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EDITORIAL
Fingers crossed that the nice weather we are enjoying whilst I am writing
this continues and we have an enjoyable summer.
Our May meeting is the occasion of our AGM and our chairman, Martyn
Cook has once again been able to produce an upbeat account of the health
of our society.
It is extraordinary that in these times when attendance at clubs and
societies generally seems to be falling off, that we continue to enjoy such
numbers of enthusiastic members (and visitors) each month. As I always
say "we must be doing something right!"
Martyn Cook has produced another fascinating story of the Martlesham
memories of a friend and these are always worth reading.
Howard King, like many of us, enjoys researching some of the extraordinary events that occurred during WW2 and has submitted an interesting
article. We were certainly living on our wits in those desperate days!
These, together with a little light humour here and there consist of this,
my 65th "Runway 22".
ED
Every now and then someone pops up with stories of their experiences
while serving at RAF Martlesham Heath. Derek Theobald is the latest
ex-RAF Martlesham Heath veteran to tell his story.
I first met Derek while he was working for the Home Office at Suffolk
Police HQ. Then all counties in the UK used radios that where fitted
and maintained by the Home Office. Derek was a civil servant working
for the Home Office.
On one such visit in 1994, Derek was talking about his previous time at
Martlesham Heath with the then Suffolk Police Fleet Manager. I was
asked to join in the conversation and at the end asked to take Derek
around the old airfield which I gladly did.
I was recently re-introduced to Derek by John Cooper, another RAF
veteran.
Whether the visit around the old airfield inspired Derek to write the
following I don’t know, but his recollection of life at RAF Martlesham
Heath makes a very interesting story, please, read on….

Martyn Cook MHAS Chairman

President: Mr Richard Barker
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
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Membership Secretary Report
I would like to welcome 4 new members since the last newsletter, they are…
Carl Bartz

Terry Comer

John Gater

Andre Spurgeon

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

Email: joecox@hotmail.com
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Membership & RUNWAY 22 - Please Read
I hope you have enjoyed reading this newsletter. Alan does
a wonderful job of getting these stories into print and is to
be congratulated for always making them interesting.
Now for the crunch... With our 37th AGM over we look
forward to another year but, the newsletter will only arrive
on your doorstep or in your hand if you renew your
membership. So, why not take the opportunity to rejoin
as soon as possible (details on page 22).
Should you not wish to rejoin may I on behalf of the MHAS
trustees wish you all the very best for the future.
However, should you wish to re-join sometime in the future
we will be pleased to welcome you back.
Martyn Cook - MHAS Chairman
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MARTLESHAM MEMORIES
Introduction
One cold and dismal day in early January 1957, I arrived at R.A.F.
Martlesham Heath and made my way to the guardroom. Here the desk
corporal checked that I was expected and then directed me to the Radio
Servicing Flight workshops. I was met at the door by Flight Sergeant
Smith who ushered me into his office and said, . "Welcome to Martlesham
Heath and the Armament and Instrument Experimental Unit, but I have
no idea why you have been sent here as we are closing down". As I had
been vetted for a post at some unspecified secret establishment, I had no
idea either. He continued, "As you are here we had better find you a place
to sleep". With that, he left the office and soon returned with a corporal in
tow. "This is Mike and he has a spare bed in his bunk which you can
have". "He will take you over there now and get you settled". "Report
back to me when you have done the rounds booking in", he added. Mike
took me to his, soon to become our, bunk, which was on the upper floor
of an accommodation block. Mike quickly filled me in as to the location
of the various departments where I had to get my arrival chit signed and,
more importantly, the corporal's mess and the N.A.A.F.I.
Bombing Trials Flight
On my return to Flight Sergeant Smith's office, he told me that two
separate units were currently based at Martlesham. The Blind Landing
Experimental Unit (B.L.E.U.) and that this was the unit currently being
transferred to R.A.E. Bedford and the Bombing Trials Flight (B.T. Flight)
where he was sending me to work. The work of B.T. Flight involved the
evaluation of the airborne guidance system for the then top secret Blue
Steel bomb. On completion of its work this Flight was to be disbanded.
My role at BT Flight was as a supernumerary as they already had a
corporal to lead the radio servicing team.
The Flight operated
from a hangar at the
north end of the airfield
(the site is now occupied by Tesco) and had
two Lincoln bombers,
which were maintained
and flown by RAF personnel. The equipment,
which was the subject
of the trials, being the
responsibility of scienPage 2

tists from the Ministry of Supply. The tests were carried out over Orford
Ness, a feature on the Suffolk coast which had been a wartime bombing
range.
The RAF. team had extra job on Friday evenings and Monday mornings.
This was to look after the personal aircraft of Air Commodore J. E.
(Johnny) Johnson, a World War 2 fighter ace, who was then the station
commander of RAF Cottesmore, in Rutland. He lived local to our airfield
and used the aircraft for 'home to office' journeys. In spite of his senior
rank, he always thanked us for looking after and preparing his aircraft for
his return journey.
In a nearby hangar, was stored an AVRO 707 which had been used to
evaluate the high speed flying characteristics of the delta wing.

