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EDITORIAL
A belated Happy New Year to everyone!
2014 and a hundred years since the Great War – “the war to end all wars!” I just
wonder how many countless millions of innocent lives have been lost since that
phrase was first uttered?
Lets look on the bright side! Surely the age of conventional warfare will come
to and end as far as this country is concerned? Lets hope so anyway!
We continue to record various WW2 stories and so we should! It is important that
as many accounts from veterans should be preserved for posterity.
Sadly we have lost another Vice President’s. I have to report the passing of Lady
Broom. Lady Broom was the wife of the late Sir Ivor Broom, who had a most
distinguished wartime career and somebody that we were honoured to have as a
vice president.
Our committee are currently looking at possible venues for outings in the
coming months. One possiblilty is the WW1 airfield at Stowe Maries. We will
keep you informed at our monthly meetings
Finally - please keep your articles rolling in.
ED

Remembrance Sunday 2013
Having spent a considerable amount of time during 2013 planning our forthcoming ‘Service of Remembrance’ you want the weather to be at its best.
Opening the curtains first thing in the morning on the day of the service is always
going to be an intense moment. Thankfully the morning of the 10th was perfect,
the weather forecast on the Saturday said it would be and who am I to doubt the
forecasters. Unfortunately, it has been my experience on many occasions and
quite possibly yours also, that as the day progresses the sun disappears and the
dark clouds roll in and along with it, spirits sink, was this to be the outcome for
today I asked myself as I viewed the day?
As in the previous 32 years a small gang assembled to tidy and prepare the
memorials for the afternoon service, still in glorious autumn sunshine I hasten to
add.
During the last 20 years and this year was no exception, flowers for the occasion
were supplied by Home Meadows Nursery Martlesham owned by Ian O’Brian
Baker. We are indebted to Ian, they are provided each year free of charge. A cull
from local bushes and shrubs provided further colour with which to compliment
the autumn floral arrangements.
There is not so much needed in the way of tidying up these days. Max Property
Investments, owners of the Barrack Square ensure it is clean and tidy in the days
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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 12 new members since the last newsletter.
Wng. Cmd. Graham Pitchfork MBE
Steve Bingham
Hazel Bingham
Paul Reynolds
Paul Harrison
Ozzie Sibley
Thomas Allen
Philip Allen
Michael Leafe
Stewart Rowe
Jon StClair
Partick Marks
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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We are grateful to Ken for saving the day and a vote of thanks was given by our
chairman, Martyn Cook.
ED
Sadly we have to report the death of another of our Vice President’s, Lady Jess
Broom.

Lady Jess Broom

leading up to the service.
As the day drifted towards lunchtime the sky became a little cloudy and my heart
sank slightly, but the weather held and allowed our “Service of Remembrance”
to be held in the late autumn sunshine.
Once again the service was very well attended, but sadly without our President
Mr Gordon Kinsey who through ill health was unable to attend.

Lady Jess Broom aged 90 years of age passed away on the 30th November 2013.
Lady Jess took on the role of a Vice President of the Martlesham Heath Aviation
Society following the death of her husband Sir Ivor Broom in 2003.
Jess Broom (nee Cooper) was a local girl and married Ivor Broom in Ipswich in
1942.
They took the opportunity to visited our museum in the Control Tower on
Martlesham Heath on a visit back to Ipswich.
A celebration of her life took place at Milton Chapel, The Chilterns Crematorium
Amersham on Monday 16th December 2013.
Details of Lady Broom’s death were reported in ‘The Times’ newspaper on the
6th December 2013 where they opened a ‘Guest Book’ where notices of condolences could be posted. I took the opportunity and posted a short note of
condolence on behalf of the MHAS.
We also have to report the death of two members, Edward Wood and Bernard
Holton.

Edward Wood
Edward was a very distinguished and charming gentleman. With his shock of
white hair and and matching sideburns you cannot fail to remember him, a case
of “once seen never forgotten” that was Edward.
Accompanied by his wife Rosemary they were regular members up until Edward
became seriously ill.
Edward and Rosemary lived in Brantham where Edward had been a Blacksmith.
I along with Robert Dunnett and Alan Powell attended Edwards funeral in
Brantham Church and we were amazed at the numbers attending. The church is
quite substantial in size and it was full to the point of bursting, it would have
brought a smile to Edwards face looking around and seeing so many people.
It transpired that Edward had been a very good business man and combined with
his work as a blacksmith, enabled him to expand his business. We were amazed
at what he had crammed into his life and if we achieve half that amount we will
be very happy.
He was a regular attendee at Brantham church and created a number of wrought
iron pieces which adorn the church. He will be sadly missed by us all.
Martyn - Chairman

The service was taken by Rev. Tricia Schuler and the Felixstowe Salvation Army
Band was once again on hand to play. The 356 (Felixstowe) ATC and the Suffolk
Army Cadets marched on to the parade square and along with all the ex service
organisations the service began.
There were some new faces including Lt. Col. Philip Principi 494th Squadron
Commander from RAF Lakenheath representing of course the USAF. Both he
and Wing Commander Phil Nicholson, now an old hand gave an address during
the service.
This year we wanted something new and it came in the form of Rod Caird from
the Ipswich Piping Society. Rod stood and played on the Memorial plinth
against the pillars themselves and at the appropriate time began walking away
whilst still playing, a very poignant moment in what can only be described as a
moving service.
It is appropriate at this time to mention the generous donation by the Max
Property Group. This was presented to the MHAS by Andy Hunt who manages,
on behalf of the Max group, various industrial areas including the Barrack
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Square. This money help’s to cover the costs of the service with the remainder
going to help with maintaining the memorials.
Another thank you has to go to Vice President Richard Barker. Richard has over
the years commissioned and paid for the all three memorials to be cleaned prior
to our Service of Remembrance, this year is no exception, a huge big thank you
Richard.
Our thanks to all concerned including the 1st Martlesham Scouts, Martlesham
Guides and Rangers and to you all for attending.
Martyn - Parade Marshall

