
Well we have started the New Year well, because al-
though as you must all be aware everything keeps go-
ing up (except our pensions!),  I’m pleased to tell you 
that because of a very generous anonymous donation 
from one of our members, and despite everything else, 
the subscription to the Association will not  be going up! 
So that's good news for the beginning of the year isn’t 
it? 
 
Health: 
Margaret Packer had a hip operation late October and 
she is going on well, but I understand that she has de-
cided not to emulate Fred (her husband) and try para-
chute jumping. 
Derek Wilkins:  Poor old Derek gets pretty frustrated 
now he’s not so mobile, so if any of you would like to 
give him a ring, I’m sure he would appreciate it. His 
phone number is 01489 877715. Or maybe a note, his 
address is Yew Tree Cottage, Taplands Corner,
Soberton, Southampton. SO3 1PY 
 
Audrey Tudor (the Adj) 
Speaking to Audrey the other day, I learnt that she had 
had an accident at home and fallen and hurt her hand. 
This has curtailed her being entered for the Ryder Cup 
this year. Seriously though, she has had to withdraw 
from playing Golf and we wish her a speedy recovery. 
 
New Member:  
I had an enquiry from Brian Sperring and we now have 
another member, which is great. News. He used to fly 
with Sergeant Brian Todd, (later commissioned). We 
think he lives in Sussex but haven’t been able to trace 
him unfortunately. 
 
Apologies: 
Tony Warren gave me some articles to put in the 
Squadron News some time ago and I keep putting them 
back. However, I hope he’ll forgive me this time, as for 
once, I have enough for this edition (that makes a pleas-
ant change!). Although, if some of you who have prom-
ised to do something for me materialise, Then the 
Squadron News may get a new lease of life.   
 
Another apology, some of the humour that I glean from 
the Internet, is often directed at the Aircrew. Please 
don’t anyone take offence, its all done in good fun. If I 
could find some about the Ground Crew I’d be the first 
to put it in! Could it be that we were perfect?...Well I 
only asked!). Mind you looking at some of the photos of 
the ground-crew they do look a right load of thugs to me 
now! 
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Internationale Fliegerteffon, Cologne  
I am greatly indebted to Peter Wright for his super arti-
cle on the Luftwaffe’s International meeting. I was sad 
that I couldn’t accept the invitation myself, but Peter did 
a grand job and tells me he really enjoyed the experi-
ence! (See page 5 for more details) 
 
Reunion Poll 
Thank you to all of you who took the trouble to reply  to 
the Reunion question. Findings on page 11 
 
Subscriptions: 
As stated earlier, they haven’t gone up, but if you have-
n’t sent your subs to Bob Tacey for this year, we would 
appreciate it if you would do it fairly soon. Please make 
cheques out to `264 Squadron Association’ and send 
direct to: 
R Tacey Esq 
Hon. Treasurer, 264 Sqdn. Assoc. 
22 Westland Road 
Cottismore 
Oakham 
Rutland   LE15 7DT 
 
Croix de Geurre 
 
Did you know that, if you fought in France after D-Day, 

you may be entitled to the French 
Croix de Guerre? I reckon that Peter 
Lee and Peter de Leighton-Brooke 
would have been eligible, sadly both 
have recently passed on, (although 
possibly their next of kin could ap-
ply). If any of you feel that they are 
eligible then you should contact the 
MOD and ask for an application 
form. If this is too difficult, let me 
know and I’ll try to get an application 
form for you. I do not know what the 
time limit is, but if you are eligible, 
then let’s give it a go.  
 
Contact Lists: 
I am aware that many of you have 

Contact Lists that are well and truly out of date, and 
some haven’t even got one at all. If you want one, then 
please let me know, it gives names addresses and tele-
phone numbers of all our members. If you have an 
email and also Excell programmes, then I can send it by 

that, if not I’ll send by ordinary mail. 