By the end of March, the work of the Flight was at an end and the two
Lincolns were destined to be transferred to the Maintenance Unit at St.
Athan. The going away ceremony involved a beat up of the airfield by one
of the Lincolns which carried a few of the ground crew as V.I.P. passengers. I was tasked to remove the Martlesham crystals from the V.H.F.
radio sets before the demonstrating Lincoln left for St. Athan. As I
remember it was a very hairy flight and, in my haste to get off the aircraft,
Page 3

status. They have taken on the task of running the various functions that a
society such as the MHAS needs to operate i.e. Treasurer, Membership
Secretary, Programme Secretary, to name just three. I thank each and every
one of our ten trustees for their support throughout the year without their help
and support the society could not function.
Our Control Tower Museum has special needs of its own. The general
appearance of the CT is very important and first impressions are so important. The grass has to be cut, the area kept clear of weeds the floors
vacuumed, crockery washed up and put away.
There are regular visits by school parties and adult groups all in need of
support. Without our Wednesday workforce these tasks would not get done.
Thank you all very much for all your hard work, I wish we had medals to
award to all of you guys.
Likewise our monthly meetings need the support of members. Putting out
chairs and clearing them away. Taking money on the door etc. Thank you
all very much for our support during the year.
To all of you, our loyal members I salute you all for your continued support
at meetings and on our visits, thank you all very much.
A sad fact of life is that we lose some members along the way. This year we
lost four members, Charles Antell who was with the BBEU at RAF Martlesham Heath. Jim Empson, who can forget Jim. Eric Rollins, each time we
look at those wonderful display cabinets we will remember Eric and Keith
Slaughter, who appeared as a very quiet member but, who in his past life was
a recording studio technician and who met and worked all the stars including
the Beatles. Yes, you just don’t know who you are sitting next to.
In July 2017 we took part in the Martlesham Heath Centenary celebrations
during which we made contact with relatives of 71 Sqd. one of the American
Eagle Squadrons.
In August we visited Parham Museum on an evening visit and in November
we held our Annual Service of Remembrance.
During the year we had numerous school and adult group visits to the
museum, yes it was a busy year once again.
The conclusion of the AGM heralds another new society year. Plans are
underway for a visit to Orfordness in June and in August to Shuttleworth and
to what was RAF Tempsford, an SOE airfield. there are a few places left
should you wish to go but be quick.
In September we are holding a Classic Car show. There will be a number of
stands including food outlets. Without doubt this will snowball during the
year.
November 11th will see the centenary of the ending of WW 1 and our Service
of Remembrance on the Barrack Square at 3:00pm
Lastly the Chairman thanked the members for their support over the year and
hoped that they would continue supporting the MHAS in the coming year.
Martyn - MHAS Chairman
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OBITUARIES
Thankfully there are no obituaries to write since the last newsletter, however,
quite a number of our male members have sadly lost their wives and partners.
I don’t propose to name them as there is always the possibility of missing
someone and that would be very hurtful and for me very embarrassing.
At the AGM I spoke about that age old perception that the female partner in
most cases out live’s the male. However, here at MHAS we seem to have
turned that theory on it’s head.
Our Society Secretary/Newsletter Editor Alan Powell was one who lost his
wife very recently. The MHAS Trustees always meet at their home for their
committee meetings. Jill always made sure that we were fed and watered and
Alan will with our help come to terms with his loss but like you all, will
never forget.
Another member to lose his wife is
one of our long distance members
Tom Rylatt who lives in Beverley
North Yorkshire. Tom visited the
Control Tower on Sunday to inform
me of the loss of Beryl his beloved
wife. The picture shows Tom planting a white weeping cherry tree on
Wednesday dedicated to the memory
of Beryl.
To all of you who have lost your
partner we send our sincere condolences at your sad loss and hope that the
MHAS can offer you some comfort in coming to terms with your loss.
Martyn - MHAS Chairman

I completely forgot about the crystals. Once all the 'erks' had left the
aircraft the pilot immediately took off for pastures anew. Flight Sergeant
Smith was rather annoyed when I reported to him that I had not got the
crystals, grumbling that to get them back through the stores system would
take weeks. With the disbandment of B.T. Flight, I and the rest of the radio
trades returned to R.S.F. By now, postings to other stations began to
trickle through and the numbers hanging around R.S.F. began to dwindle.
Blind Landing Experimental Unit
Flight Sergeant Smith assigned me to 'miscellaneous' duties in B.L.E.U".
This amounted to helping out when an additional pair of hands was
needed. The main aircraft type used by the unit was the Vickers Varsity,
Also in the B.L.E.U. Hangar was a Javelin and a Meteor, which had been
modified to be flown with the pilot in a prone position in a separate
cockpit in the nose of the aircraft. Although the Javelin occasionally took
to the air, the Meteor did not. Perhaps this aircraft was part of a long
completed experiment.
Enjoying a tea break in R.S.F. one morning, I and my colleagues were
alerted to the sound of approaching aircraft engines. We rushed outside
just in time to see a Varsity coming to a halt just yards from the R.S.F.
Workshop.