Memorial Maintenance Update
The two large Memorials’ and the plinth on which they sit have undergone some
renovations in the last few months of 2013.
Once again our thanks has to go to Vice President Mr Richard Barker who
commissioned and paid for the following additional wording now engraved at
the bottom of the RAF, Commonwealth and Dominion Air Forces and Civilian
Memorial plaque…“Dedicated June 1991”
Richard is now looking at getting the corner stones repaired; the front right hand
stone has engraved on its face 1991, but what does this date refer to. I thought I
knew, the dedication of the RAF Memorial, but as I was writing this report I
thought it prudent to ask Richard to ensure accuracy, so I emailed him.
The email travelled all the way to Helsinki, Richard was on a family New Year
Holiday. Richard however, took the trouble to telephone me that evening with
the explanation. Please Note everyone, including me, this date refers not only to
the dedication of the RAF Memorial but to the date of the re-designed plinth,
which many of you will remember was a raised grass covered square plinth. So
why then has this date been engraved on the Memorial plaque itself, good
question, read on?
During the preparation for the 2012 Service of Remembrance one of our members remarked as to why there was no dedication date on the memorial, a point
he had raised in previous years. I took up the point with Richard Barker as he
was the driving force in getting the RAF Memorial erected. He pointed out
rather indignantly, to the date engraved on the corner stone; yes even I had
forgotten it was there and at that time, its full significance. A short silence
followed and the matter was not mentioned again that morning. Later, during the
service Richard said he had thought about it and as we could not be relied upon
to remember were the date was engraved he would get the date engraved on the
plaque itself. I must just add here that it was all taken in good part. Thank
goodness we now know the significance of the date engraved on the corner stone.
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years from the 1960’s to the 90’s.It was the largest aircraft ever used by the Fleet
Air Arm to land on aircraft carriers. Graham Pitchfork was RAF but was
involved with the Fleet Air Arm.
The Buccaneer was designed to be capable of carrying a nuclear warhead in an
enclosed bomb bay. Many will remember that it was used to bomb the hull of the
Torrey Canyon oil tanker to try and release the oil on board before setting fire to
the oil.
A vote of thanks was given by our Archivist and Hon. Vice President, Alan Smith.
Our meeting on Friday, 1st November featured an illustrated talk by Squadron
Leader Paula Willmott, entitled “The Royal Air Force, Past, Present and Future.”
Paula Willmott is a spokeswoman and Press officer for the Royal Air Force. As
expected, it was a slick and highly professional delivery. She was accompanied
by her partner, Squadron Leader Tim Shirley, who is a pilot and who only
returned from Afghanistan last week.
Paula spoke first about the origins of the Royal Flying Corp and the RAF. Her
partner spoke of service in Afghanistan and the way that our defence strategy is
presently undergoing enormous changes. The RAF of the future will consist
more and more of “drones”. Unmanned aircraft that are capable of remaining
aloft for up to 30 hours and have such sophisticated weapons and surveillance
systems on board.
The Typhoon fighter will replace the Tornado GR4.
A good attendance at our meeting on Friday, 6th December enjoyed an
illustrated talk by Bill Clark entitled, “Since Records Began – The History of
Sound Recording”.
Bill was accompanied by his wife and gave a very entertaining and interesting
talk, from the invention of the phonograph by Thomas Edison. We heard the
voices of people alive during the Victorian era and followed the development of
sound recording through to the 80’s.
A vote of thanks was given by our archivist, Alan Smith.
Unfortunately our January meeting was not as advertised. Mr Ted Warner
was due to give us a talk about restoring P51 Mustangs, but unfortunately was
not able to be present
However, all was not lost! Mr Ken Milne has been photographing aircraft all
over the world for 54 years and has an unequalled archive. He is a long-standing
member of Ipswich Aviation Society and bravely stepped in at the last minute to
show his slides and also his digital images. There is no doubt that many of our
members have an extraordinary knowledge of aircraft but I am sure that some of
the types even they were seeing for the first time. From all over Europe, to the
USA and to South American countries and the Far East. You name it and Ken has
been there ‘plane spotting and recording them for posterity.
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killed by the Nazis.
I never knew it until later, but there were 13 other Americans picked up that
morning in the same town. They were all put out front and reviewed by the tank
corp. crews. Someone had turned us in for the reward. Someone in the underground movement.
We 14, all in civilian clothes were loaded on to a lorry bound for Lille. On the
way we picked up a recently captured American crew who said, “My God, they
are going to execute us along with all these frogs!”
At Lille we were put into a regular state prison and interrogated. When I said I
would give only my name, rank and serial number I was told that I would be shot
that night.
While I was at the Lille prison the English raided a nearby munitions train. My
cell door and window were blown out. Clad only in shirt and underpants I made
a run for it and headed for a nearby river, hoping to swim it and make my escape.
Just outside the gates I heard the now familiar, “Raus mit uns,” and for my efforts
I received 30 days in solitary.
Whilst I was in solitary some French imprisoned in the cell above sent down a
note asking if I needed anything. When I replied, “cigarettes”, they sent down a
pack of French smokes. We corresponded several times a week by notes let down
from above.
I was then sent to Dulag Luft in Stutgartt. Since I was in civilian clothes none of
the other American prisoners would speak to me! Finally I got a uniform from
the Red Cross and life with my fellow prisoners became easier.
From Dulag Luft I was sent to Stalag Luft 111 in Sagan, where I spent the rest
of the war before being freed in April 1945.