H M Armed Forces We Defy 
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Returning back to civvy street in 1956, I went back to work in the Stress Office at Hawkers and remained there until 
1959, when seeing the way the Aircraft Industry was going, decided to change my job. I applied and was accepted as 
a Design Engineer for smallish Ventilation Company, named Colt Ventilation Ltd.  
Within a year I had been made a Section Leader of one of five technical sales departments and also put in charge of 
designing `Specials’ which meant anything different from their standard range. In very short order the Company 
branched out into Industrial Heating, Ventilation and Ductwork. Colt soon built Offices and Factories in both Holland 
and Germany and became an International Company and then caused a stir by preaching Fire Ventilation that soon 
was to become a worldwide industry, and it was Colt who had pioneered this. Lecturing and training the new Euro-
pean company’s staff took up a lot of my time but I was soon lucky enough to be appointed Head of Special Design. 
Some years later I was made Senior Contacts Manager and ran an Office of around 80 people including Engineers, 
Draughtsmen, Accountants, Service Engineers and Installation Fitting Teams, Secretaries etc. 
 
 
Later still, I was made Chief Projects Engineer of the Company and for the next 18 or so years, I went all over the 
world setting up large contracts for Colt, training Foreign Nationals in Assembly, Installation and commissioning of all 
aspects of Colt equipment, including their associated pneumatic and hydraulic controls, lecturing on Installation pro-
cedures and Contract Law. These large contracts took me to most countries inside Western Europe and also behind 
the then Iron Curtain countries, mainly Poland and Czechoslovakia. Large contracts in South Africa, Nigeria, Syria 
and America made life a bit hectic and I never knew where I was going to be sent to next. I remember one particular 
stressful period where I went to America for 3 weeks, home for two weeks then to Iceland for two weeks, back for 2 
days then off to Nigeria for 5 weeks. It was a hard existence as I seldom was afforded the luxury of hotels, but rough 
Contactors camps in the desert or the like and often having to cook my own meals. In Syria for example, I spent, all 
told 9 months there, the only western Engineer as it was a Czechoslovakian Communist contract and their manage-
ment structure was either Czech, Yugoslav or Russian and I was a bit of an oddity coming from the West. (OK I’m an 
oddity anyway, I’ll say it before Digger does!) 
 
The trips behind the then Iron Curtain were no picnic and the poverty was unbelievable and living conditions were 
really bad, yet I made some good friends there. Indeed after a few years of trips there, I was allocated a Czech engi-
neer to work with me. Luckily for me, an attractive lady Engineer. Although she couldn’t speak English then, (but 
learnt to speak it fluently in a year, but she already could speak, Czech, German, Russian, Spanish and passable 
French. I found we had something in common, she sang with a Choir. Having heard it a few times, I realised that it 
was an exceptional choir and after requests for help from their Musical Director, wrote to the Czech and British Em-
bassies and eventually was responsible for getting the Czech Ladies Choir out to take part in the Cork Music Festi-
val. They were all graduates of the Charles University of Prague (founded in 1348 and older than Oxford which was 
founded some 31 years later). The choir consisted of Teachers, Doctors and Engineers and they took the Gold in 
their first attempt! I managed to get them out again (after a lot of letters again to the Czech Communist Government, 
Czech and British Embassy and the International Choir committees), this time to the Llangollen International Music 
Festival where they again took the Gold. Incidentally, as my Company was trying to do trade with the Communist 
block, I was told that if anybody defected, I would loose my job, this to show that `they’ (the Company), were not in-
volved. The Choir became internationally famous and I was eventually made an Honourary Graduate of the Univer-
sity of Charles in Prague and, as their Musical Director, Professor Jiri Kolar said, “I was their only male member in 
the Iuventus Paedagoggica!”, As it was a Ladies Choir, I thought that was fairly obvious, but wasn’t allowed to check 
(or Czech!). 
 
Sometime along the road, I managed to team up with a friend from Colt and we became quite involved in Rallying 
where we had a modicum of success, although if truth would have it, I can still get lost! I also played competitive bad-
minton and managed to become captain of two Clubs teams, which I thoroughly enjoyed. However, apart from my 
age and my aerodynamic shape that has altered somewhat, I no longer play this superb game. 
 