37th AGM CHAIRMAN’S REPORT
It was very rewarding to see so many members at the AGM..
The Chairman began his report with a big thank you to Mr Richard Barker
our society President for his support throughout the year particularly with the
arrangements of our “Service of Remembrance”.
Richard is currently working on amending our constitution which has turned
out not to be as easy as it sounds. Richard has been communicating with the
Charity Commission but they (the Charity Commission) are under staffed
and Richard has not always been able to speak to the right person, so, is
preparing to visit the Commission offices in London personally to try and get
their agreement to the change and then to proceed with the commission to
update our constitution.
A society like ours needs an active committee, trustees as we have Charity

Within a couple of minutes, the engines were switched off followed,
shortly afterwards, by the pilot making a bee line for our workshop. He
went straight to Flight Sergeant Smith's office and disappeared inside. We
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returned to our workplaces, ignoring our unfinished cups of tea. The
Flight Sergeant appeared at the workshop door and called for Mike and I
to join him in his office. Once inside, he asked the pilot to repeat his story
to the two of us. He told us that he had been tasked, that morning, to fly a
group of Ministry of Supply personnel to R.A.E. Bedford. All was fine
with the intercom on this journey. However, on the return flight, when he
was alone in the aircraft, he had been deafened by the level of sound
coming from his helmet earphones. So much so that he had been forced
to remove his helmet and throw it on the unoccupied co-pilot's seat. He
went on to say that this ferry duty was to be a daily task for him and what
were going to do about it. With Mike and I in tow, the pilot returned to his
aircraft. We determined that the intercom unit fitted in this aircraft was of
a type that required all the outlet connectors to be in use. I believe the type
to have a designation of A1134. On the unit was a preset output control
which could be adjusted to cater for the number of headsets in use. A
common use for this type of unit would be in a bomber where all the crew
would be 'plugged in' for the whole flight. Mike and I were of an opinion
that a more modern type of intercom unit, I believe that this unit was
called an A1961, would solve the problem. As luck would have it, there
was in existence an Air Ministry Notice and a kit of parts for such a job.
Flight Sergeant Smith made a few telephone calls and was able to tell the
pilot that all would be rectified in a few days. The pilot accepted his
assurances and said he was prepared to fly without wearing his helmet for
his return journeys. The stores system went into 'overdrive' and all that
was necessary to do the job was soon with us. The aircraft was made
available to us on return from the morning run to Bedford and, in a few
hours, it was returned to B.L.E.U. fully modified.
Shortly after this event, the move of B.L.E.U. to R.A.E. Bedford was
completed and I was again a 'spare hand'.
My next assignment was to help out at the transmitter site. This was
largely a 'watch keeping ' type of job as during my time there we had no
breakdowns.
Transmitter Site
The buildings which made up this site were alongside the road to Felixstowe. The main building housed four transmitters, each in its own
cabinet. Each morning these transmitters were given a routine check by
local staff before the control of them was passed to the tower. After that,
much of the day was spent playing cards or sunbathing. Working here
gave me the one opportunity I had of visiting the tower. This was to do a
scheduled check on the control circuits linking the tower with the transmitter site.
One of the mechanics who was based here, had a peculiar routine which