MONTHLY MEETINGS ROUNDUP
Our special double bill presentation at the wonderful Thomas Theatre at
Kesgrave High school on October, 4th proved a great success.
The first of our two distinguished guest speakers was Mr Stephen Parker,
Engineering officer for the British Antarctic Survey. His illustrated talk was a
fascinating insight to a little know continent. His talk centred around the types
of aircraft employed in the Antarctic by the various powers that are all there for
the purpose of research and for once, exist harmoniously together. It was
interesting to hear that the now ancient, but venerable Douglas Dakota aircraft
still play such a useful role. Old airframes have been refurbished and turbo-fan
engines have replaced the old radial piston engines.
The second speaker was Air Commodore, (retd) Graham Pitchfork. His illustrated talk was all about the Blackburn Buccaneer that the RAF employed for many
Page 19

The MHAS committee have been concerned for some time regarding the 356th
Fighter Group Memorial. The cause for concern has been the leaching of a
chemical from the brass engraved plaque on the front of the Memorial pillar,
onto and into the soft sandstone blocks below the plaque. This of course has
been happening since its erection in 1946, sadly during the years the staining has
become more visible, so it was time to take action.
We commissioned a local stonemason to advise and carry out the work. They in
turn contacted a British Government department who have the responsible for
advising organisations such as ours on ‘memorial maintenance’. Their advice
was to clean and seal the plaque. Then, over a period of time treat the sandstone
with a special wash to reduce the staining. This will not completely eradicate it
but will reduce it somewhat.
The committee had also looked at the ‘baby’ (central) Memorial, which was paid
for by public donations. The fact as to why it was erected was there for all to see
on reading the wording engraved on the plaque, but it was thought fitting to have
engraved on the rear of the pillar the following wording to inform the visitor as
to who had erected it…
Erected with Public Donations
by the
Martlesham Heath Aviation Society
Dedicated June 2009
This was planned for 2013. However, this has been delayed due to circumstances beyond our control. When the work has been carried out it will be paid for by
the MHAS.
The brick plinth itself had begun to show its age and required some work to be
carried out in order to make it safe to approach the Memorials at close quarters.
To further enhance the plinth the posts that support the chains have been
sandblasted and painted and the chains replaced. This work has been carried out
and paid for by the MHAS.

Control Tower Fencing
To finish up with, the work on replacing the fencing at the back of the Control
Tower is almost complete. There was some confusion on the part of the
contractor and the gates were incorrectly made however, they were fitted and
will be replaced when the correct gates arrive.
The original fencing was of poor quality and not of a suitable height to stop the
local lads from getting in. It would appear that getting on top of the CT roof is
a challenge. Hopefully, the new fencing along with anti vandal paint, sorry lets
get it right – anti climb paint and the barbed wire that surmounts the fence will
help curb their enthusiasm.
Martyn Cook – Chairman
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FRANK BRIGHT.

ED
In the October issue of Runway 22 our member Peter Morris told us about his
trip to Holland last summer and his visit to the grave of Wing Commander Guy
Gibson.
It was said in that piece that it had never been properly explained why Guy
Gibson crashed whilst taking part in a raid on the lightly defended railway
sidings at Munchen Gladbach.

Next I was moved toward the sea coast. Three or four other American evacuees
and I were sheltered in a limestone cave, waiting for a a transport ‘plane to take
us to England. We were only allowed out after dark, Once we were taken to a
large field where a runway had been outlined with flares to await the arrival of a
British transport ‘plane, but it never came. The next day I was taken to Lille and
placed on a train to Paris.
The procedure was as before; a guide was to follow us to Paris. Then switched
to another guide. The new guide pulled me into an alleyway and pulled a knife
out of his pocket. “What is thois?”, he asked. “A jacknife,” I replied. “What is a
B17?” he asked. “A Flying Fortress,” I replied. “Good,” replied the escort.
“Americaina!” We proceed to his apartment, where I was to be hidden.
Later I was taken to Montmarte and the Church of the Sacred Heart, where we
knelt in prayer behind a woman I was to follow to my next hiding place. The
church was overflowing with German soldiers sightseeing and I actually brushed
coattails with some of them! I was then taken to the beautiful home of a doctor.
From my hiding place on the upper floor I could see the Eiffel tower. I was given
papers identifying me as Charlie Calvert from Cannes.
From Paris I was moved to Chalons Sur Marne where I was placed in a house on
my own that was owned by a winery merchant. Each evening a meal was left for
me, along with a bottle of champagne!
One night I was taken down to a secret cellar filled with wines hidden from the
Germans. The Germans took a portion of everyone’s products. We hasd a real
blast sampling all the wines there!
It was getting late in the year and too late to continue to Spain due to the heavy
snowfall in the Pyrenees.
I was then moved to Rheims and attended mass in Rheims cathedral. One family
there took me out to eat in restaurants frequented by German soldiers!
In February, 1944 I kept moving about from place to place, often for only a day
or two at a time. Travel was by bus, truck or train and once on the back of a motor
bicycle! Once I stayed on an estate in Epernay, south of Rheims where the father
was a colonel with the Free French in North Africa. One day I saw a truck driving
up to the house with several German soldiers in it. I though, “Oh no, I’ve had it
now!” But it seems they came to the house sometimes to play the grand piano.
Then I was moved to a rectory, where the priest wore a .45 strapped beneath his
cassock! A shed in the yard with a false floor was used to hide me.
In April 1944 from my next sanctuary Panzer tanks were stationed nearby.
From this home I was about to leave for Spain one morning when there was a
knock at the door. The Germans had come to arrest me. My host jumped through
a window and I believe he escaped. His wife and mother, were sleeping upstairs
and spent the rest of the war in captivity. I also heard later that the priest was
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We are delighted to report that our long-standing member has been awarded
an Honorary Doctorate at University Campus, Suffolk.
His tireless efforts to ensure that the holocaust is never forgotten have at last
been formerly recognised.
The history of the Second World War is on the schools curriculum and Frank
has visited numerous schools to inform children of probably the worst atrocity
of the bloody 20th century.
ED
Frank Bright was born of Jewish parents in Berlin in October 1928. He
spent the first 18 years of his life on the
continent. All of them were eventful,
immensely depressing, frightening and
dangerous due to German virulent and
relentless anti-Semitism which cost
the lives of 6 million Jews and took
him through ghetto, Auschwitz, where
his parents were murdered, to a slave
labour camp. He survived, just, but
had been robbed of his youth and an education on which to build a future.
He arrived in England in June 1946 and by working during the day, attending
evening classes and completing correspondence courses, became a Civil Engineer in 1962 and was awarded a BA by the Open University in 1983.
Hidden by Czech friends and returned to him was a class photo, taken in
Prague’s Jewish school in May 1942, shortly before its closure. It was the film
Schindler’s List which awakened an interest in the Holocaust and between 2000
and 2006 Frank traced the fate of most of his fellow classmates, of their siblings
and parents to sustain that interest. Of the 131 children and adults identified 107
were murdered.
There is much more about Frank’s life in Nazi Germany on the net. Simply
Google his name.