Following several years of globetrotting, and back to base at Colt International, I was asked to take over the Design 
Engineering side of a new venture for Colt, but this time for the Oil and Gas Industry.  Designing special equipment, 
including  Fire Proof but lightweight stainless steel insulated cladding, fire dampers, controllable dampers etc. This 
necessitated frequent trips to Oil and Gas platforms by helicopter. I spent a lot of time designing equipment in situ in 
the gas fields east of Yarmouth and in the Fortes Oil fields, but certainly the biggest one I was involved with was the 
huge Oil Platform on the edge of the Arctic Circle, whose name was` Magnus’ and it seemed a very long way in a 
chopper! 
 
Then when the Oil and Gas industry hit the doldrums, the department was closed, but my Boss and I were asked to 
start a new venture for Colt. We were to take over a company that had folded and was up for sale, he as Managing 
Director, with me as Chief Engineer/Contacts Manager. Frantic trips to Germany secured a product and a contract to 
sell under license, “Moveable Walls”. Yes I wondered too! But they were very heavy moveable partitions that ran in 
steel tracks fixed into a ceiling void.  2 



Usually used in hotels and Conference Centres to divide them into 
smaller areas. Very expensive and sometimes with very strange fin-
ishes. There were some that were clad in silk, others in very exotic 
wood veneer, like rose wood and sycamore. However these items of-
ten weighed around 100-160 kg each section and were difficult to ma-
noeuvre especially up multi story office stairwells where it took 8 men 
to move them as they were often 4.0 metres high (12 feet plus!) and 
woe betide you if they were scratched. 
 
In our first years trading we turned over £1.25 Million and making a 
good profit, however, Colt brought in Management Consultants and 
Accountants who suggested that Colt should get rid of this new ven-
ture as it wasn’t allied with their core products. So after 32 years I was 
suddenly made redundant and having just been made to move and 
having taken out a new Mortgage for a house in Watford. Suffice it to 

say I had a serious financial problem and found that I had been well and truly screwed; I got little recompense in 
terms redundancy as by some fiddle, they reckoned I had only worked there a year! 
 
I had to sign on for the dole and this to me, was a truly horrific and degrading situation, but as I had a tiny pen-
sion from Colt, I couldn’t get any help so it was all a bit traumatic at that period of my life. Obviously I had to sur-
render my company car and this meant I couldn’t travel to the Male Voice Choir that I had been with for 12 years. 
This was another personal blow, but later, I managed to form a new one, called the Chess Valley Male Voice 
Choir, which is still going from strength to strength, (maybe because I eventually had to move and left them!)  
 
I then went self employed doing maintenance and Courier work for a group of Banks until ill health and financial 
considerations made it imperative to sell up, and we moved to Dorset, a very delightful part of the country. I 
joined a local Choral Society and then a Male Voice Choir so that helped a lot and indeed, I still belong to them 
both as President of one and Committee member of the other. I also became the Group co-ordinator for the Na-
tional Association of Choirs of Great Britain. 
 
Later, and through a strange quirk of fate, and as a member of my local RAFA branch, one of the chaps told me 
that there was a message on teletext regarding someone trying to find a friend, both of whom had served on 264 
Squadron. Out of curiosity I contacted them, and although I couldn’t recall the enquirer, knew the person they 
were seeking who turned out to be my old Engine Fitter. So I eventually said that I would put an advert in the Air-
mail, which I subsequently did. 7 chaps replied, mostly elderly and all obviously lonely and missing the comrade-
ship of the Forces in general and the Squadron in particular. The rest is history, as I felt I couldn’t let these chaps 
down, and so the Association was born in 2000. I’ve found it a bit of a hard graft at times but however I feel, I 
have had the privilege of making new friends, re-establishing old ones and generally have got a lot out of my 
contacts with all the members. 
 