another near Thetford, who working in all tasked to try and destroy the
Zeppelin Airships that were targeting London and the south east.
It is sobering to remember that the flimsy planes the Royal Flying Corps used
were having to fly at night, with very basic instruments, often encountering
fog, and if they found the enemy would have to climb above 18,000 feet,
without oxygen, and temperatures far below zero, to have any hope of a
"kill". Unsurprisingly accidents were common.... many of these brave pilots
of 75 Squadron (many from across the Commonwealth, particularly New
Zealand and an American later in the war) died in this way.
We were fascinated to see a display, showing lots of the artefacts recovered
from the site, along with with relating documents found in the National
Archives and elsewhere..
An evening which will be remembered for a long time.
Our March meeting held on Friday 2nd was cancelled due to a visit from
The Beast From The East or inclement weather if you prefer! Anthony
Preston was due to give the talk, "Then and Now - A Life of Flying."
Our April meeting held on Friday, 6th April was well attended for a talk
given by Debbie Land and Peter Goff. The subject of their illustrated talk was
"Time Flies at Old Warden" - the story of the Shuttleworth Collection of
vintage aircraft and vehicles.
Debbie related the origins of this world famous collection and during the
second half of the evening Peter Goff showed clips of some of the extraordinary aircraft that are kept in flying condition. The earliest example is a
Bleriot XI - The same as the one flown across the English Channel by Louis
Bleriot in 1909. Other aircraft from the Edwardian period include a 1910
Bristol Boxkite and 1910 Avro Triplane. The Bleriot's flying is restricted to
a few feet from the runway but the other Edwardians can obtain a good
height on a still day and are an impressive sight in the air. Many other aircraft
include several Great War fighters and aircraft from the 20's and 30's,
including the original DH Comet 88 which won the Mildenhall to Australia
air race in 1934. The latest acquisition is a Mk 5 Spitfire which flew a few
weeks ago after extensive restoration in the workshops.
All of these aeroplanes are regularly flown on Open Days of the collection
and can also be seen on YouTube.
A vote of thanks was given by our vice chairman, Robert Dunnett.
Friday May 4th saw the occasion of our AGM. A report by our chairman,
Martyn Cook appears on page 19 of this newsletter and on our website
www.mhas.org.uk
After the break we were entertained by some rarely seen videos provided
by Howard King and Martyn Cook.
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Guadalcanal. This news, however, had not reached the European Allied High
Command before our own decision was made. Long before Pearl Harbour
the Americans had decided to establish a countermeasures group and it was
called the Radiation Research Laboratory, (the RRL). The head of this
organisation was Frederick Terman and he went to England in April, 1942.
What he saw of the work of the British impressed him greatly. The head of
our own Telecommunications Research Unit, (the TRE), in turn visited the
United States and was equally impressed by the work of his hosts. The
American RRL and the British TRE co-operated throughout the war and the
RRL established an “American-British Laboratory of Division 15, (ABL15), at the TRE site at Malvern in Wiltshire. The ABL-15 eventually became
as big as the TRE itself, with the American-British Laboratory focussing on
immediate operational countermeasures while the TRE conducted fundamental research. So many deceptions and counter deceptions. Fascinating
stuff! They would fill a volume of books.
ALAN POWELL

Let's lighten it up a bit…
WINSTON CHURCHILL QUOTES
Lady Astor to Churchill "Winston, if you were my husband I would flavour
Your coffee with poison”.Churchill: "Madam, if I were your husband, I
should drink it"
Bessie Braddock, (Labour MP), to Churchill. "Winston, you’re drunk!"
Churchill: "Madam, you're ugly, but tomorrow morning I shall be sober"
When Winston Churchill was learning to fly there was a mix up between him
and his instructor as to who was actually handling the controls, and the
aeroplane started to plummet. When the instructor described the incident as
“falling between two stools”, Churchill replied, “more a case of stalling
between two fools."