There I met the tail gunner from Dame Satan," Leland Judy and we were placed
with a family to be hidden. We were accepted as regular members of the family,
and helped with the work and chores.
After some weeks with the family it was decided that I should be sent to Amiens.
France. I was introduced to the guide and was to follow (not too closely:) and
placed on the train to Amiens. We got off at the last stop before the border, since
the Germans were checking papers on everyone who crossed the border. Then
we went to a farmhouse where we were fed, and then sneaked through the woods
across the border. We caught the train again at the first station across the border,
where we proceeded to Amiens. There I was hidden with a French family for a
week,

Our member, Ken Oatley was a navigator on board a De Havilland Mosquito
on the same raid and has his own theory as to why Gibson was posted missing.
I went to see Ken and with his permission have included the following account
of his wartime experiences, including his considered opinion of what happened to Guy Gibson.
ED
Ken was born in Frome, Somerset in 1923. He was in a reserved occupation at
the outbreak of war and joined the Home Guard. He soon decided that he would
rather join the RAF and he volunteered for aircrew training. He was called up in
January 1941 where he did his “squarebashing” at Blackpool. Ken served for
three months in Ireland guarding an airstrip before being returned to Scarborough for initial pilot training. This lasted six weeks before commencing initial
pilot training on Tiger Moth’s at RAF Sealand, in June 1941. Ken told me how
he enjoyed this time. He was the first among a class of 30 to go solo and really
felt that he was a “natural” pilot.
One incident Ken remembers only too well! He and a friend had been “dogfighting” and got themselves disorientated. Not knowing where the airfield was,
he decided to land in a field and ask where he was! He was told he was in the
middle of Lancashire! Once he knew his position he was able to calculated the
direction his airfield was in. By this time 20 people were in the field, but he
managed to become airborne again and landed safely back at his base. They were
just about to alert Air Sea Rescue! The next morning he was up against the Wing
Commander and threatened with court-marshal. Apparently if a pilot landed in a
field away from the airfield it was forbidden to take off again!
Ken’s next posting was to Montrose in Scotland ostensibly to train to fly
Spitfires. However, that was not to be and he found himself on a ship to Canada
and flying the Airspeed Oxford, which he was not too happy about. This was at
the furthest point in northern Canada that towns were built and the continual frost
never dropped below –16 C!
Ken was not told by his instructor always to land the Oxford with the tail wheel
down at the same time as the main wheels. To land as you would normally do in
an aircraft of that type, by touching down wheels first and allowing the tail to
settle was a recipe for disaster. The Oxford had a tendency to swing straight off
the runway unless it was a three-point landing! This happened when Ken was
being checked out as competent to fly Oxford’s. His instructor denied not
pointing this out.
At this moment in time the first Pathfinder force was about to be formed.
Apparently there was a shortage of navigators and about 5 pilots in every flying
training course in Canada were being selected to be re-trained as navigators and
Ken was one of those chosen
He spent Christmas 1941 in Canada before being shipped home in January, 1942.
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was that I had only a few cigarettes left, and wishing I had brought an extra pack
or two along!
I hit lhe ground north of Brussels. When I landed two civilians rushed out and
helped me remove my parachute. Instead of disposing of it they carefully folded
it up and took it along -- to use the pure silk for dresses,'' they explained. We then
hid in some bushes near a creek.
After dark T was taken to a shed filled with men. They raised their fists and
shouted communist, puzzled, I raised my fist and replied, “communistie!” I was
then fed and given civilian clothes. I stayed in the shed for several days and then
was taken to Brussels in a farm truck.

B-17 “Dame Satan” photographed from another
B-17 over the North Sea returning from a raid over
Wilhelmshaven. Bomb doors open, holes in the
nose and one engine knocked out.