I suppose my greatest wish would be to expand our elite group further but the difficulties of getting information 
about people who have served on the squadron plus the time factor works against us for being able to do that. I 
have written an article for the National Service (RAF) Association, which I hope, if published might bring a few in. 
 
On a Male Voice Choir trip to Germany a few years back, I tried to make contact with a Luftwaffe Night Fighter 
Squadron, as I thought a loose `tie-up’ would be an interesting exercise. It was nearly 18 months later that this 
`pebble’ had a response and Colonel Willie Goebel (No relation… well I don’t think so anyway!), contacted me 
through the RAFA, and I, together with some of my RAFA Colleagues were invited by the Luftwaffe to the Inter-
national Fliegertraffen at Guiesenheim. It proved to be very interesting and moving. We were treated very well 
and indeed, I sat at table with Squadron leader Eric Foster. “Who’s he?” I hear you ask. Well he was the chap, 
who the film the Great Escape was based on, and who was played by Steve McQueen. He was about 100 years 
old then, and he died earlier this year. One senior Luftwaffe Officer said to me, affectionately of Eric,  “During the 
War, we couldn’t keep him in, now, we can’t keep him out!” Apparently, he seemed to have been `adopted by the 
Luftwaffe and was invited to most of their functions. I was invited again this year, but because of a Choir commit-
ment couldn’t go, but Peter Wright and Lindsay went in my stead, more about that later. 
 
So now, I do not have such an exciting or interesting life, but am kept very busy with Choirs, Concerts, the 
Squadron Association, the Garden, being a Carer and obeying my wife! 
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So there you have it, not a lot when you analyse it, but I suppose that‘s the way life is. If anyone is still there, 
then that’s it; you can all go to bed if you’re still awake, and rest assured that I won’t write anymore about me! 
 

3 



Joe Edwards: 
 
Over the years we tried to find one of the most popular of aircrews, namely Dick Grant (Pilot) and Joe Ed-
wards (Navigator). Unfortunately we found that Dick had died but Joe was living in Canada. I asked him if I 
could copy his latest email to me and he agreed, and it sounds like he too had an interesting life. It would 
have been nice if he could have expanded it, but I’m grateful for this input. 
“Thank you for the news about Dave Boden, About the article for the Squadron News, I really don't think 
any article I wrote would be of interest to many. After leaving 264 I had tours at the OCTU at Jurby, fol-
lowed by a tour at No1 Nav School at Thorney Island and Hullavington. Then followed a tour on Britannia's 
at 99 Sqdn at Lyneham and I finished my RAF time as Station Nav Officer at Gaydon. After that I came to 
Canada as a navigator with Air Canada and when they converted to INS I spent my own money on training 
for a pilot and was taken on by A.C.. I continued with this until I retired to enter the priesthood of the Angli-
can Church of Canada until a second stroke forced me to retire, since then I have only taken a few services 
and am enjoying my retirement”. 
 
Thanks Joe, we send our greetings for a long and happy retirement. Suppose its no use asking if we can have the 
next reunion at your home is it? (Well I only asked!). 
 
Messages and requests by email and via our website;  
 
Dear Sir, 
My name is Bart Vandamme and I am the President of Flanders Aviation Society. 
Since a few years now I am doing a lot research about one particularly Mosquito. 
On March 16, 1945 a Mosquito PR XVI (NS795) was attacked by Me-163 rocket aircrafts above Leipzig, 
Germany. 
His crew F/O Raymond Hays (544 SQN RAF) and his navigator Morgan Phillips managed to escape and to 
fly to an allied airfield. 
The airfield were they landed their wounded aircraft was Lille Vendeville. 
In March 1945 the airfield was the home of 264 Squadron, flying also Mosquito’s. 
Can somebody of your association help me with more information about this crash landing? Maybe can 
somebody remember this particularly crew.  
Morgan Phillips was wounded on his feet and was sent to a hospital in Lille. 
Do you have some pictures of Lille Vendeville in March 1945? 
Thank you 
Best Wishes 
Bart Vandamme 
 