MONTHLY MEETINGS ROUNDUP
On February 2nd Martlesham Heath Aviation Society welcomed speakers
Peter McGee and Graham Mack, and members of The Elmswell Airfield
History Group team, to hear the fascinating story of how they uncovered
"The Lost Airfield of Elmswell".
This Great War Airfield, in the village of Elswell, not far from Bury St.
Edmunds, is now partly covered by Farm and other buildings. The airfield
site, was the subject of persistent excavations - and also intensive records
searches, to reveal the story of the Airfield and many of those that served
there. The airfield was one of three, one near Hadleigh (Hintlesham) and
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he carried out on each Friday before weekend leave. This was to sit in one
of the transmitter cabinets for a couple of hours. He claimed that exposure
to the radio waves radiating from the transmitter, made him sterile for a
couple of days. This, he said, was good for his 'love life'.
Virtually all flying had ceased by June 1957, so a permanent team was not
required at the transmitter site and so I returned to R.S.F.
Finishing up
For the next two or three weeks, Mike and I were engaged in packing
equipment and loose stores for return to some unspecified Maintenance
Unit. The non-returnable stuff was disposed of, either by being destroyed
or finding a 'new owner'. I know that a couple of Avo meters and a BC221
frequency meter that went to new homes. The day finally arrived when
our postings arrived. Mine was for a move to R.A.F. Gaydon and 232
Operational Conversion Unit, a V bomber outfit and Mike had got a cushy
number at the Air Ministry.
Recreation
Soon after I arrived at Martlesham, I was having a quiet drink in the
N.A.A.F.I. when I was approached by another corporal, who identified
himself as a P.T.I. "Do you play football"?, he asked. I replied that I had
not played seriously since leaving school and that I had no kit. "That
doesn't matter, we've got plenty of kit at the gym and we have a match
against R.A.F. Wattisham on Wednesday". So I played my first serious
football match for about seven years. As I remember, it was a draw. Later
in the year, I became the scorer for the station cricket team. How this
occurred I can't remember but it did give me an opportunity to visit the
R.A.F. Stations at Bawdsey and Duxford.
Farewell To Martlesham Heath
For whatever reason, it transpired that on my last night before leaving
Martlesham I was given the duty of 'Guard Commander'. I and my team
had no patrolling duties as this was carried out by an R.A.F Police dog
unit. It was just a case of manning the guardroom and looking after
anybody that happened to be in the cells. On this particular night we had
three 'guests'. After the 'dog' patrol had paid their customary visit to join
us in light refreshments, two of the guards got their 'heads down' while I
and the other two, made ourselves as comfortable as possible.
At about 11.30, I received a telephone call from a police officer telling me
that a road accident had occurred in the nearby village of Kesgrave and
that a number of R.A.F. personnel were involved. At least one of them had
suffered a serious injury so would I send an ambulance to the scene. As
the duty driver was not at his post, I enquired amongst the members of the
guard as to who could drive. The only response to my question was to the
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effect that one of the inmates of the cells could drive. I approached this
character to verify what I had been told. He confirmed he could drive so
I sent him, accompanied by one of the guards, to the motor pool to get an
ambulance and drive it to the location of the accident, pick up the injured
airman and take him to the camp hospital. In the meantime I informed the
hospital staff of their impending patient and the Orderly Officer of my
actions. The driver and his escort did not notice that the ambulance they
had chosen was connected up to the battery charging apparatus and as
they drove way the wiring was ripped from the wall. However they picked
up the injured man and delivered him to the waiting staff at the hospital.
When the Orderly Officer arrived at the guardroom, instead of praising
me for my quick action to the situation, I got a dressing down for letting
a prisoner out of the cells, who it seems was disqualified from driving and
the damage to the wiring in the garage. He added, that as there was a
successful outcome to the incident he would not take the matter any further.
Early next morning, in spite of being very tired, I collected my things
together, said my goodbyes and left Martlesham Heath for Ipswich railway station.
Postscript
It was another twenty one years before I visited Martlesham Heath airfield
again. My son and I had just completed a festive weekend in Norfolk and,
on our return home along the A12, made the short detour to visit the
airfield. Much of it was still as I remembered but many of the buildings
had new occupants. I seem to remember that the guardroom was in use as
a bicycle shop. The accommodation blocks were still standing and so was
the Radio Servicing Flight building.
For more than thirty years I worked in the Police Department of the Home
Office and, occasionally, had to attend meetings at Suffolk Police H.Q.
During the last of these meetings, in 1994, the vehicle fleet manager
arranged for one of his staff (who was a member of the society) to
accompany me on a visit to my old accommodation block. Here my guide
obtained permission, from the then current occupiers, for me to view my
old bunk. It was no longer in use as a bedroom but as an administrative
clerk's office. My next visit was not for another fifteen years. I was
surprised to see how much the area had changed. It was on the day of the
annual festival and my son and I had an entertaining time joining in with
the festivities. We also had lunch at Tesco's and a drink or two in the
Douglas Bader public house. It was 2014, before I paid another visit, this
time with my wife. Although the history of the place was of a lesser
interest to her, she enjoyed the festival presentations and general ambiance at the gathering.

Derek Theobald - Basingstoke, Hampshire - June 2017
Page 7

sively throughout the war because it could not be jammed far off the coast.
It was adopted by the USAAF and many a British and American bomber or
fighter were grateful for a system which was able to bring them home once
they were over the forbidding North Sea.
Eventually, thanks to the first functional cavity magnetron, developed at
Birmingham University, we could produce micro-wave radio pulses that not
only were able us to construct much lighter and less bulky onboard radar, but
were more difficult to jam.
German research on micro-wave radio had ceased in 1940 on the orders of
Hitler, who was convinced that this was to be a “blitzkrieg” war in which the
Germans would soon be victorious and therefore there was no need for
prolonged research along these lines. The intelligence war was never dull and
many spoofs and counter-spoofs were employed by both sides. In 1942 the
Germans switched on jamming transmitters in Sicily for the purpose of
disrupting our use of Radar in the defence of Malta. Radar operators were
told to carry on as if it continued to be perfectly effective. The Germans
eventually decided that we had developed a means of overcoming the
jamming and stopped their transmissions because of this.
By early Spring in 1942 new and ever more sophisticated German radar was
causing unsustainable RAF bomber losses. A woman researcher at the Telecommunications Research Unit at Malvern had come up with the idea of
strips of aluminium foil that could be released from bombers to blot out
enemy radar. It was called "Window". After some hesitation it was decided
that because our own bomber offensive over Germany was much greater than
their own bombing of our cities, that it should be used. Churchill, in a
typically theatrical phrase said at a meeting to consider the pros and cons,
“well then lets open the window!” Window was first used on a devastating
raid on Hamburg in July 1943 and for a time our bomber losses fell dramatically as the enemy was blinded. Field Marshall Erhard Milch, in charge of
German aircraft procurement commented, “I am beginning to think we are
sitting on a limb and the British are sawing that limb off!” Goering was
disgusted. “In the field of radar they must have the world’s greatest genius.
They have the geniuses and we have the nincompoops. The British would
never have dared use the metal foil if they had not worked out 100% what
the antidote was. I hate the rogues like the plague, but in one respect I’m
obliged to take my cap off to them. After the war’s over I’m going to buy
myself a British radio set, as a regard for their high frequency work!”
The truth was a little less flattering. The Germans were also thinking along
the same lines and had developed their own foil which they called “Dueppel.” They had also been reluctant to use it because it could so easily be
adopted by the British. In fact the Japanese had already deployed their own
foil, which they called, “Giman-Shi”, (deceiving paper), during a raid on
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The previous interesting article reminds me of a piece I wrote for Runway
22 years ago....