They were very nearly torpedoed as they left Halifax, Nova Scotia. U-boats were
waiting for ships as they left port. A destroyer came up alongside Ken’s ship and
took a torpedo which would have struck their ship. The destroyer was lost with
all hands. It would have been suicidal to stop to attempt to carry out any rescue.
There were 500 aircrew on board Ken’s ship and the accompanying ship.
Once home again it seemed the authorities didn’t know what to do with them.
Eventually Ken was called up to London and went before another selection
board to be confirmed as suitable to be trained as a navigator. Then it was down
to Eastbourne college for six weeks.
After that he was sent to Liverpool to board another ship! Ken hoped he was to
be sent once again to Canada, because he had become engaged to a girl over
there! But once again it was not to be and he was sent to South Africa. He arrived
in Durban on 31st August 1942. Another navigator course which Ken passed out
in February, 1943.
Ken returned to England once again and was sent to Harrogate. Once again it
seemed the authorities didn’t seemed to know what to do with him and his
companions, so they sent them up to Whitley Bay on a Commando course! He
told me that was quite good fun!
Then back to Harrogate and then up to Perth in Scotland flying Tiger Moths
before finally being sent to 16 O.T.U at Upper Heyford in August 1943 until 15th
December 1943. This was another course. This time flying Wellingtons. Then to
Scampton for conversions to heavy bombers. This was a six week course flying
Stirlings. Then on to RAF Syerston near Nottingham for further conversion. This
time to Lancasters. Then Ken was posted to 106 Squadron at RAF Metheringham in Lincolnshire. This was Guy Gibson’s squadron.
Ken had been with the same aircrew for six months or more and had formed a
bond of faith with each other. This was quite usual with aircrews and was vital
for confidence and morale.
Their pilot was detailed to accompany another aircrew on a mission. Sadly the
aircraft failed to return and he was lost with all the crew members. The idea was
that he should go and see what was to be expected before they all went off on
their own first mission.
Because of this Ken and the remainder of the crew were posted back to Scampton once again, to be re-crewed. Instead of appointing another pilot to the
existing crew, they were split up and this was a very bad decision. The new crew
had no faith in the pilot and a decision was made to confront the Wing Commander and say that they had no faith in the pilot. They were told that this refusal
was a court marshal offence and they should go away and consider what they had
just said. However, such was there lack of faith in the pilot that they returned the
following day and told the Wing Commander that they were sticking to their
guns. They weren’t afraid of going on op’s but they wanted a better qualified

The "Ragged Irregulars", was the name given to the 91st. Bomb Group USAAF,
(Heavy Bombers). They were based at Bassingbourn, England, from 1942 to
1945. This was typical of many such escape stories told by aircrew shot down
over enemy controlled territory in WW2. It appeared in the newsletter of the
91 st Bomb Group - The newsletter was entitled, of course, "The
RaggedIrregulars".
ED
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Carlyle Darling joined the 91st Bomb Group of the USAF in June, 1943 as a
navigator in the 322nd squadron. His regular crew was the crew of "1
Dood lt," with E V Kenner as pilot. In the July, 1973 Issue of The Ragged
Irregular we ran a story by Maj. Edward F. Wins low (Ret) about the experiences of the "Dame Satan" crew on the first Schwelnfurt mission, August 17th,
1943 when the 91st suffered Its greatest losses ever in proportion to the number
of planes taking part. On that day Carlyle Darling, a new "eager beaver"
anxious to get his 25 missions over in a hurry, volunteered to fly a mission his
crew was not scheduled for, never realizing it would turn out to be the fateful
Schwelnfurt raid. He was assigned as a replacement crew member for "Dame
Satan." Dame Satan was one of the original planes issued to the 91st, before the
group moved overseas. It was first under the command of pilot Bob Campbell,
one-time CO. of the 322nd, who finished his tour a few weeks before the first
Schweinfurt mission.
The crew for this mission normally flew in "Frisco Jenny". They were: Jack
Hargls, pilot; Carl Smith, co-pilot; Carlyle Darling, navigator, a substitute for
the crew navigator, Dick Martin; Ted Winslow, bombardier; Jarvis Allen,
engineer; Vic Cijanek, radio operator; Gerald Tucker, waist gunner; Al
Diminno, waist gunner; Leland Judy, tall gunner. The regular ball turret gunner,
Rudy Thigpen, was hospitalised that day.
Just before we reached the target German fighters attacked in force and shot our
the No. 2 engine, causing us to drop our of formation. We headed for the coast,
Determined to make it back to England, bur north of Brussels, Belgium, we were
arttacked by another group of fighters and shot up so badly that the order to bail
out out.
In training they had stressed that you should delay the chute opening as long as
possible to increase
your chances of escaping the Germans. So when I bailed out at 17,000 feet I
made no attempt to open the chute for quite a while. I passed three crew members
with open chutes while 1 was in free fall.
By the time I opened my chute I could hear dogs barking on the ground. I was
probably 3-4,000 feet high. During the free fall the only thing that worried me

to sign a 'blood chit', which in effect meant that in the event of an accident the
authorities accepted no responsibility. I also had to draw and sign for a parachute
from stores. That was the theory. In practice there was always a shortage of
parachutes, so I was usually given a Mae West, in spite of the fact that most of
the trips were over land. I did once ask what I could do if we got into trouble
inland, and the answer was along the lines of 'Hope'!’
Of the pilots of BLEU I remember little, except for one. He, who shall remain
nameless, was something of a 'show off. He liked to impress civilians, such as
myself, by flying his Anson in a somewhat unorthodox manner. One of his
favourite antics was to fly at about fifty feet towards a row of high voltage
electricity distribution cables, as if to fly below them. At the last moment he
would hop over. After I left I heard that he did eventually attempt the underpass,
with the result that he ploughed an unwanted furrow in a local farmers field.
Whether this was true, I know not, but it was certainly in character.
Mae-Wests made more sense when development of the glide-path antennae
began. These were installed alongside the East-West runway, just East of the
road crossing and so all the test flights involved approaching from the sea. Over
the months I became very familiar with the inlets and creeks of the Deben Each
circuit and bump meant that the road had to be closed, to the frustration of
passing traffic.
The development of Pye ILS kept me at Martlesham for about two years, after
which it was transferred to Farnborough, before undergoing trials for the RAF at
Great Massingham. But of all the airfields I worked at, it is of Martlesham Heath
that I have the fondest memories. It is good that a small part of its history is being
preserved.”

