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Vicky Gunnell - Programme Secretary
13 June '13 ....... Visit to East Kirkby & RAF Scampton Museum .... DAY VISIT
'See the Lancaster Taxing + Lunch at Dam Busters Inn + RAF Scampton Museum'

5 July '13 .................. An Audio Visual Presentation by ...

REV. GLYN JONES

'Mission Aviation Fellowship - Flying for Life'

2 August '13 ..................... A Visit to Felixstowe Museum......... EVENING VISIT
'Felixstowe Museum followed by a buffett or Fish'n Chip Supper'

6 September '13 .............. An Audio Visual Presentation by ......

BILL SMITH

'Crashed Aircraft Recoveries - East Essex Aviation'

8 September '13 .................. Control Tower Fun Day .......................

FUN DAY

'Come and enjoy yourself and see the BBMF Spitfire & Hurricane'

4 October '13 ......... Kesgrave High School Spectacular ..... DOUBLE HEADER
Air Commodore Graham Pitchfork with a talk entitled..... ‘The Buccaneer’
and
Steven Parker Engineering Officer, ‘Antarctic Exploration’
with an Audio/Visual talk entitled.... ‘The story of Antarctic Aviation’

Jack Russell Designs

RAF Martlesham Heath

The Memorials - Barrack Square

356th Fighter Group

EDITORIAL
Our 32nd AGM is now behind us and our hard-working chairman, Martyn Cook,
has written his annual post-AGM report. Once more he can report that our
society continues to flourish. He remarks on the fact that our membership has
fallen to just below 300. Only 300!
What Martyn didn’t say was that we regularly get half of those members at our
monthly meetings. Given that many members live away from the area and have
joined perhaps because they remember with affection their time at Martlesham
Heath, this is a marvellous result. All I can say is, a big thank you to all you all.
The usual mix of accounts of valour and, hopefully, a light-hearted theme, makes
up this newsletter.
Another, less pleasant duty of yours truly is to report the death of members and
ex-members. If anyone can supply an obituary of these members as they pass on
I would be most grateful.
Our member, Jim Empson has provided another of those amazing stories of
courage and not a little luck from the pilot of a Fairy Battle who was shot down
in 1940. The formal, matter-of-fact report he submitted to his commanding
officer when he finally arrived back in England after being captured and escaping is somehow so very British! He signs it “yours obediently!” Love it!
ED

2013 AGM – CHAIRMAN’S REPORT
32nd

This was our
AGM, how time flies.
Perhaps, because I am getting older, each of our events seem now to flow into
one another, by that I mean you just finish one and you think to yourself I can
relax, but then its time to plan for the next.
As is customary after each AGM the outgoing Chairman delivers his report on
the year and what a successful year it has been yet again. The only down point
of the year was that membership dipped below the 300, perhaps the country’s
political or rather financial situation had a part to play in that downfall.
My report began by thanking our President Gordon Kinsey for his continued
support. Gordon was unable to attend, but his enthusiasm is there for all to see
when Sally and Stuart, Gordon’s daughter and son-in-law are able to bring him
along, Gordon signed them up for membership just for good measure.
Of course we could not function without all the hard work that the society
trustees contribute throughout the year. Each one contributes in their own way
and I thanked each one personally for their support for the society and to me as
Chairman, remember a Chairman is only as good as his supporting trustees and
I have the best.
There are of course a number of people that I didn’t thank by name that help out
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President: Gordon Kinsey
Newsletter Contributions
If you have an article or a story you would like to share with the
other members of the Society then please send it to me....

Alan Powell - Newsletter Editor
16 Warren Lane
Martlesham Heath
Ipswich IP5 3SH

Tel: Ipswich 622458
E-Mail Address
alanpowell123@talktalk.net

Other Committee Contacts...
Chairman
Vice Chairman
Secretary
Treasurer
Program Sec.
Membership Sec.
Publicity Sec.
Rag Trade
Catering
Society Adviser
Society Advisor
Society Advisor
Society Advisor

Martyn Cook
Bob Dunnett
Alan Powell
Peter Durrell
Vicky Gunnell
Joe Cox
Howard King
David Bloomfield
Peter Morris
Tom Scrivener
Colin Whitmore
Frank Bright
Peter Thorpe

(01473) 614442
(01473) 624510
(01473) 622458
(01473) 726396
(01473) 720004
(01394) 282047
(01473) 274300
(01473) 686204
(01473) 415787
(01473) 684636
(01473) 729512
(01473) 623853
(01394) 386612

Membership Secretary Report
I would like to welcome the 7 new members since the last newsletter.
Michael Spalding
Stuart Tavener
Sally Tavener
George Clarke
Gordon Pewter
Thomas Harrison Kai Barker - both Junior Members
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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One story that fascinates everyone is that of “Jeep” the Coyote that belonged to
John W (Wild Bill) Crump.

We have purchased a special display cabinet and placed pictures etc. that tell this
wonderful story, (this picture portrays how the cabinet is set out better it than a
photograph, which has shadows and reflections to complicate matters).
It sits proudly next to Robert Barnharts uniform, which is displayed in an
illuminated cabinet.
But why not come and see them for yourself along with all the exhibits. We are
open every Sunday afternoon up until the end of October.
Martyn Cook - Chairman

Your “Runway 22” NEWSLETTER
As in previous years, hear is where I tell you that unless you have renewed
your membership this will be your last “Runway 22” newsletter.
If you intend renewing, but have not got around to doing so then now is the
time to act.
Please send your remittance to our Membership Secretary Joe Cox. Details
including Joe’s address can be found on the next page, please don’t miss out.
Should you not wish to renew your membership may we take this opportunity
of thanking you for your support and wish you well for the future.