Another interesting set of recollections were sent to me a few years ago
and have never been seen in Runway 22. ED

SPOOFS AND COUNTERMEASURES – AND MORE SPOOFS
The electronic war waged between the allies and the German’s during World
War Two was a deadly game of cat and mouse. First one side getting the
upper hand against the enemy’s latest form of radar then the tables were
turned as a solution was found and then another problem was faced as a new
radar threat appeared. One of the first tests faced by the British as they stood
alone against the well-prepared German war machine, became known as
“The Battle of the Beams”. When a Heinkel HE-111 bomber crashed in
Scotland there was no surprise to learn that it carried Lorenz navigation
equipment. The equipment was a German development and had been in civil
use in the 30’s for use by airliners to guide them to their destination.
However, closer examination revealed that this was more than just a homing
device. It was unusually sensitive and it was suspected that it was being used
as long-range target finding radio.
Thus we discovered the secret “beam” which enabled Luftwaffe pathfinder
aircraft to find English cities. This “Knickebein” was soon refined and a
cross beam showed the German raiders when they were above the target.
These were the X and Y Geraet systems. However all this technology was
operating on wavelengths that could be jammed and by the time that the
Luftwaffe began its bombing campaign against British cities we had mastered the problem. Coventry was bombed so devastatingly because on that
night the jammer stations were off frequency and the bombers got through.
However, after January 1941 we had rendered the system useless Blocking
the airwaves was all very well but we soon decided to be a touch more subtle!
We set up fake beacons, or “meacons” as they were called. These caused
considerable confusion among the Luftwaffe crews
The beacons from the German source were received and re-transmitted from
sites in the UK. This rendered them completely useless and the result was
that the Luftwaffe pilots could never be sure whether the beam they were
following was genuine and soon refused to use them. Jamming had been the
brute force approach but “spoofing” the Germans by re-directing their
medium wave radio beams was the more ingenious solution.
As we began our own offensive to bomb German cities we had no such
luxuries as radio beams and had to relay on navigation by the stars and dead
reckoning, often resulting on bombs falling miles from the target. We soon
developed our own radio navigation aids but these initially suffered from the
same drawbacks as the German systems in that they could be jammed.
The system referred to was called "Gee." Nevertheless Gee was used exten-

FOND MEMORIES OF MARTLESHAM HEATH
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
Heath Robinson
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 rotatable cabin trailer, originally used for radar. There is a photograph
of myself at work on part of the array in 1947. The trailer was parked at
the north-western corner of the airfield, just off the perimeter track, not
far from the Black Tiles, with whose lunches we became very familiar..
Please Move That Lanc…
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 ******* Lanc 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!
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Blood Chit
This was all long before the days of Health and Safety. Before each flight
I had 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'.
Anson Plough
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 farmer's field. Whether this was true, I know
not, but it was certainly in character.
Circuit and Bump
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.
Fondest Memories
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.
GEOFFREY PEEL 2006

aircraft, which had stopped on the flare path. They had believed it to be one
of our returning bombers. Just in front of it the driver turned on the illuminated panel on the roof which said FOLLOW ME. This the German did,
comprehending nothing. As he reached the tarmac and switched off the AA
liaison officer climbed on to the Focke-Wulf’s wing and, short of a revolver,
stuck a pencil into the pilots back and said something resembling “Hande
Hoffen”, hands up. Thus, was thirty-year-old Feldwebel Otto Bechte taken
prisoner.
In another room on the first floor I listened as our interrogator questioned
him, without understanding a word apart from his repeated reply “Ich bin ein
Deutsche soldate”. Suddenly the door was flung open and Paul Arbon
announced breathless: “There’s another one landed!”.
With Paul following I spun, hardly touching the steps , down the spiral
staircase, and ran outside just in time to see the “Beaverette” a small armoured car – driving towards the Focke-Wulf, which was still on the flare
path, its propeller turning. I yelled after them “Don’t Shoot!”. to be answered
by a sharp burst of machine gun fire. In a moment the Focke-Wulf was on
fire; the pilot; on fire too, was climbing down from the cockpit when Paul
and I arrived. We leapt onto him, knocked him to the ground, beat out the
flames of his burning flying-suit, and dragged him away from his aircraft.
As it blazed, the flames fanned by the still revolving propeller, our firemen
were playing their foam hoses on it. The German pilot meanwhile, still on the
ground, yelled and struggled like a madman so that Paul and I had to use all
our strength to hold him down. Then, suddenly, there was a gigantic explosion, the Focke-Wulf disintegrated., badly injuring two of our firemen with
splinters. The rest went over our heads as we knelt on the German.
A little later during his interrogation, I sake him why he was making such a
fuss, lying there on the ground, and he answered, “I was trying to tell that
idiot” – pointing at me – “that there was a 50 Kg bomb still on my aircraft”.
Oberleutnant Heinz Setzer thought he was in France, and took me for a
Frenchman.
The curtain had not yet fallen on this drama. A bobby appeared and informed
me “There’s another one down half a mile short of the runway!”. I drove with
him through the dark lanes and came to a farmhouse surrounded by orchards.
Inside sat a German pilot badly injured in the head, drinking tea with a
bewildered elderly couple. Oberfeldwebel Otto Schultz, seeing the West
Malling flare-path, had tried to pull off an emergency landing. The lights
went out at the last moment, and Schultz crashed into the apple-trees. He, like
his comrades, had lost himself completely in the hazy weather, and believed
himself to be in France.

