 5 different marks of Spitfire, 2 marks
of Master, 3 marks of Hurricane, and 2 marks of Lysander.
His total flying time was 118.40 hrs dual, 803.45 hours solo, and 93.30 hrs as
passenger.
With 610 and 74 Squadrons he flew over 100 operational sorties in his 8 months
with them as well and many non- operational flights.
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ODE TO THE TIGER MOTH

MONTHLY MEETINGS ROUNDUP

Tiger, Tiger, my heart’s delight,
Thou haste borne me in wondrous flight;
T’was in thee I first did dare,
Like a fledgling, take the air.

October and the talk talk was, “Remembering the 1940’s”. It was given by one
of our own long-standing members.
Norman Rose was born in 1928 and he recalled his childhood in the tiny village
of Iken, where he was born. After leaving school he worked as a pantry boy at
Sudbourne Hall, but he soon wanted to broaden his life. Bentwaters aerodrome
was under construction and young Norman was soon there and driving earth
moving equipment. As soon as possible he joined the ATC and then the RAF.
This was at the end of WW2.
Norman was eventually posted to RAF Manston in Kent. This was what was
known as a “Crash ‘Drome” because it was equipped with FIDO. (Fog Intensive
Dispersal Operation). A crude but effective way of lifting fog from the vicinity
of the runway. It had been invaluable during the war for aircraft returning from
operational duties when their airfields had become fog bound. Petrol was
pumped down each side of the runway through pipes with holes in. FIDO burned
25000 gallons of petrol per hour and dispersed the fog. Norman recalled that this
emergency equipment was used post-war before the advent of blind landing
equipment in aircraft. He was made up to corporal and was one of two airmen
responsible for FIDO at Manston.
November and our meeting featured an illustrated talk by one of our own
members, entitled “The Singapore Connection – Two Generations”.
John Bulbeck followed in his father’s footsteps and whilst serving in the RAF
was posted to Singapore. However, John’s experience of that former part of the
British Empire could not have been more different from that of his father, who
was there when the Japanese overran the island of Singapore during WW2.
Consequently he was taken prisoner by the Japanese. John explained that his
father was taken by ship to the most northerly of the islands that make up Japan
and was subjected to forced labour for the duration of the war.
John, on the other hand, told us that he was posted to Singapore as a National
Service airman 23 years after his father and thoroughly enjoyed his time there.
A most entertaining talk and much appreciated by the knowledgeable audience.
December and our meeting was a light hearted talk by Mark Michels entitled,
“Character of East Anglia”.
Mark is an entertaining speaker and the audience was fascinated with his “take”
on well-known subjects such as Dick Turpin and the “Red Barn Murder”.
Another successful and very well attended meeting. A vote of thanks was given
by our own archivist, Alan Smith.
January and our first meeting for 2012 was a slide show by Mr Ronald Godbold
entitled “Between the Skylarks”.
Over they years Ron has photographed many aircraft, both on the ground and in
the air. His 50 minute slide show was set to a synchronised sound track of sound
effects and music and much appreciated by the knowledgeable audience. Aircraft from the Great War through to those engaged in the Falklands conflict were

Thou bore me safe on this lone flight;
And of thee I think this night;
Wondering how thee dost fare,
In some hangar standing there.
Thou art for sale, faithful friend,
Wish me now that I could mend,
This, my aching heart in pain,
Just to pilot thee again.
Thy little tricks I knew so well;
All thy troubles me you’d tell,
Then with spanner, torch and sweat,
Your very Inards would I vet.
And when the earthly work was done,
We’d take the air and be as one:
Climb and roll, soar and spin,
Then back to earth and hangar tin.
You were not canvas, metal and wood;
You had a soul and it was good.
We had wondrous times, did you and I,
And then they sold you, oh why, oh why.
On the tarmac standing there,
I could only stand and stare;
As away on your parting flight,
You sped off into the night.
Goodbye to thee, I can but say,
Now that you’re gone, flown away.
I hope someday we’ll meet again,
Although perhaps I hope in vain.
You kept me safe and sound and well,
And many tales could I but tell;
But t’would hurt me so to recall,
You were my kite, my pal, my all.