Martyn Cook - Chairman
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at the museum and at our meeting’s, their help is invaluable and I thank them all
most sincerely.
The Control Tower Museum has become a focal point for me of late. This winter
we decided that the museum required some major alterations, which involved
creating a records office and a room dedicated to the 356th Fighter Group for
whom we hold in such great affection. We decided that we could not achieve all
of this with out some professional help and employed a builder (son-in-law of
one of our members – lets keep it in the family) who did a great job in converting
the first floor toilet and the old archivists office into a records room.
The old first floor kitchen and office area despite have been renovated in the
previous year had to go to make room for the 356th FG. There is a purpose built
kitchen on the ground floor so why not use it. The Wednesday gang set to work
and created a room, which is very pleasing to the eye and concentrates the
wonderful, albeit short, history of the 356th FG’s stay at RAF Martlesham Heath.
Leaving the museum aside, we had two great visits during the year, Farnborough
and the Combined Military Services Museum at Maldon in Essex. Unfortunately, I didn’t go to Farnborough, but it was an interesting and exciting visit, well
done Howard. The visit to CMSM was an ‘eye opener’. You could see every
Winchester gun that the company produced. See all the ‘cold war’ spies
equipment and see a guide missile launcher and that is just a taster of all that’s
on view.
Our Control Tower Fun Day was a huge success with the weather on our side we
had a great day with many hundreds of visitors during the day.
The Remembrance Service in November was once again very well attended and
again the weather, which play’s a great part was once again kind to us. My
address this year coincided with the laying to rest of 2nd Lt. James DesJardins
from the 356th FG. James took of from Martlesham Heath on 25th November
1944 and never returned. His remains along with his P51 were found in
Germany 67 years after he crashed. After identification his remains were
transported to his home in the US and laid to rest after a hero’s funeral service
and deservedly so.
Sadly each year there are members who also didn’t return and are now flying out
there somewhere and smiling down at us. They are… Alec Wiseman (101 years
old), he will be fling the Hawker Tomtit that’s for sure, Roger Horne, Roderick
Harsent and ex-member Terry Smith. From the 356th FG, James Griswold,
Walter Hedrick, Harold Briebart, Ray Withers and John Pidwell, all good friends
who once again have come together..
Well that’s it for another year, oh!! I forgot. Look at the list of trustee’s (inside
the back page) you will not see any changes. The entire outgoing trustee’s were
willing to stand for re-election and with there being no new nominee’s, Jim
Empson proposed they be elected on bloc and that folks is what happened.
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After a well deserved cup of coffee Howard King held an Aviation Quiz in place
of the Charles (Holly) Hall photo competition that featured for many years
following the AGM. Unfortunately, the lack of entries over the past years has
meant that the competition has been postponed. This has of course given the
trustee’s a chance to try something different and it was just the ticket. The quiz
created a lot of friendly banter regarding the answers to Howard’s well thought
out questions, well done Howard, we look forward to next years competition.
The winner was Alan King who was presented with a bottle of Champagne
donated by yours truly.
We now look forward to the coming year and with your support it will be an
equally special year.
Martyn Cook, Chairman
To WING COMMANDER DICKINS. Q.C. 105 Squadron

Reference 1035/852/INT
Report by F/Q K.HAWKINS on being shot down in Fairey Battle Aircraft
L5J62, subsequent capture, escape, and return to England.
Sir,
P/0 Hugill and I took off at 1845 hours on the 14th June 1940 from the French
landing ground at SOUSE to attack enemy units in the large forest South-West
of EVREUX.
Climbing most of the time, we reached an area a few miles South of the target
area at 8000 feet at about 1920 hours - to be attacked by approximately 11
(eleven) cannon firing M.E.109s. Our intercommunication was not good, and I
had difficulty in hearing Hugill's report as to their different directions of attack.
However, as the forest was in sight and only a few miles ahead, I carried on, and
managed to release two bombs on some transport. Whilst doing this, were
attacked from astern and underneath, resulting in my control column coming
away from Its mounting and the bottom of the cockpit taking fire.
The aircraft, now out of control, continued to dive at an increasing angle. Hugill
was ordered to take to his parachute, and I followed after having tried unsuccessfully to get out in the approved manner owing to the air pressure, but eventually
managing to work my feet up over the instrument panel, over the top and slightly
to one side of the windscreen, and so letting the air pressure pull me out by my
heels and legs. I pulled the ripcord immediately, and regretted it at once, as I was
given a few bursts of fire.
Finding myself not heavy enough to spill the air from the canopy by pulling the
shroud lines on one side, I hung limp, shamming that I had been hit. Hugill was
floating down several miles away, and I have not seen him since. As you know,
he is now a prisoner of war.
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with a bachelor's degree in mechanical engineering. John retired from Cahill
Corporation as the owner and president of 48 years. He was past president of
Builders Exchange of Akron, the Mechanical Contractors of Akron, The Akron
Plumbing, Heating and Cooling Contractors, the Cuyahoga Falls Rotary Club,
and chairman of the Ohio State Plumbing Advisory Board.
Preceded in death by his wife, Kathleen of 61 years; son, John; he is survived by
daughter, Hilda Pidwell of Green; sister, Grace Broggini of Akron.
Apologies for displaying the photo in greyscale