Email address of Bart is machbuster@pandora.be 
 
 
Peter de Leighton-Brook DFC  
Sadly I have to report that Peter passed away on the 8th October last year, unfortunately I had just posted 
most of the Squadron News for October, so couldn’t let you know before. Peter was very involved in the lat-
ter part of the war when he flew from Picauville and Caen. He did write a lovely article when he and his wife 
went back to these old wartime airfields after D-Day and met some of the French people whom he had met 
earlier. Although I didn’t actually have the privilege of meeting him personally, we did have several long 
chats on the phone and I understand, although not in the best of health, always looked forward to receiving 
the Squadron News. I sent a Sympathy card from the Association from all his old comrades. 
His son Tim, sent me a copy of the citation for Peter, from the London Gazette 
����
���������	
	���	�
	���
����������������������������	
	���	�
	���
����������������������������	
	���	�
	���
����������������������������	
	���	�
	���
������������������������������ ���������������������������������  

������� !	

	"���#�#����"�$��
������� !	

	"���#�#����"�$��
������� !	

	"���#�#����"�$��
������� !	

	"���#�#����"�$��  
%��&��''�(	��� &���&)* +	��	,(	)
��� *�-		��	&&�
�� 	�� �	�
�	�	�	.+��/	�� &��	&
��+	����	�	.+� ��(� '
�
0�
���'�1��(���	�&��
���1����	�����
����23�	4�����4��5	 ��
�	� **�	��0	 (��	 �����6��. ��+7��	�� &�
 *&���	&
��+	�� ��3.0	���'�'*+����0�.0&�  
 
Walter Gibb DSO, DFC, JP 
 
Also having died in October, was Walter Gibb. Walter had recently joined the Squadron Association after 
the Mosquito Assn. was wound up, but had flown with 264 Squadron. I have sent a Sympathy Card to his 
family from the 264 Squadron. (more about him on page 10) 
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Report from Peter Wright on his recent visit to the  Luftwaffe’s Internationale Fliegerteffon, Cologne  
 
On the 6 October 2006 Lindsay's alarm clock disturbed my slumbers at 2:15 a.m. and for just a few moments I cursed the 
time that I agreed with Geoff that we would go to Germany in his place for the Internationalen Fliegertreffens 
(International Flyers’ Meeting) at Cologne.  We arrived at our hotel in time for breakfast.  It was just outside the German 
Air Force Base at Wahn.  Wahn is on the other side of Cologne/Bonne airport from the passenger terminal.    I can very 
vaguely remember the officers mess at Wahn, I was there some time in the 1950s. I remember that there was a "honk 
bowl" in the gent's loo with a headrest over the bowl.  When you put your head on the headrest the bowl flushed!  I 
wanted to see if it was still there.  I guess I just don't want to grow up! 

 
The official program began at 2 p.m. so after breakfast 
we had a couple of hours in bed.  Just before 2 p.m. we 
went down to the front of the hotel and discovered that 
most of the other attendees were already on the bus to 
go to Cologne and visit the cathedral.  Practically all 
European nationalities were on the bus plus some 
Americans and Russians.  We later discovered that 
there were no Poles and when we questioned this we 
were told that the Poles had been invited but had not 
accepted the invitation.  It seems that they had not yet 
forgiven the Germans for the war.  Although I can un-
derstand this it is regrettable.  Our hosts had provided 
two buses for their foreign guests.  The German atten-
dees had to make their own way to Cologne Cathedral.  
There was a very light-hearted, happy, atmosphere on 
the bus that was maintained throughout our visit. 
 
At the cathedral three guides had been provided.  We 

decided to "do our own thing" because it was difficul1t to keep up.  Cologne Cathedral is huge and very impressive.  The 
stained glass is particularly beautiful and it is amazing that so much of it survived the war.  It is very difficult to photo-
graph the cathedral from the outside because it is so tall and because the buildings of Cologne encroach right up to the 
sides of the cathedral.  We were lucky in that the weather was ideal.  I was in Cologne several times in the late 1950s but 
never went to the cathedral.  I do recall the excellent food and wine in the French officers club; these memories must re-
flect the sort of chap I was then. 
 