John Ruffles
John is one of our members. He obviously has fond memories of “his” DH Tiger Moth!
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I REMEMBER THOSE DAYS
FORGETTER BE FORGOTTEN
My forgetter's getting better,
But my rememberer is broke
To you that may seem funny
But, to me, that is no joke
For when I'm 'here' I'm wondering
If I really should be 'there'
And, when I try to think it through,
I haven't got a prayer!
Oft times I walk into a room,
Say 'what am I here for?'
I wrack my brain, but all in vain!
A zero, is my score.
At times I put something away
Where it is safe, but, Gee!
The person it is safest from
is, generally, me!
When shopping I may see someone,
Say 'Hi' and have a chat,
Then, when the person walks away
I ask myself, 'who the hell was that?
Yes, my forgetter's getting better
While my rememberer is broke,
And it's driving me plumb crazy
And that isn't any joke
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Reading the October edition of “Runway 22” reminded me of my days being in
the ATC and gliding at Martlesham Heath. I was in 1334 Stour Valley Squadron
based at Brantham. Here I enjoyed five years of ATC life (1953 – 1958)
travelling to various RAF stations. To name them, RAF Martlesham Heath,
Wattisham, Andover, Thorney Island, St Athan, Lecondfield, Felixstowe, Oakington, Hinnington, and Bentwaters. Annual camp was the reason for visiting
most of the stations. Other activities which I personally took part in were playing
football for my squadron and the Suffolk Wing, .22 and .303 rifle firing competitions and of course flying in, naturally the Anson!
Getting back to Martlesham Heath this is where I took my ‘A’ and ‘B’ gliding
certificate. We flew in T21 and Kirby Cadet Mk 3. Until recently Wormingford
gliding club had a T21 owned by a syndicate. I remember Flt/L Arther Pryke,
Flt/L Ron Page, Flt/L Alderton and a very tall civilian instructor, who when he
demonstrated a stall and recovery you almost lost your breakfast/dinner. Some
weekends we stayed in the hut.
One Saturday I do remember that I was the only cadet who turned up, to be told
no flying today. I was not very happy but was then informed if I wish I could
have a flight in a Varsity. Yes please Sir! I made my way to a hanger, saluted, I
then was told to get aboard. Inside, no seats! no floor! no nothing but we did have
a pilot a high ranking officer (scrambled egg) and three or four others. In the
middle of the aircraft was a piece of equipment with a dome on about 15” to 18”
diameter. This I was told by the officer was a prototype of auto pilot which he
explained in great detail. We took off and flew out to the north sea, turned and
flew back over RAF Woodbridge. This was done about ten times at different
heights. Not very exciting I hear you say but it was another flight and another
type of aircraft to log in my “3822”
About ten years ago I went to visit the Air Sea Rescue at Wattisham. We had a
briefing then made our way to the helicopter hanger where inside was a helicopter being serviced. The nose was open so we could look inside, where I saw a
very small dome, no more than 3” in diameter. I asked what is this. The answer
was auto pilot. It had shrunk over the years.
I started gliding again about five years ago at Rattlesden. Here the club gliders
are Ask 13, Ask 21, Puchacz, Junior and Pegase. We fly on Wednesdays
(Pensioners Day), Saturdays, and Sundays. We use a winch or a tug to get
airborne.
MICHAEL JILLINGS
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The name of Flt/Lt Lewis appears on the Martlesham Heath Roll of Honour.
At 10.00hrs on 12th August 1941 he and his crew left Martlesham Heath in
their Blenheim, V-5859 on a fighter support mission, they never returned. His
aircraft was shot down by flak and crashed.
We are grateful to his son, Peter Lewis, for the following.

THE BLENHEIM MEMORIAL at PHILIPPINE, HOLLAND
70 YEARS AFTER the COLOGNE/KNAPSACK RAID
(by Peter Neville Lewis)
July
2011, was the day which finally brought to conclusion 5 years of
research and planning about my late father, Flt Lt Gwilym Ivor Lewis (226
Squadron).
This year was the 70th Anniversary of the famous Cologne/Knapsack Power
Station raid of August 12th, 1941, in the course of which 12 Blenheim IVs were
tragically lost, including my father’s.
And so I was determined to mark this year with a proper ceremony and Memorial.
Perhaps some back ground information will be of interest to readers.
About 15 years ago my father’s sister gave me some memorabilia which included a copy of a letter written to my Grandmother in 1947 by a young Dutchman
who was an eyewitness to the crash of my father’s Blenheim V5859, killing all
3 crew, in the small village of Philippine, on the Dutch/Belgian border. This is
situated a mile or so from the river Scheldt and just South of Flushing an
important port at the mouth of the Scheldt, which had a fierce concentration of
German flak batteries protecting Antwerp further inland. I had very little
information about my father as my mother found his loss difficult to talk about,
having only been married for 3 months before he was killed. (However I was the
legacy of their brief marriage, being born in April 1942, nine months after my
father’s final leave prior to the 12.8.41 raid).
So I decided after my Annual visit in 2006 to the Commonwealth War Graves in
North Flushing, where all 3 Blenheim crew are buried, to stop at Philippine and
see what I could discover. Some questions to locals soon had me talking to a
nice lady who ran the local pub and hopefully would be able to help.
I showed her my letter signed by a J.Cornelis and asked if she recognised the
name. She said there was a Mr Cornelis who lived in Philippine and looked up
his address in the phone book. I went round to see if I could meet him but there
was no one there. A second attempt was also fruitless so I returned to London
disappointed but at least with a fragile lead. On my return I wrote to the address
I had been given explaining my reasons for getting in touch. A month later a
letter arrived, post marked the Hague, Holland, from Johan Cornelis with the
incredible news that that my letter had been forwarded and yes, he was indeed