Jim Griswold - 356th FG
I have also received the sad news of the passing of Jim Griswold on March 12th,
A 356th FG veteran. I hope to include an obituary for him in the next “Runway
22”.
Jim along with Lee his
wife attended two reunions
here at Martlesham Heath.
Lee was very concerned
for Jim’s health on the occasion of their first visit in
1992, but Jim enjoyed
himself immensely, so
much so they returned
again in 1996.
Jim and Lee are pictured
here with Derrick Thorpe.
Derrick along with his
wife Daphne visit Jim and
Lee when visiting their daughter in the US.
Thank you for that Derrick and for the pictures you sent me of your visit’s.
Again I have to apologies for displaying the photo in greyscale.
Martyn Cook

Progress with the museum
The museum is now open for business after some refurbishment during the
winter and I have to say we are very pleased with the result.
We have created a room dedicated to the 356th Fighter Group and have moved
the tall cabinet into the room along with all the memorabilia, artefacts and
pictures.
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96, he had two sons and a daughter who live locally. On retirement Alec was
involved with the Woodbridge Royal British Legion also the local RAFA. He
was instrumental in creating the Woodbridge branch of RAFA.
He will be sadly missed by many, he had enjoyed many years in the Royal Air
Force that he loved. He told me once that he had the RAF in his blood-particularly Martlesham Heath. God Bless you Alec.
Bob Dunnett (Vice Chairman MHAS)

Rodney Harsent
Sorry to have to report that our long serving member, Rodney Harsent has died,
age 87.
He joined the RAF in 1943 as an engine fitter and was posted to Australia until
1945. Back in England he was posted to the Bomb Ballistics Unit at Martlesham
Heath.
On leaving the RAF he joined the Auxiliary Air Force for a number of years.
Rodney then served 12 years in the Observer Corps until they were disbanded.
Rodney leaves a wife, Evelyn, who lives in the village and a daughter, Linda who
lives near Stowmarket.

Roger Horne
Another long serving member was Roger Horne. Sadly Roger died on the 8th
February. At this moment in time I have no further details other than he joined
the society in July 2005 and was a regular attendee at our monthly meetings until
he became ill.

Terry Smith
I also have to report the passing of Terry Smith. Terry was not a current member
but will be sadly missed by all who knew him.

Jim Scott
I have only just heard that Jim Scott passed away recently. His funeral was held
on Friday 10th May.
Jim was active during the early years when creating the museum and was
invaluable when it came to collecting and removing materials.
Due to illness Jim had to relinquished his membership, but he will be missed by
all who knew him.

John C Pidwell - 356th FG
John Pidwell, 89, passed away April 11, 2013. He was
born in Akron and served in the U.S. Army Air Force as
a fighter pilot in WWII with the 360th squadron of the
356th Fighter Group at Martlesham Heath, England.
He then graduated from the University of Akron in 1949,
Page 19

My aircraft and one of the 109’s crashed fairly near the target. The 109 was
presumably shot down by Hugill, possibly helped by the bursts of front gun that
I gave them whenever they went by the nose after attacking.
I landed in the very forest that I had set out to bomb, hid my parachute and left
the forest as quickly as I could by the Western side, lay in a cornfield and
watched them searching the wood for me.
At dark I started marching south by the stars, travelling cross country all that
night, hiding the next day and on again the next night, hoping to regain our own
lines, but had had nothing to eat or drink since lunch time on the 14th, and while
looking for water in a farmyard was captured by seven German soldiers at about
0200 hours on the l6th June.
I was driven to a sub headquarters, given breakfast with a German lieutenant, and
then taken away to a head-quarters unit near Vernon (position since given to
number, but managing to pick up the piece of paper on which the interrogator
had written this information as I left his office.
From here, I was taken to a former French barracks at Vernon, and put with about
300 French prisoners. Here the food was quite reasonable, and the treatment
good. The captors allowed us to enter the stores and to help ourselves to French
kit, so I obtained a haversack, water-bottle, hammer, chisel, a pair of pliers and
a file, when no one was looking, with a view to escaping.
On Tuesday the l8th we were taken by lorries to a camp West of Evreux. It
consisted of a flour mill and house used for German officers and living quarters,
a small field for about 2000 French prisoners, and an outhouse for approximately
30 French officers, 5 British Army officers, a Flight Lieutenant from a Fighter
Squadron, and myself. The whole thing was surrounded by barbed wire,
machine guns, and was bordered on the South by a river.
I took the names and addresses of the British Officers next of kin, and having
unsuccessfully tried to persuade them to escape with me, made my escape in the
early hours of the 19th by crawling along the sewage trench every time the
sentries had their backs to me, and swimming the river that formed part of the
Southern boundary of the camp. Unfortunately, I lost my trousers and money
crossing the river", (having taken them off thinking that it was shallow enough
to wade) so I had to put my shirt on with my legs through the armholes.
I knew the rough direction of the coastline, and marching by night and hiding by
day, reached Trouville on the 22nd June. On this day I was given old civilian
clothes and some bread and sugar by a friendly farmer, having previously lived
on biscuits saved from prison, supplemented by potatoes from the fields, and
milk when I could find willing cows.
Once in civilian clothes the going was much simplified, and I travelled by day,
at first avoiding German soldiers and main roads, but as I got bolder, walking
with or near them and answering their queries as to direction in bad French,
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generally saying "la bas" and pointing with an authoritative air down the road
and hoping it was the wrong direction.
I was disappointed at finding no suitable small boat for crossing the Channel at
Trouville, so I crossed the Seine with some refugees and searched the coast from
Le Havre, through St. Yalerie, Dieppe, and up to Le Treport, but could see no
suitable boats - only hundreds of the Army of Occupation. So I turned South
again, and reached Carteret on the 30th June. Carteret is the nearest point on
the French coast to Jersey, and some of the journey to Carteret was carried out
on a stolen bicycle, as my shoes were getting worn out and my feet getting
blistered; the former being remedied by packing the soles with canvas from
abandoned motor cars on the road-side, and the latter, (my feet), being made
more comfortable by wrapping them up in my first field dressing. Food was
begged or stolen as required.
I obtained a canvas canoe and steered a rough star course for Jersey, landed there
on the 1st, and was given food and drink, hut told that the enemy had occupied
the Island that day, so returned to the mainland, which looks only about five
miles away but turns out to be fifteen, that night.
On returning to France, I met a farmer who gave me his hospitality and 50 francs,
so I left Carteret for Vichy on July the 7th. Realising that walking was much too
slow, I stole quite a good bicycle, and having crept over the occupied - nonoccupied border, reached Vichy on the 11th. Here I spent 48 of my 50 francs on
a wire home reporting myself "safe."
Little help seemed forthcoming from the American Consul at Vichy. At Vichy
I met 4 Army officers who were also trying to get home to England. They were
more or less interned, and under police supervision and, not knowing this at the
time, I myself very nearly was interned by going to get a meal with them at what
appeared to be a temporary demobilization centre for the French Army.
left Vichy hurriedly on the 13th, and reached Marseilles on the l6th, hoping to
contact some neutral ship captains. Marseilles has a "closed dock" and it was
difficult to get past the gendarmes guarding the gates leading to the wharfs.
However, by carrying a piece of bamboo, string and a fish-hook, a Frenchman
(.whom I met at Marseilles and who also wanted to return to England) and I,
managed to creep into the dockyard, drop our fishing tackle, pick up an empty
packing case and walk with it up to the only neutral ship, whose Greek skipper
was friendly, but did not know when he was sailing - about Christmas he thought.
The British Consulate had officially closed, but two members of the Consulate
were working behind closed doors, and gave me 346 francs. What I wanted was
1000 francs for a Spanish visa on an identity paper that the American Consul in
the town had given me.
The Sailors' Home was opened in an unofficial sort of way for stranded British
subjects, so I, getting fed up with sleeping out, went there on the same day that