The buses took us back to the hotel and we had plenty of time to wash and change for what was described in the pro-
gramme as "Freie Jagd" (literally translated as "free hunt") in the officers mess at Wahn.  This was an informal evening in 
the mess with a sit down meal.  There was a great deal of traffic between the tables as acquaintances were renewed and 
new friends made.  Next to us at the table we had retired air force officers from Finland and Holland together with their 
wives.  Fortunately they all spoke excellent English.  I had a very interesting conversation with a retired officer from 
Finland about the war in Finland.  He explained how it was that Russia had occupied 40% of their country and, at the be-
ginning of our war with Germany, they were only too pleased to join the Germans in driving the Russians out.  However, it 
did not take long for them to regret their choice of allies.  There were several speeches that we could not really appreciate 
because our German was not up to the mark, 
but this did not spoil a very enjoyable eve-
ning. Oh! There is an updated version of the 
honk bowl in the refurbished gents’ loo! 
 
The next item on the agenda was a visit to 
“Jagdbombergeschwader 31” (Hunter Bomber 
Squadron 31) at Norvenich.  Norvenich was a 
50 minute bus ride away.  When we arrived I 
could not stop myself comparing it with our 
visit a couple of years ago to Linton-on-Ouse.  
The base appeared to be well cared for, smart 
and compared very favourably with the rather 
shabby RAF station with its parade ground 
turned into a car park overgrown with weeds.  
When we arrived at the hangar there was no 
sign of any sloppy civilians.  It appeared that 
uniformed personnel serviced the aircraft.  
There was an air of efficiency and satisfaction 
with the job that I recall from days gone by.  
At the RAF station I had the impression that 
this sense of pride had been lost, probably 
long ago. 5 



There were a couple of Tornadoes in the hangar 
and several more outside.  I must admit that I was 
much more interested in the Mecherschmidt 109 
and the Feisler Storch on the apron outside. 
 
The station commander gave a talk about the role 
of the station and about the history of the Squadron.  
Again, language was a problem for us. 
After that we were free to examine the aeroplanes 
and to take photographs (in spite of large signs on 
the approaches to the hangar saying 
"Photographieren Verboten”).  The ME109 looked 
as if it had just come from the factory, somebody 
obviously loved that aircraft.  Even the engine was 
polished bright, you could have inspected it with 
white kid gloves.  The Feisler Storch was in a simi-
larly pristine condition.  In addition to these two 
aircraft there was a biplane that I did not recognise 
and a ME108 sport plane. 

 
I thought we had already had a tremendous treat, just 
seeing these aircraft. However, there was a greater 
treat in store.  The ME109 started with a tremendous 
roar and taxied to the runway.  We went onto the air-
field to take photographs.  The ME 109 then gave a 
display.  It was impressive.  It seemed that no allow-
ance was made for the age of the aircraft.  The last 
time that I had seen these aircraft, or ones like it, was 
when I was a schoolboy watching a dogfight over 
Portsmouth.  I remember we cheered like a crowd at 
a football match whenever a German aircraft went 
down and we were silent when one of our own 
"bought it".  How unreal it all seems now. 
 
Then the other aircraft gave displays.  The most 
memorable was the Storch.  It performed all sorts of 
low speed manoeuvres over an area about twice the 
size of Linton's parade ground. 
 
We then went by bus to the nearby Norvenich Castle (Schloss Norvenich).  Here we were entertained to a first-class buf-
fet lunch with an assortment of drinks including German beer and wine.  In the early afternoon we were taken back to our 
hotels by bus. 
 