pilot!
Ken was a Flight Sergeant by this time and was temporarily grounded. Humiliatingly he was ordered to go on parade on what was just a “squarebashing”
exercise. By this time Ken had been trained as a pilot and also as a navigator and
he took exception to this. He stayed in his bunk!
The next thing he knew was that he was being woken by a Flying Officer, who
told him that he was posted to Woodhall Spa where they had Mosquito pathfinders. From then on Ken became a navigator on an elite Pathfinder squadron.
Ken explained that Leonard Cheshire, who was in command of 5 Group and the
instigator of the practise of target marking, had been unhappy about the accuracy
of marking being carried out for 617 (Dambusters), squadron. So he tried
dropping markers with a Lancaster by flying very low over the target. This
proved very successful but the Mosquito became the aircraft of choice for this
new breed, to be called - pathfinders.
Ken’s was 627 squadron and they were at Woodhall Spa along with 617 squadron.
The method employed by the pathfinders was as follows. A flight of 5 pathfinder
Mosquitoes would arrive over the target three minutes before the high level
bombers.
Ken actually took part in the raid on Dresden and, as a of way of explanation he
related to me the form that the famous, (or infamous), Dresden raid took.
High level Lancasters dropped incandescent flares high above the city and it was
illuminated as if it was daylight. The Mosquitoes went in under the flares at
1500ft and identified the intended targets. The first aircraft to locate the target
called out. His markers were not quite accurate so Ken’s Mosquito dropped
flares which were within 25 yards accurate.
The bombers then began to bomb the target whilst the pathfinders were flying
over Dresden at about 500ft. The whole city was lit up by the flares.
Ken then told me his recollections of the raid on Munchen Gladbach that wing
commander Guy Gibson took part in. The raid was on the 19th September, 1944.
Gibson had never been properly checked out on Mosquitoes and he was accompanied on that mission by a squadron leader as navigator who was also completely unfamiliar with the type.
Guy Gibson said over the radio that the markers were not being dropped in the
right place and he ordered all aircraft to clear the area before going in himself to
place the markers. Nothing more was heard from them.
In fact all the pathfinder Mosquitoes had spent weeks practising laying markers
and it was unlikely that Gibson would do any better.
The Mosquitoes had flown to the target using extra fuel tank blisters under the
wings. Both Gibson and his navigator were unfamiliar with the cockpit layout
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and Ken is convinced that they failed to switch to the main tanks before it ran out
of fuel. Flak over the target was very light.
There had been a suggestion that the Germans might employ barrage balloons
and this would have been a real hazard for the pathfinders. However, it seems
that this did not happen. Barrage balloons were clearly no deterrent for highflying bombers.
Ken said that at this time of the war, when the pathfinders were well established,
that there were enough aircrew to ensure that it was not necessary to be employed on every raid. Usually it was a case of going on every third operation.
Ken Oatley flew on 23 missions over Germany. He is now in his nineties and
lives this day to tell his fascinating and extraordinary story. He was demobbed
as a Flying Officer just before he was due to become a Flight Lieutenant.
Ken is a long-standing member of our society and lives on his own in his
comfortable house in Rushmere St Andrew. I am grateful to him for his fascinating and extraordinary experiences.
Google Kenneth Oatley or Flying Officer Oatley or Oatley, Kenneth Roy – There
is much on the World Wide Web about Ken, including audio recordings by the
Imperial War Museum.
ALAN POWELL

initially categorised as repairable it never flew again, it was dismantled by 39
Maintenance Unit and passed to 12 School of Technical Training as an instructional airframe.
Alan Smith has also submitted the next article, from one of the
boffin's involved in the development of aerials used in blind landing
developments. RAF Martlesham was the home of the Blind Landing
Experimental Unit in the early post-war years.
Unfortunately Alan cannot supply the name of the author. ED