knowledge of the topic to start the talk with a brief history of Heraldry from
medieval times, its use in Family Shields and Banners, and on the battlefield....
how they had evolved.
He then told the story of how the Royal Air Force adopted and adapted the art
form from its formation on 1st April 1918.
His profusely illustrated talk on RAF usage started by looking at the badges used
by the many Squadrons that had been based at Martlesham Heath over the
years.... then spread to cover Squadrons based elsewhere in the region.
Next we were treated with a look at the badges for RAF Stations in the East of
England and elsewhere.
The talk provoked memories and comments from members of the audience...
when the various badges for the various Squadrons appeared, and the memories
of those present were jogged.
The talk was fascinating, the many badges often exhibiting unusual imagery...
which Peter was able to unscramble and explain. This unusual talk that will long
be remembered.
We welcomed back old friends of the society in April when Clive and Linda
Denny were able to fulfil their aborted November meeting.
Clive is always very interesting and he updated us on what his company “Vintage
Fabrics” have been up to since they last visited us.
Our May meeting was the occasion of our AGM. A report by our chairman
appears elsewhere in this newsletter.
After the break an aviation themed quiz was arranged by Howard King. It was
very good fun and we thank Howard very much for the work he put into it. The
winner was Alan King.

Page 5

Page 18

OBITUARY’s
Alec Amunsden Wiseman BEM
Honorary Member of the MHAS
It is with regret that I have to advise you that we have lost our oldest member of
the MHAS. Alec Wiseman died at Allonsfield Nursing Home, Campsea Ash on
4th March 2013 at the age of 101. Alec was born on 10th February 1912 at Sible
Hedingham and went to school in Sible Hedingham then Grammar School at
Earls Colne, joining the RAF in 1929 he went to RAF Holton as an Apprentice
Engineering "Brat" passing out early 1931 when he was posted to his first and
favourite posting - RAF Martlesham Heath, he was very proud to have been a
Holton Brat.. Alec also served at RAF Felixstowe and also Woodbridge. His
postings abroad were quite extensive.. Alec leaves a sister of 98 and a brother of

years ago really was more fun.
We had a full house for our meeting on Friday, 4th January. Mr Ivan Potter gave
a talk about his time as a teenager in a hastily formed “Secret Army” in 1940.
The threat of invasion was real and imminent when small teams of young men
were formed into fighting units of typically about half a dozen volunteers. .
Ivan’s particular cell was in the Belstead area. They were told not to divulge to
anyone, not even their families, the existence of the units. Underground bunkers
were built to secrete the small teams. When the Germans invaded they were to
attempt to sabotage the German advance. Gun cotton was issued and primitive
explosive devices were made to derail trains and blow up whatever they could.
Thankfully Churchill’s “Secret Army” was never put to the test because the
invasion never came. As Ivan said, in reality they were little more than suicide
squads.
Friday February 1st and another very good attendance for an illustrated talk
entitled, “Edith Maude Cook – An Almost Forgotten Aviatrix” (woman aviator)
Martin Atkinson lives on the Heath and delivered a most interesting talk about a
local girl, Edith Cook, who became an aviation pioneer in what was, at the turn
of the 20th century very much a mans world.
Edith was born at 90 Fore Street in 1878, the daughter of a confectioner. Perhaps,
because her parents understandably did not approve of their daughter’s dangerous occupation, she was known variously as Ms Spencer-Kavanagh, Viola
Spencer, Viola Kavanagh, Viola Fleet and Elsa Spencer.
Over a period of about ten years from 1900 she astonishingly made over 300
parachute drops. She would hang beneath a balloon on a sort of trapeze, with the
parachute strapped to the side of the balloon. The parachute was detached from
the balloon when she released her hold to begin her descent. Sadly her luck
finally ran out in 1910, when she landed on the roof of a building at Hendon and
was swept off by a gust of wind. Edith Cook sustained injuries from which she
sadly died.
This brave Ipswich woman was a pupil at the Bleriot flying school and a pupil
under Claude Grahame White. She is reputed to be the first Englishwoman to
learn to fly an aeroplane.
Thanks to the Suffolk Aviation Heritage Group A blue plaque has been erected
at her birthplace in Fore Street.
A vote of thanks for a most interesting evening was given by our President,
Gordon Kinsey.
Our March meeting featured a talk by Peter Durrell, a long-time member of the
Society, presented a fascinating talk entitled "Royal Air Force Heraldry".
Peter, also a very active member of The Suffolk Heraldry Society... drew on his