At 4:00 p.m. we were on the buses again to go to the military cemetery at Koln Wahn.  Those who are still serving were 
in full uniform.  There were three Russian generals; it would have been impossible to find space for any more medals on 
their uniforms!  At the cemetery we found flags of all the nations represented at the meeting, an honour guard and a full 
military band.  My last job in the RAF, after I had lost my medical category, was running a Squadron at a recruit training 
school, RAF Swinderby.  The German honour guard was composed of young lads.  They were very smart and well 
drilled apart from one young lad who during a long period of standing at attention leaned further and further to the right, 
but he did not fall down!  Watching them took me back more than 30 years! 
 
There were several seats set out in front of the crowd.  I noticed that another British officer whom I had just met was sit-
ting in one of the seats.  He was Joe Patient, who had done 59 wartime operations with Bomber Command, finishing with 
the Pathfinder Force.  He is 91 years old and quite a character and now lives in Eastbourne.  I assumed that Joe was going 
to lay a wreath on behalf of Great Britain.  I was somewhat surprised when I was told to sit beside him and that we were 
to lay a wreath together.  There was a concert by the band followed by a short remembrance service.  Then they read out 
the names of all the members of the organisation who had died in the previous year, there were about 160 of them!  Then 
there was the wreath laying.  This was very formal, accompanied in each case by a roll of drums.  The wreaths where ac-
tually laid by two smart Luftwaffe airmen, all we had to do was tidy the ribbons.  After that the band played the German 
national anthem and then the honour guard and the band marched off.  It all sounds rather quaint, but in fact it was quite 
moving. 
 
We then returned to the hotel to get ready for the Festliche Abend (literal translation "festive evening").  This was a 
"mess kit" or dinner jacket affair.   6 



Again it was a light-hearted evening with very good food, 
but we had the same problems with the language.  There was 
a group of Luftwaffe trainee pilots who were sitting very 
close to us.  Suddenly there was a great shout from this 
group.  One of their number had just been awarded a prize 
for being the best student of the year.  There was a lot of leg 
pull as he went forward to receive his prize and a cheque for 
€500.  I doubt that he had much of it left by the end of the 
evening!  It reminded me of years ago and I felt quite envi-
ous.  I met an East German MIG 21 pilot and several other 
nationals some of whom flew with the RAF during the war.  
It was a jolly good evening. 
 
The next day, Sunday, after breakfast we were bussed into 
Cologne where we boarded a riverboat at the Kennedy 
Bridge.  We then spent a very pleasant and sociable three 

hours cruising up and down the Rhine.  The weather was 
superb, the company, food and wine matched it.  
 
The Fliegertreffens officially ended when we disembarked 
from the boat.  We are all said " Aufwiedersehen” and our 
new German friends said that they hope to see us again next 
year, from that we gathered that we could hope for another 
invitation!  Then the bus took us back to the hotel where we 
waited until the evening to catch a flight back to Gatwick. 
 
It was a super weekend and we certainly would like to go 
again. 
Postscript 
While on the boat on the Rhine we were talking to some 
Belgian and German friends and we were told that a Dornier 
217 had been recovered from a wood in Kent.  This aircraft 
had been shot down in 1943 by a Group Captain Peter 
McMillan (that would have been his rank when he retired).  
The pilot of the Dornier, Willi Schludecker and another member of the crew successfully escaped by parachute.  Yet another 
member of the crew died when his parachute did not open.  The remains of the fourth member of the crew, Franz Huske then 
21 years old, were discovered in the recently excavated aircraft.  Of the crew only Willi Schludecker is alive today.  I was told 
that the remains of the fourth member of the crew would be buried in the cemetery at Chichester beside his comrade (whose 
parachute did not open) on the Thursday after our return home.  I was told that Willi Schludecker would be flying to the fu-

neral from Germany in a Cessna.  As my fa-
ther-in-law is in hospital in Chichester and we 
planned to visit him in any case I said that I 
would try to be at the cemetery for this funeral.  
I spoke by telephone to Peter McMillan and he 
gave me a message for Willi Schludecker, they 
had now met and become friends, but unfortu-
nately he was unable to attend the funeral. 
 