Howard King
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addressed him in an equally strange language. Only then did Hodgson
realise that the man was a German, his aircraft a Heinkel 111. The two airmen
then retired hurriedly in the direction from which they had come.
Four officers of the Local Defence Regiment who were responsible for
guarding the airfield were watching events from of the control tower. Hodgson shouted to them, “We’re covered by the rear gunner. Don’t shoot!” They
were anyway in no position to do so, all of them having left their revolvers
in their bedrooms. It was related that the “airman of the watch” climbed into
the Heinkel and asked the pilot if he needed refuelling. If that was indeed the
case the German pilot was chivalrous enough to allow him to get out before
he taxied back to the runway and took off.
I was rent with chagrin and frustration on hearing the full story. Here we
were, trying vainly for the last four months to shoot down a German nightbomber, and we failed to capture this one alive. It only needed someone to
park a car, and ambulance or a fire tender in front of the Heinkel. But it is
easy to be wise……..
Early the following morning Lieutenant Florian, pilot of another enemy
bomber (a Ju 88) and his crew were flying home after bombing Liverpool
when, thanks to faulty D/F bearings, they lost themselves completely. The
lieutenant landed at Steeple Morden, in Bedfordshire, where he, his crew and
their Ju 88 were captured.
It does not stop there…from the same book..
It was April 1943, as “Station Master” at West Malling, day and night fighter
base in Kent, that I finally got even with that Heinkel which landed at
Debden and escaped. Our resident night-fighter squadron No 29, had been
operating against lightning raiders, single seat Focke-Wulf 190’s which
climbed high over France, dived down on London and loosed off one or two
bombs. Towards midnight the sector controller called me in the control
tower: “All is quiet now, you can relax”. I returned to my room in themes and
lay on the bed, but this time fully clothed, just in case. Ten minutes later an
aircraft with an odd exhaust note passed low overhead. I called the duty
officer, “Curly” Clay (he was quite bald), and asked him “What’s that aircraft
that has just landed?” A moment later he reported “It’s one of ours”. “Curly”
I said, “Please take another look”. This time he came back to the phone and
in a voice which had risen several octaves stammered, “It’s a Focke-Wulf
190!”. “Grab it!”. I told him. I’ll be with you in a minute……
When I arrived at the Control Tower I found, parked on the tarmac, a black
Focke-Wulf 190. In the control room on the first floor stood a German pilot,
and on each side of him one of our men pointing a bayonet at his tummy. In
the minute or so before I had arrived the little Hillman van in which sat tow
girls of the WAAF (Womens Auxiliary Air Force) had driven out to the

Since we are on the subject of Martlesham memories I found the following
in a 2005 edition of a local magazine. The editor was 90 years old at the
time so I guess it's too much to hope that he is still with us - but we thank
him all the same for his account of an interesting RAF career. ED

Page 13

Page 10

MARTLESHAM HEATH
THE MOST INTERESTING PART OF MY RAF YEARS
I was most interested to read the article concerning Martlesham Heath. I was
posted there in October 1936 after technical training, to join 64F squadron.
The squadron was accommodated in canvas (Besion Longer 3). I was most
fortunate enough to be able to see many air tests including — the Hurricane,
Wellington, Magister, Lyander. I saw a Wellington break up in the air. The
pilot pulled the rip cord of his parachute and threw it out of the escape hatch,
but broke a leg on the way out. Sadly my friend Peter was killed.
The Spitfire made a successful landing with a dead engine. The Magister
spun and in the test that followed the aircraft was fitted with a tail parachute,
and made a good landing after pulling out of a vertical dive. The Lyander lost
its cabin from the upper part of the warplane, but the pilot made a good
landing at great speed!
I spent many hours flying (as ballast) with 64 squadron, with a view to enjoy
pilot training, but was not selected being over 25 years old by just a day.