I got my 346 francs. At the home, there were about 30 men, at least 20 of them
being from the British Army, an d four of that 20 were officers. I stayed at this
establishment from the 22nd - 25th July, trying to obtain a boat to leave Marseilles by, but on the morning of the 25th the local police made a round up and took
away some of the people from the Sailors Home for internment in Fort St. Jean,
so I made a hasty exit, and as the roads leading out of the town were well
watched and guarded, took a train to Perpignan with the Frenchman previously
mentioned, and two British Army officers.
From Perpignan, we proceeded along the coast to the frontier town of Cerbere,
and on the night of the 27th July, climbed the Pyrenees into Spain. I consumed
some mountain water which I afterwards learned had been the breeding place for
mosquitoes, and one day afterwards developed fever and diarrhoea. On this day
we were captured by Spanish soldier but luckily, after being detained for a night
in the village where we were caught, were taken to the Frontier Commission at
Figueras, at which town there is a British Consular agent whom we managed to
get word to. He obtained our temporary release from the guardroom, and put
us up at an hotel in the town.
After this, it was Just a matter of waiting until Sir Samuel Hoare, British
Ambassador in Madrid, had arranged for our official release and removal to
Gibraltar, which was entered via Gerona, Barcelona and Madrid, on September
the 23rd.
From Gibraltar, I sent a signal to Air Ministry Intelligence Department, giving
location of suitable targets and other military information written down and
hidden while walking through the North of France. I also wrote a very brief
paper on hints for prisoners escaping from North of France and sent this home
by flying boat to the escaping expert, Flight Lieut. Evans at Air Ministry, hoping
that it might be useful to anyone unfortunate enough to be shot down whilst
bombing the Northern parts of France; and of course I wrote that short report of
my movements since 14th June to you.
At Gibraltar, I managed to carry out a 7-hour trip on a London flying boat and a
5-hour trip in a Swordfish floatplane.
On the 7th October I left Gibraltar in a Sunderland flying boat, reaching U.K. on
the morning of the 8th October 1940.
Yours obediently,
R Hawkins
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LETTER SPOT
The following is from our “Kentish correspondent”. Phil and Cynthia Sheaf
moved to Kent a few years ago now, but still maintain their links with MHAS.
Thanks for this Phil.

Hi Alan,
Trusting that you and yours, together with all those at MHAS are all in the pink
and firing on all 12 cylinders........
A friend at Faversham [Kent], in this neck of the woods, very kindly loaned me
some Horological Journals, which he in turn had given to him by a clock &
watch repairer at nearby Tankerton. Reading through these journals, apart from
being positively green with envy at the obvious expertise of some folks who
build clocks and watches, I was taken by a piece written about the RAF's Mk 11
Navigational Watch. I will quote from the Horological Journal, for it's something
I have never previously seen in print. Others in the MHAS may of course be
familiar with the facts.
For the RAF, astronavigation remained essential for only 15 years, until the
'Consol system' of military radio beacons, which almost entirely covered the
northern hemisphere, was established. Ironically, the name 'Consol' derives
from a set of radio beacons set up by the Luftwaffe in WW2 to provide a cross
pattern of beams as a navigational aid for it's long range sea
reconnaissance aircraft flying over the Atlantic and the Bay of Bay.
Much to the surprise of the Luftwaffe those radio beacons were never jammed for
they were used by the British Coastal Command to hunt German U-boats!
For the RAF, after the introduction of the Consol system astro-navigation was
only used as a back up in case of technical failure or jamming Consol was not
available in the southern hemisphere. Accordingly the Air Forces of Australia,
New Zealand and South Africa continued to rely on astronavigation much longer
and continued buying Mk 11 watches for their aircrews."
With Best Wishes, Cynthia and I and look forward to a MHAS meeting in the not
too distant future.
Phil Sheaf
Looking it up on the good old WWW and just to add to your interesting story,
I see that “Consul” was a name the British gave to a German navigation system by the name of “Sonne”. This system was a further development of the
“Lorenz” navigation system and was installed in Norway, France and Spain
to assist the Luftwaffe when flying from France to Norway, the Bay of Biscay
and their U-Boats.
Some Sonne charts were captured by the British and it was decided that what
was good for the Germans was good for us too and charts to British requirements were produced. As you say, most useful for locating U-Boats!
ED
Major General Donald Strait is a vice-chairman of our society and a great
friend and supporter. ED