Memories of an aerials designer at Martlesham

GARY CLAUD STOKER

“I joined the research department of Pye Ltd at Cambridge in November 1944 and
in 1946 the company received a contract from RAE Farnborough to design,
develop and produce blind landing transmission systems. My part in this was the
design and development of the aerials; azimuth, glide path and beacons. After
initial experiments at Cambridge and the airship centre at Cardington, the aerial
development was carried out at Martlesham.
The first and largest aerial array was the azimuth, which produced the highly
directional horizontal guidance patterns which lined up an approaching aircraft
to the runway. Initial full scale design of this was done in a rather Heath
Robinson way using a timber structure mounted on a rotating cabin trailer,
originally used for radar. Attached is a photograph of myself at work on part of
the array in 1947. The trailer was parked at the northwestern corner of the
airfield, just off the perimeter track, not far from the Black Tiles, with whose
lunches we became very familiar!
Following this initial work a complete installation, including the transmitters,
also designed by Pye, was built at the southern end of the North/South runway;
(I forget the actual bearings). The ensuing further development involved much
flying with the aircraft of BLEU to test each modification. Most of the work was
done by an Anson, with the occasional Lancaster. These were not always in the
best state of repair. I recall one flight when the pilot was, unusually, the station
commander. Very shortly after takeoff the Anson began to vibrate alarmingly.
Looking out of a starboard widow, I saw a panel on the upper wing surface
flapping in the airstream. The pilot's language was colourful, to say the least, as
he instructed the control tower to 'get that …. ‘plane off the runway, I'm coming
in NOW. On another flight, this time in a Lancaster, there was a little toggle
switch, just hanging in some extraneous wiring, which was supposed to be
operated immediately before touchdown to flatten off the approach. This time it
broke and we hit at three degrees, which doesn't sound much, but it jolted the
poor old craft and its occupants!
This was all long before the days of Health and Safety. Before each flight I had
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Impressions of a Pilot
Flight is freedom in its purest form,
To dance with the clouds which follow a storm;
To roll and glide, to wheel and spin,
To feel the joy that swells within;
To leave the earth with its troubles and fly,
And know the warmth of a clear spring sky;
Then back to earth at the end of a day,
Released from the tensions which melted away.
Should my end come while I am in flight,
Whether brightest day or darkest night;
Spare me your pity and shrug off the pain,
Secure in the knowledge that I'd do it again;
For each of us is created to die,
And within me I know,
I was born to fly....

an airfield. On takeoff the crew were given a 'flimsy' showing the chosen
codes and the range and bearing of the airfields they marked for that
particular night. Beauchamp called Martlesham on the radio and got a reply
from the airman in charge of the flarepath. The airman authorised Beauchamp
to land and turned on the flarepath lights. Seeing the position of the airfield
for the first time, Beauchamp shaped to make a circuit at around 1,000ft. On
their downwind leg the lights were suddenly extinguished and they lost
sight of the airfield completely. It turned out that the airman in charge of the
flarepath was 25 miles from his headquarters. He had telephoned his headquarters and informed them he had lit the flarepath for an aircraft, which had
fired the colours of the day and identified itself as friendly. Headquarters had
insisted the aircraft was a hostile and that the flarepath must be extinguished.
The aircraft was continuing to lose height and there was little time left if they
were to get down safely. An irate Beauchamp called the airfield again, by
now he was on the base leg of the circuit. The lights came on again. By the
lights Beauchamp was able to line up on the runway for finals. Their height
was 500ft by then, the undercarriage and flaps were down and they were
committed to the landing, with no prospect of a second attempt. Without
warning the flarepath lights were extinguished yet again. The airfield
disappeared, the whole surrounding countryside was blacked out and in the
clear half-moonlight Beauchamp could vaguely and indistinctly see an open
space ahead. Judging height and distance in these circumstances was virtually
impossible. Beauchamp continued the approach and when finally down to 50ft
suddenly saw houses coming up on the far side of the airfield. They were
overshooting. Beauchamp had run out of options. At the last moment the lights
came on for a third time but too late to help. He rammed the stick forward, the
nose dropped and they dived into the ground with the wheels still down. The
aircraft hit and the airframe crunched, groaned and ground itself into the turf.
There was no significant shock of the impact or deceleration since the enormous forces were mainly taken up by the crushing of the airframe.
The undercarriage legs were driven up through the wings and the
aircraft slithered across the grass on its belly, finally coming to a halt inland
to return.
They continued to lose height even without the bomb load, despite Beauchamp's
best efforts. If with a wing tip against a pill box and the tail against a dispersed
Spitfire on the aerodrome boundary. When the noises of the aircraft tearing
itself apart finally stopped the only sound was of gurgling, rushing liquid
-petrol! To a man the crew abandoned the wreck as fast as their legs would
carry them. The ruptured fuel tanks were emptying their contents and the crew
ran through a big pool of petrol almost ankle-deep in places spreading all
round the aircraft. Fortunately it did not catch fire. The time was 1807.
The entire crew had escaped uninjured, but L7483 was a sorry sight. Although
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The following article appeared in the ‘American Air Museum News (Duxford).
As many of our members did not see it I thought I would reproduce it in our
newsletter. Because of our close and personal link with Don I’m sure he will
forgive me for changing his name at various points in the article to read as a
more personal account.
Ed.