On the training day that was to commence, sadly two aircraft crashed with

loss of lives.
One aircraft had a successful landing in a field near Saxmundham; the build
was too much for take-off. The pilot walked back to Martlesham by road!
The squadron was moved to Digby in 1937. Six aircraft took off
late one evening, along came
dawn and the last aircraft off
crash landed.
Martlesham Heath was no doubt
the most eventful and interesting
period of my 34 years' service. I
left Martlesham in October 1939
for the 9th Squadron. I assisted
with writing the book Best of the
Few 92 Squadron by Michael
Robinson.
My wife served for six years in
the WAAF and my two brothers did eight and six years in the RAF. My son
Peter in a WO with 41 Squadron of Colchester and has completed 34 years.
I am now 90 years old!

H H Ingram (Rex) Hadleigh
IS THIS TRUE?
“HELLO, I’m from the future.” The creature announced as it jumped out of
the Large Hadron Collider. “After the Bad Thing happened life was pretty
bad, but we’ve invented the thing called Fire and now life seems pretty good.
So I’ve brought you some Fire.” The second time traveller announced that,
“after the Bad Thing and Fire we were very happy except for carrying heavy
things. So we invented the Wheel and now life is almost perfect. So here’s
the Wheel.” And the third time traveller declared that, “life was almost
perfect, but we still had to work. Now we’ve invented something to abolish
work and it’s called Money. You just pass it around and apparently, if you
pass it quick enough it grows and grows all by itself and nobody has to work
at all. So I’ve brought you some Money.”

GERMAN LANDINGS IN ERROR DURING WW2
Many who read this are aware of the landing in error at the Woodbridge
“Crash Drome” during World War 2 of a German Night fighter, complete
with the latest Night Fighter Radar that was quickly whisked away by the
Boffins,. Well, this was not the only time that German Pilots got it wrong. In
Peter Townsend’s Book “Duel in the Dark” he detailed the following…
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The Luftwaffe’s latest and most sophisticated beam navigation system,
Y-Great, fitted in the Heinkel’s of Kampfgeschwader 26’s 3rd Staffel, proved
a fiasco from the start. Since its signals had been detected in November 1940
by the RAF’s Y Service, Dr Cockburn had been working on his Jammer
“Domino”. The BBC with their powerful television transmitter at Alexandra
Palace in South London, were also in the plot, re-radiating the German signal
and causing turmoil with their ingenious but vulnerable beam. “Meacons”,
those cunning, deceptive radio beacons, kept plaguing the enemy bombers.
It was probably one, or perhaps more, of these snares set by RAF’s 80 Wing
that led, on the night of 15th February 1941, to a remarkable happening at
Debden. With a few enemy aircraft about I had been sent up to patrol. A
couple of hours later the controller called men in to land “as soon as you can,
the weather’s closing in”. Once I was down he telephoned me at the dispersal
point: “It doesn’t look as if there will be any more “Trade” tonight, he said,
and the weathers closing in”. That meant we were free. Bur “release” or not,
I invariably spent the night at the dispersal point. Except that night, when
thanks to a recent dose of flu, I felt particularly exhausted. I decided to catch
up on some sleep in my room in the mess and confided the night watch to Jim
Marshall and Paddy Hemingway. I bade them a peaceful night.
In my bedroom I lay back between the fresh, clean sheets, for once relaxed
and without a care in my head.
Towards midnight, as I tuned in my Murphy portable radio, there came the
distant throb of engines. It grew closer, and the familiar note made me think
“An odd Heinkel on the way home”. Then the aircraft was overhead, the
sound of its engines diminished, as it apparently came in to land. I thought
again “Must be one of ours, lost”. Some minutes later the engines were
turning at full throttle and their sound faded into the night. I thought, “God
bless him, he’s on his way again”. After listening to the news, I switched off
and went to sleep.
Tim called on me early the next morning. “I suppose you know what
happened last night” he said, ready to spring a big surprise. “Yes” I replied,
drowsily, robbing him of the initiative “a Heinkel landed”. “How the hell did
you know?” demanded Tim. I did not, for certain, but I soon found out.
Those two amiable types Jim and paddy were watching, each with a cigarette
dangling from his lips, as the aircraft approached and swept into the flare of
the floodlight, which someone had obligingly ordered to be switched on.
“Gosh” exclaimed Jim, “It’s a Whitley”. “Don’t make me laugh” retorted
Paddy. “It’s a Wellington”. The aircraft taxied round and stopped, its engines
still turning, outside the control Tower. Out came our duty pilot, “Ace”
Hodgson, a young New Zealander. He was so zealous a pilot that I had called
him “the Ace” and the name stuck. He found himself confronted by a tall
young man in an unfamiliar uniform who put his hand on Ace’s shoulder and
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