with a pound note (worth about $4.00 US in those days).
Lt. Forsyth was returned to flying status and spent his time training new pilots in
combat flying. He did not fly any more combat missions as the Eighth Air Force
policy did not allow escapees, evaders or prisoner-of-war to fly combat missions
after their return to American control This was to prevent pilots from being
captured by the Germans and revealing possible secrets about underground
activities.
Lt. Forsyth spent his later years in Texas and attended many 356th Fighter Group
reunions. He has always been fondly remembered by his fellow pilots. He passed
away in June 1996.
Lt. Frank Forsyth apparently received a waiver to 8th Air Force policy as he
destroyed a FW-190 in air-to-air combat on November 27, 1944. See page 75 of
ESCORT. The 356th Fighter Group on Operations over Europe 1943-1945 by
Kent D. Miller.
At the September 1999 reunion of the 356th Fighter Group in Portland, Maine,
I met the pilot who found Frank Forsyth's lost grenade. After I told the tale of the
grenade to Johnny Blewett, he told me that he was the pilot who found the
explosive device. He had recently joined the 359th Fighter Squadron and as he
was bicycling down the lane to Kesgrave Hall, Forsyth called him and asked him
to help find the lost grenade. After several minutes, Forsyth said, in effect
"Johnny look over there by the fence post. It might be around there". Sure
enough, Johnny Blewett found Forsyth's grenade by the post. Of course, it was
not the original grenade!!!
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MONTHLY MEETINGS ROUNDUP
November and our best laid plans went awry when Clive and Linda Dennis were
unable to come at the last minute. We improvised with a couple of DVD’s and
Alan Smith, our archivist stepped in after the break to give a short talk.
Hopefully in future we will be a little more organised and have a contingency
plan in place so that our audience will not be disappointed.
Our meeting on Friday, 7th December had nothing at all to do with aviation! In
keeping with previous December meetings the theme of our talk was a lighthearted topic which proved to be very popular with our mature audience.
Mr Tom Tyler presented a talk entitled, “”When Motoring Was Fun”. Tom was
able to reminisce with the audience about years gone by when we actually drove
entirely British built cars with names like Austin, Morris, MG, Triumph and
Riley – to name but a few.
Rightly or wrongly it is always possible to look back on “the good old days” with
affection, but our audience certainly seemed to agree with Tom’ that motoring 50

some spirits at the bar in Kesgrave Hall. Of course, any pilot who had received
a promotion or medal or had been credited with an enemy kill was required to
foot the bar bill for that evening.
After several drinks, the pilots usually retired to the porch for gentlemanly
discussions on various topics such as girls, girls and girls. Also it was the usual
practice for the pilots to try to shoot the various rats from the second story
windows with their .45 cal. pistols. Although the pilots carried their pistols on
combat missions, they were not very good shots with their sidearm. The pistols
were carried even though an order from Eighth Air Force prohibited pilots
carrying guns on combat missions. The guns were carried, more as a security
blanket, to scare off German civilians in the event a pilot went down on German
territory and to enable the pilot to escape or at least surrender to the German
military.
After the firing of several pistols at rats and the resulting noise, Lt. Forsyth
announced that "You haven't heard anything yet". With that Lt. Forsyth proceeded to his room and climbed to the roof of Kesgrave Hall with a hand grenade that
he had brought back with him from his underground activities. The hand grenade
was British made and dropped to the underground by the Royal Air Force. Lt.
Forsyth pulled the pin from the grenade and threw it from the roof of Kesgrave
Hall. Pilots, including myself, believe he threw it from the second floor of
Kesgrave Hall although Forsyth in later years maintained that he did, in fact,
throw it from the roof. The grenade did not make any noise in the tall grass
outside the front porch of Kesgrave Hall as it did not explode.
Either Major White, the 359th squadron commander or Lt. Col. Philip E.
Tukey, Jr. the 356th group commander, heard of the incident. A sign,
“UNEXPLODED BOMB”, was
placed in the tall grass field outside
Kesgrave Hall. (Lt’s. Fain, Malo and
two other pilots pictured). Lt. Forsyth
was grounded and ordered to find the
unexploded grenade. Being grounded
deprived Lt. Forsyth of flying pay.
Therefore, he was most anxious to
retrieve the grenade.
After a week of combing the tall grass and being unable to locate the missing
grenade, Lt. Forsyth searched out some friends at a nearby Royal Air Force base.
He had served with the Royal Canadian Air Force prior to his assignment to the
356th. He obtained another grenade and had it defused. He then returned to
Kesgrave Hall and enlisted the help of a fellow pilot. The grenade was placed
in the tall grass and his helpful friend found the lost grenade and was rewarded
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“Morning on the Heath" by David Ails.
Don Strait's latest painting by David Ails is called "Morning on the Heath" and
shows his P51 "Jersey Jerk "Mustang in WW2 colours' standing along side our
Control Tower, the Tower being in today's colour's that we have painted lighter
than the Drab Olive of WW2.
He kindly sent a print of this painting to me for the Museum. Many of our
members liked this, asked if I could get a print and after talking to Don, 30 prints
went sent to me to distribute to members. These prints sell in the USA for $50
small and the large print $100. Our members were able to buy these for £15 and
£25, I knew Don was subsidizing the cost which amounted to a few hundred
pounds. When I telephoned him just before Christmas he wished my wife and I
a happy Christmas and I closed the conversation by asking how much I owed
him for postage, cost of prints and any charge from the artist ? He told me he
wanted nothing at all, he told me to put all the money that had been charged for
prints into the MHAS Museum fund and wished all members a happy Christmas
before closing our conversation. General Strait has been such a great supporter
of the Museum, right from the start of my negotiations for the C T back in 1996.
Don Strait has told me that he went from being a boy to becoming a man very
quickly whilst at Martlesham Heath, he thinks of it as his second home and has
also told me how much he would liked to have lived with his late wife Louise,
in England after his Air Force career finished. His Grandparents came from
Bristol.
I have thanked Don Strait for his generosity on behalf of a grateful MHAS. I am
in touch with Don's family who know how important Martlesham Heath is to
him.
Three cheers for Major General Donald J Strait from all at MHAS.
Unfortunately I am unable to obtain any more of these prints.
Bob Dunnett Vice Chairman.