Major General Donald Strait
December 5, 1944, was the day that Captain Donald Strait became an ace.
Flying his P-51 Mustang on escort duty over Berlin, Captain Strait and his
squadron engaged 40 Focke Wulf 190’s, which were attempting to attack the
B-17 bombers he was charged with protecting.
In the fight that followed, Don shot down one FW190, then another, marking
a total of 6% kills. However, instead of celebrating his achievement when he
returned to his airfield in England, Don was forced to mourn the loss of one of
his closest buddies, Ray Gansberg, whose Mustang was shot down in the
action.
"We had just returned from 30 days' leave back in the US. We had completed
87 missions, 37 more than the 50 required and they offered leave and a fast boat
back to the States if any of us would sign up for another tour. Ray and I were the
only two to take the offer. It was not long after we got back that he was shot
down, Don sadly recalled.
Don racked up 13% kills before the war was over, and stayed with the Army Air
Forces, then the Air Force after it was incorporated as its own military department
after the war, retiring in 1978 as a Major General after many exploits and a
long list of decorations including the Silver Star, the Legion of Merit, the
Distinguished Flying Cross, and many others. His career has been celebrated
by aviation artists, numerous publications and books, and he was even made a
member of the New Jersey Aviation Hall of Fame.
Models of his World War II aircraft sell briskly on the Internet, but that memory
of losing his buddy Ray is at the top of his mind. "Thankfully they later found
his remains," he said over the telephone from his current home in North
Carolina, where the spry 95-year-old lives today and still an active member of his
community, playing an occasional round of golf.
North Carolina was not his original home. Don was born and raised in New
Jersey, where he spent his youth pursuing two of his great loves, baseball and
airplanes. When he wasn't on the mound pitching, he built rubber band
powered balsa wood toy airplanes and hung out at the local airfield. A brief
time spent on a minor-league baseball team ended with a spent shoulder that
ruined any hopes of a major league career.
Another foray as an insurance salesman did not work out either. "I was
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incredibly bored by it, so I joined the 119th Observation Squadron of the New
Jersey National Guard in 1940". Don Initially trained as a gunner, flying in the
back seat of a C-46 observation airplane, towing aerial targets for anti-aircraft
units on the ground to shoot at.
The unit was nationalized in September 1940 in the lead-up to World War
II, and Don was accepted into the pilot program in 1942.
Being one of the few pilots in his class to be designated as a fighter pilot, Don
was assigned to the 356th Squadron, flying a P-47 Thunderbolt. He trained in
Massachusetts and then shipped out for England arriving at RAF Martlesham
Heath in late 1943. "That's where I wanted to be, in a fighter. A bomber or
transport would have killed me". He paid homage to his home state by
naming his fighter “Jersey Jerk”. "I loved the P-47. It was fantastic for
attacking targets on the ground. Shooting up trains, trucks, airfields,
whatever else was around? It was superb".
He rose quickly through the ranks, rising first to captain, then major, and took
command of his own squadron. By the end of the war, Don had conducted
122 missions. His career did not end there. After the war, he rejoined the
New Jersey Air National Guard, once again flying the P-47 before transitioning into the jet age and flying the legendary F-86 Sabre, the F-84F, and the
F-105.
He served as a commander for the 108th Tactical Fighter Wing during both the
Berlin Crisis and the Korean War. President Eisenhower named Don as a
deputy assistant secretary of the Air Force in 1956, and he served for 21 months.
He also served in prominent positions during the Cuban Missile Crisis
and the Vietnam War.
After retiring from the Air Force, he accepted a position as a senior vice president
at Fairchild Industries, where he played a major role in developing the A-10
(Warthog).
Despite these many accomplishments, Don’s memory still focuses on the men he
served with during World War II, and it is their memory he honours through his
support of the American Air Museum in Britain. "I supported the Museum
even before the first spade of soil was turned. I have visited Duxford almost
yearly and I make sure I contribute every year. I do so because the 8th Air Force
conducted the most important air operation in history, and we lost 30,000
men doing it. We need to keep their memory alive”.

were withdrawn from service in mid 1942 after heavy losses. The Vulture
engines were essentially two RR Peregrine ‘vee’ block engines mounted one
above the other with the underside engine inverted. They had a disastrous
history of unreliability and not at all what had become expected of Rolls Royce.
ED

LOSS OF MANCHESTER L 7483 AT MARTLESHAM
from “Avro Manchester” by Robert Kirby

Our archivist, Alan Smith has sent me this report of the crash landing of a
Avro Manchester at Martlesham.
The Avro Manchester was powered by two Rolls Royce Vulture engines that
proved most unreliable. About 200 Manchester’s were built and the aircraft

On 27th December, 1941 Group cancelled daylight formation flying and instead
specified 207 Squadron to prepare 12 Manchester’s for a night operation to
Dusseldorf in what was only the third Manchester operation of the month. Later in
the day Group cancelled five of the 12. These seven joined a total force of 132
aircraft.
Dusseldorf - 27th December 1941...
L7522 EM-M 207 F/LPC Ward-Hunt L7455 EM-G 207 F/0 PC Birch
L7322 EM-Q 207 F/Sgt G B Dawkins L7484 EM-P 207 F/LWDB Ruth
L7483 EM-0207 S/LKHP Beauchamp R5791 EM-V 207 F/Sgt J C Atkinson
L7432 EM-J 207 F/Sgt B Wescombe
Take-off on this occasion was well spaced out. Ruth took off at 1701 and Atkinson was last away at 1747. Take-off and climb performance was marginal, as
the crews had come to accept with the Manchester. 'Penny' Beauchamp had undertaken a night flying test in the RAF's first Manchester Mk.1A, L7483 and
found it to perform adequately.
Close to 1750, whilst outward bound over Orfordness, the aircraft had struggled
to a height of 4,000ft when the starboard engine lost power and failed.
Beauchamp feathered the starboard propeller, put the nose down to maintain
airspeed and continued out to sea. The aircraft was unable to maintain height on one
engine with the heavy fuel load, 4,000 Ib 'Cookie', and two 500 Ib general purpose
(GP) bombs. Reducing their all up weight was an urgent necessity but directly in
their path ahead to seaward could be one of our coastal convoys, which had
been mentioned at briefing. The thin cased 'Cookies' often detonated on impact
even when dropped safe. As a precautionary measure Beauchamp continued
east to clear the supposed route of the convoy before the bombs were jettisoned. In the event the 4,000 Ib bomb did not explode and neither were they
troubled by anti-aircraft fire from any convoy which may have been nearby.
L7483 had by this time lost much of what little height had been in hand and was
immediately turned they were to save the aircraft they would have to find an
airfield quickly. Ahead they recognised a single letter flashing pundit beacon
showing the coded signal for Martlesham Heath, still at this time a grass
airfield. These beacons were mobile and placed at various positions around
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