Seeing my puzzlement he quickly explained that he had taken his sophisticated
metal detector equipment to the site of the crash and despite assurances from
Edmond Buyck that no one had found anything for years he had managed to
unearth some fragments which he is convinced come from my father’s plane. To
say that I was gob smacked, speechless, and emotionally overcome only goes
part of the way to expressing how I felt.
It was in fact a perfect conclusion to what had been a wonderful day in so many
ways not just for me but for so many others who had joined us to celebrate and
remember the lives of three brave airmen and a local civilian.
The Blenheim Memorial is their permanent recognition and as I said to the Dutch
TV interviewer “There is now a little bit of me which will always be in
Philippine. It makes me happy and it makes me sad”.

23rd
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The Memorial near to the site where the Blenheim crashed
The actual grave of Flt Lt Lewis is at the Commonwealth War Grave cemetery
at Vlissingen, Holland and the inscription on his grave reads,

"Into the mosaic of victory he placed his precious piece”
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One of the nice things was that we had several professional photographers there,
including a team from the local Radio and Television Stations who wanted to do
an interview with myself, Dennis Cardell and Johan Cornelis. This was subsequently broadcast and a copy emailed to me, so we have a fantastic record of the
day for future generations
All in all the Ceremony lasted about 45 minutes and we had laid on a buffet lunch
to follow at the Hotel du Port, knowing people would be in need of sustenance
and a sit down. The weather gods had been kind and everyone was able to walk
back without an umbrella being opened.
Only one thing remained now - the usual thanks to all those who had contributed
to this remarkable day. A particularly special thank you went to Mr and Mrs
Buyck whose generosity in donating some of their land to the Memorial made
everything possible.
Jim Dale of the Blenheim Society gave Edmond Buyck a framed picture of Ivor
Broom’s Blenheim over the Cologne power station, which was signed on the
reverse by Charles Patterson one of the pilots on the actual raid. He was clearly
very touched by this presentation and he and his wife have effectively adopted
the Blenheim Memorial, as it will be known. In fact they have planted flowers
at the base already and I look forward to seeing these when I visit Philippine in
the autumn. It is lovely to know it is in such good hands.
My final thanks and a small gift went to our Auster pilot, Martien. But there was
a surprise – he also had a gift for me. It was a small box which contained 3 bits
of metal.
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the writer of the letter in 1947! You can imagine my excitement to have made
contact with a person who had actually seen the Blenheim crash. Furthermore he
said he very much wanted to meet me and explain everything that had happened
on that fatal day in August 1941.So a couple of months later we met in Philippine
and he bought his charming daughter with him, who spoke perfect English.
After lunch he asked me if I would like to see the exact place where my father’s
plane had crashed. He had correctly anticipated my answer and had already
contacted the current farmer and owner of the land where it happened. And so he
showed me the last seconds of the flight, which part of the village the plane flew
over, how it struck a water tower, lost a wing and crashed in the field, next to the
farm.
To find myself standing in the very spot where my father had died was a moment
I shall never forget.
Not long after this I received a very detailed account of the events of 12.8.1941
from the Philippine Historical Foundation, a local organisation who also knew
of my interest.
I now had a significant amount of information about my father and I was eager
to find out even more.
I have gradually built up a fairly accurate picture of his role in the
Cologne/Knapsack raid (he was in fact one of the two navigator Blenheims from
226 Squadron whose job was to lead the fighter escorts to link up with the main
Bomber force to provide cover on the dangerous return down the Scheldt past
the deadly and thickly positioned German flak batteries. It was in fact one of
these that caused such serious damage to V5859 that it was unable to continue
its journey home.
(A copy of the German flak report can be found on the Wings to Victory website
www.wingstovictory.nl)
By 2009, I thought I had probably discovered as much as I was likely to uncover
and it was then I began to think about a Memorial. At least there was a known
location, unlike so many servicemen whose loss cannot be so accurately recorded. And then I realised that 2011 would be 70 years on. My mind was set and I
started to discuss how we might proceed with my new Dutch friends, Johan and
his daughter Miriam.
As always in life you need some luck and I had plenty. Miriam Cornelis turned
out to be a star organiser and nothing was too much trouble for her. Also
Edmond Buyck the local farmer who owned the land of the crash site was hugely
supportive. In fact this year, he even moved his main gate back two yards so that
we could properly accommodate the Memorial without encroaching on public
land. We finally obtained the necessary permissions to erect the Memorial and
then it was all systems go.
My next challenge was unexpected. The local Dutch population wanted to be
involved, particularly as a local man had also been killed when the Blenheim
crashed. Also I had already decided that he too should be recognised on the
Memorial, along with my father and his two crew.
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All sorts of people started contacting Miriam and we realised that our little
Ceremony of Remembrance was going to be quite an occasion. The local
Zeeland newspaper ran an article in June 2011 and of course this generated more
interest. I had contacted the RAF in Holland and the RAF Association in
Amsterdam and they were very keen to attend. I also had an offer from a local
WW2 flying enthusiast to do a flypast, in a 1943 Auster, used for reconnaissance.
And then there was the Blenheim Society, 2nd Tactical Air Force Association
and various local organisations!
This was going to be a much bigger event than I had imagined and to cap it all
the local TV station wanted to send a crew along to make a feature for their news
slot. Luckily for me, as I said earlier , Miriam acted as “liaison officer “in
Holland quite brilliantly and between us we planned the ceremony as meticulously as possible.
Knowing we had a small RAF Ceremonial contingent, complete with Ensign
bearer who would play a significant part, as well as organising the laying of a
large number of wreaths and floral tributes, meant there could be no slip-up!
In addition ensuring all the key speakers and wreath layers were in the right
places, plus timing everything to synchronise the fly past gave us a good logistic
challenge!
But in the end we had a time table in minutes for every aspect of the Ceremony
and after a final dress rehearsal at the farm on Friday, July 22nd we were all set
for the big day. At that point the only thing which was outside our control was
the local weather - and the forecast was not great!
The Blenheim Memorial itself had been installed on Friday morning but was
carefully wrapped in protective black polythene so none of us could see it until
the next day when it would be draped with the RAF Ensign, prior to its official
unveiling at the Ceremony.