Control Tower Dialog snippets
Tower:
"Delta 351, you have traffic at 10 o'clock, 6 miles!"

Delta 351:
"Give us another hint! We have digital watches!"

Tower:
"TWA 2341, for noise abatement turn right 45 Degrees."

TWA 2341:
"Centre, we are at 35,000 feet. How much noise can we
make up here?"

Tower:
"Sir, have you ever heard the noise a 747 makes when it
hits a 727?"
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O'Hare Approach Control...
To a 747:
"United 329 heavy, your traffic is a Fokker, one o'clock, three
miles, eastbound."

United 329:

Forsyth is no longer with us but I do keep in touch with his widow who lives in
Texas and his crew chief who lives in Ohio.
Eddie Malo Pilot 359th Fighter Sqdn. 1944
Chapter I - Saga of the unexploded Bombs A. K. A. hand grenade
Kesgrave Hall - 359th Fighter Squadron 1Lt. Edward J. Malo

"Approach, I've always wanted to say this... I've got the little
Fokker in sight."
A student became lost during a solo cross-country flight. While attempting to
locate the aircraft on radar, ATC asked,"What was your last known position?"

Student:
“When I was number one for takeoff?"
A Pan Am 727 flight, waiting for start clearance in Munich, overheard the
following:

Lufthansa (in German):
"Ground, what is our start clearance time?"

Ground (in English):
"If you want an answer you must speak in English."

Lufthansa (in English):
"I am a German, flying a German airplane, in Germany. Why
must I speak English?"

Unknown voice from another plane (in a beautiful British accent):
"Because you lost the bloody war!"
One day the pilot of a Cherokee 180 was told by the tower to hold short of the
active runway while a DC-8 landed. The DC-8 landed, rolled out, turned around,
and taxied back past the Cherokee.

Some quick-witted comedian in the DC-8 crew got on the radio and said:
“What a cute little plane. Did you make it all by yourself?"

The Cherokee pilot, not about to let the insult go by, came back with a
real zinger:
"I made it out of DC-8 parts. Another landing like yours and I'll have
enough for another one."
The German air controllers at Frankfurt Airport are renowned as a shorttempered lot. They not only expect one to know one's gate parking location,
but how to get there without any assistance from them. So it was with some
amusement that we (a Pan Am 747) listened to the following exchange between Frankfurt ground control and a British Airways 747, call sign Speedbird 206.
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In the summer of 1944, 1st Lt. Frank Forsyth, (also called "Fearless Fosdick" by
his fellow pilots), was a P-47 Thunderbolt pilot assigned to the 359th Fighter
Squadron, 356th Fighter Group of the Eighth Air Force, was strafing a train in
either Holland or Belgium. The train was an ammunition train and Lt. Forsyth's
good shooting exploded the ammunition. Unfortunately, Lt. Forsyth's plane was
severely damaged and he was forced to crash land on enemy occupied territory.
After surviving the belly landing, Lt. Forsyth was rescued by the underground
and was hidden by them over a pub. While Forsyth was the guest of the
underground he went on several forays with them and he managed to dispatch
several of the enemy who had been enjoying the pleasures of the pub.
After the allies had overrun the German occupied land, Lt. Forsyth was returned
to his fighter squadron at Martlesham Heath. As was the custom at Kesgrave Hall
where the fighter pilots of the 359th lived, the pilots occasionally indulged in
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landing and a normal roll-out on its landing gear.
When the ambulance pulled alongside, it was waved off because not a single
member of the crew had been injured. No one could believe that the aircraft
could still fly in such a condition. The Fortress sat placidly until the crew all
exited through the door in the fuselage and the tail gunner had climbed down a
ladder, at which time the entire rear section of the aircraft collapsed.

Speedbird 206:
"Frankfurt , Speedbird 206! Clear of active runway."

Ground:
"Speedbird 206. Taxi to gate Alpha One-Seven."
The BA 747 pulled onto the main taxiway and slowed to a stop.

Ground:

ATTRIBUTED TO - AND BY WINSTON CHURCHILL
By far the most famously reported quotes are taken from alleged exchanges
between Lady Astor and Winston Churchill.
Examples include an instance in which Churchill is supposed to have told Lady
Astor that having a woman in Parliament was like having one intrude on him in
the bathroom, to which she retorted, "You’re not handsome enough to have such
fears".
Lady Astor was also said to have responded to a question from Churchill about
what disguise he should wear to a masquerade ball by saying, "Why don't you
come sober, Prime Minister?"
Possibly the most famous of all such anecdotes reports that Lady Astor said to
Churchill, "If you were my husband, I'd poison your tea," to which he responded,
"Madam, if you were my wife, I'd drink it!"
Winston Churchill is alleged to have responded to an accusation by Bessie
Braddock, an overweight Labour politician of the early post war years.
Bessie Braddock – Winston, you are drunk!
Churchill:- And you madam are ugly. But I shall be sober in the morning!
The following was contributed by Christope Van Linden and Eddie Malo. It was
compiled in 2005 by the late Linn Barringer, who was the web master for our
official MHAS website.
Ed

FEARLESS FOSDiCK
Christophe van der Linden, from Belgium, contacted MHAS through our web
site and asked if anyone at the MHAS had any information about "Fearless
Fosdick" who flew from Martlesham in WW2. Christophe provided two amazing photographs found while he was researching these events in Europe. Both of
those WW2 photographs have been included in the story, below.
In answer to Christophe's request, the team at MHAS Museum sent out a call for
information and Ed Malo responded. Here is what Ed sent back to Martlesham:
"Below is some of the information that I have about Fearless Fosdick. I have
some more information about him and I'll send you another E-Mail. Frank
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"Speedbird, do you not know where you are going?"

Speedbird 206:
"Stand by, Ground, I'm looking up our gate location now."

Ground (with quite arrogant impatience):
"Speedbird 206, have you not been to Frankfurt before?"

Speedbird 206 (coolly):
"Yes, twice in 1944, but it was dark, -- And I didn't land."
While taxiing at London 's Airport, the crew of a US Air flight departing for Ft.
Lauderdale made a wrong turn and came nose to nose with a United 727.

An irate female ground controller lashed out at the US Air crew,
screaming:
“US Air 2771, where the hell are you going? I told you to turn right
onto Charlie taxiway! You turned right on Delta! Stop right there. I
know it's difficult for you to tell the difference between C and D, but
get it right!"
Continuing her rage to the embarrassed crew, she was now shouting hysterically.

"God! Now you've screwed everything up! It'll take forever to sort this
out! You stay right there and don't move till I tell you to! You can expect
progressive taxi instructions in about half an hour, and I want you to go
exactly where I tell you, when I tell you, and how I tell you! You got that,
US Air 2771?"
"Yes, ma'am," the humbled crew responded.
Naturally, the ground control communications frequency fell terribly silent after
the verbal bashing of US Air 2771. Nobody wanted to chance engaging the irate
ground controller in her current state of mind.. Tension in every cockpit out
around Gatwick was definitely running high.

Just then an unknown pilot broke the silence and keyed his microphone,
asking:
"Wasn't I married to you once?"

OK, OK, perhaps a couple of those exchanges have appeared several
years ago but I just thought they were such classic it is, “time to give
them another airing!”
ED
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AN EXTRAORDINARY TALE OF SURVIVAL
A mid-air collision on February 1, 1943, between a B-17 and a German fighter
over the Tunis dock area, became the subject of one of the most famous photographs of WW2.

An enemy fighter attacking a 97th Bomb Group formation went out of control,
probably with a wounded pilot then continued its crashing descent into the rear
of the fuselage of a Fortress named "All American", piloted by Lt. Kendrick R.
Bragg, of the 414th Bomb Squadron. When it struck, the fighter broke apart, but
left some pieces in the B-17. The left horizontal stabilizer of the Fortress and left
elevator were completely torn away. The two right engines were out and one on
the left had a serious oil pump leak. The vertical fin and the rudder had been
damaged, the fuselage had been cut almost completely through connected only
at two small parts of the frame and the radios, electrical and oxygen systems
were damaged. There was also a hole in the top that was over 16 feet long and
4feet wide at its widest and the split in the fuselage went all the way to the top
gunner's turret.
Although the tail actually bounced and swayed in the wind and twisted when the
plane turned and all the control cables were severed, except one single elevator
Cable still worked and the aircraft still miraculously flew!
The tail gunner was trapped because there was no floor connecting the tail to the
rest of the plane. The waist and tail gunners used parts of the German fighter and
their own parachute harnesses in an attempt to keep the tail from ripping off and
the two sides of the fuselage from splitting apart. While the crew was trying to
keep the bomber from coming apart, the pilot continued on his bomb run and
released his bombs over the target.
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When the bomb bay doors were opened, the wind turbulence was so great that it
blew one of the waist gunners into the broken tail section. It took several minutes
and four crew-members to pass him ropes from parachutes and haul him back
into the forward part of the plane. When they tried to do the same for the tail
gunner, the tail began flapping so hard that it began to break off. The weight of
the gunner was adding some stability to the tail section, so he went back to his
position.
The turn back toward England had to be very slow to keep the tail from twisting
off. They actually covered almost 70 miles to make the turn home. The bomber
was so badly damaged that it was losing altitude and speed and was soon alone
in the sky. For a brief time, two more Me-109 German fighters attacked the All
American. Despite the extensive damage, all of the machine gunners were able
to respond to these attacks and soon drove off the fighters. The two waist gunners
stood up with their heads sticking out through the hole in the top of the fuselage
to aim and fire their machine guns. The tail gunner had to shoot in short bursts
because the recoil was actually causing the plane to turn.
Allied P-51 fighters intercepted the “All American” as it crossed over the
Channel and took one of the pictures shown. They also radioed to the base
describing that the appendage was waving like a fish tail and that the plane
would not make it and to send out boats to rescue the crew when they bailed out.
The fighters stayed with the Fortress taking hand signals from Lt. Bragg and
relaying them to the base. Lt. Bragg signalled that 5 parachutes and the spare had
been "used" so five of the crew could not bail out. He made the decision that if
they could not bail out safely, then he would stay with the plane to land it.
Two and a half hours after being hit, the aircraft made its final turn to line up with
the runway while it was still over 40 miles away. It descended into an emergency
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