I must confess I was itching to have a look as the design, lettering and layout
had all been done over the internet - modern technology working at its best.
And so July 23rd arrived and at 9.30 I went down to the farm with Miriam to
apply the finishing touches and help Edmond Buyck erect the flag poles for the
Union Jack and Dutch National flag. At 10am the RAF contingent arrived with
a vital piece of equipment, the RAF Ensign to drape over the Memorial . Now
we finally got to see the Memorial, stripped of its plastic cover, which was quite
an emotional moment for me.
From around 6am there had been a steady light drizzle up to about 11am when I
walked the 600 yards back into the village and guests started to assemble at the
Hotel du Port in Philippine. By 11.30 the rain had stopped the clouds started to
lift and miraculously by 12 noon it was very much brighter and warmer. I am not
sure if the sun came out just as the local church struck 12 but it seemed like that
and the Ceremony was blessed with a cheerful and prompt start.
The Service of Remembrance started with a local trumpeter playing Reveille.
Miriam then explained in Dutch and English what was going to happen and
introduced her father to explain how this event had come about and what it
meant for him after 70 years. I then added some words of my own around the
importance of honouring and remembering for future generations all those who
made the ultimate sacrifice. And then the Chairman of the local Historical
Foundation spoke about how people in Holland will always remember those who
helped give back their freedom.
We then commenced the Ceremony itself, which was conducted by a local
Roman Catholic deacon, Pastor Niek. My son Alex gave the first reading from
St Paul’s letter to the Corinthians and my daughter Marianna read the famous
poem High Flight, written in 1940 by a young Spitfire pilot.
The words are very evocative and looking up at the sunshine and clouds scudding above they had a powerful effect. Pastor Niek delivered his homily and then
it was time for the unveiling and dedication of the Memorial. Another piece of
luck kicked in here. I had managed to track down the 75 year old brother, Denis
Cardell, of my father’s navigator and he, with 5 close family, had also made the
trip. So the two of us jointly lifted off the RAF ensign and handed it to one of the
RAF party. An incredible and poignant moment for us both, standing only 50
yards from where my father and his brother met their fate. Pastor Niek then
blessed the Memorial, we all said some prayers and then followed the wreathlaying which was expertly co-ordinated by our two RAF warrant officers. We
had nearly 20 tributes which made for a magnificent display. I think we both had
a tear or two in our eyes as the trumpeter played the Last Post and the RAF
Ensign was dipped in honour.
A short final blessing concluded the Ceremony and then, bang on cue, across the
field came the 1943 Auster, expertly flown by local enthusiast and WW2
aviation expert, Martien van Dijk. In fact he did us proud as he repeated the fly
past twice more, the final one at tree top height in full throttle! A thrilling
manoeuvre which excited my three grandchildren, and drew plenty of aahs from
the 75 attendees.
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