 It was a beautiful bright morning when I met 
Willi Schludecker and a couple of friends at 
the cemetery.  It was a simple and moving bur-
ial service.  They had been attempting to attack 
Southampton at the time.  My mind was full of 
memories of the blitz on Portsmouth, I was a 
schoolboy at the time, we were all full of hate.  
Now I was honouring a 21-year-old who at 
that time I was hating.  In a way it all seems so 
ridiculous and at the same time it seems so 
right.  I am glad that I went. 
 

Peter, thank you for that descriptive report, and yes it did make me green with envy! I will try to add some more of 
Peter’s Pictures in next quarter’s newsletter 
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Back at Duxford I started my stint as Squadron adjutant. It took me no time to realize that I knew nothing at all 
about “Admin”, but the CO was very patient with me. I had to be present when one or two airmen were brought 
in on charges: I would stand at the CO’s elbow when a man would be marched into the office between two other 
airmen by a Flight Sergeant or Warrant Officer (“Left-right-left-right-. halt-right turn. Aircraftman Bloggs, Sir”). The 
charge would be read out (“Whilst on Active Service you failed to report on time at your place of work ……), A 
witness or NCO would speak and the penalty might be pronounced (sometimes merely the next 24 hours free 
period being stopped). I got into the way of dealing with paperwork and so on which I had not known existed: air-
men’s and officers’ records and all sorts of different forms. This experience stood me in very good stead as I had 
almost nothing to do with such matters until I was a squadron commander myself. 
 
I was flying again on the 9th June; several days were spent in various practices: firing at drogues, practice at-
tacks on other aircraft, squadron formation practice, experience on a Defiant with constant-speed airscrew (until 
then Defiants had two-pitch props). I see one entry in my log-book on the 21st June was for flying a Magister air-
craft to Martlesham and back (I do not know what was the excuse, but no doubt I saw Ruth there.’) 
 
On the 3rd July we moved to G1, Duxford’s satellite airfield a few miles away at Fowlmere. Despite the fact that 
it had been an airfield before Duxford in World War I it had no permanent buildings and we lived in Nissen huts. I 
also remember that our comfort was affected by the wind direction: there were pig-styes next door.’ My first op-
erational patrols by night were flown at this time, when we were controlled by the Sector Operations Room, and 
we would fly back and forth along a particular line in case German bombers came over. We would also fly con-
voy patrols by day, when we were directed to a convoy in the North Sea flying round it to take on any enemy air-
craft approaching it. I was not lucky enough to be around when the enemy were present. 
 
On the 23rd July we moved north to Kirton Lindsey in Linconshire. We did not like the idea of getting farther from 
possible activity, but when there we flew more convoy and night patrols. Our original squadron C0, Wing Com-
mander Stephen Hardy, was Station Commander there and was keen on giving the AA guns defending that 
large airfield some practice; we enjoyed this, an excuse to fly low over the airfield, but some pilots, notably one 
Hugh Percy, did not need the excuse, and were always getting into trouble accordingly. 
 
Some time before this Ruth and I had obtained a special marriage licence, which meant that there need not be 
the usual delay when banns are called in church, and so immediately it was practicable we each got a week’s 
leave. I was flown down to Fowlmere in the squadron Magister and we were married at Swavesey the next day, 
the 6th August (my 27th birthday). I do not remember a lot about the ceremony, apart from Ruth’s bouquet shak-
ing beside me. Someone had told me it was unlucky to turn round as the bride came up the aisle, and Ruth al-
most felt like turning back and walking out again when I, one of the few people in the church she knew, only 
showed my back to her. Anyway, we were married and had the usual photos taken, first at the church porch and 
then in the garden of the Old House. I was in uniform and Ruth had a short dress, rather a nice red, white and 
blue one. A number of the guests were in uniform, all from Martlesham except for Phil, then a Wing Commander, 
and Polly (otherwise Mary), Ruth’s sister who was in the WAAF. The wedding had been arranged to be at 
Swavesey, my home, as Ruth’s parents, having sold their home at the outbreak of war, were living in a hotel in 
Surrey. The only members of Ruth’s family present being her parents and Polly, she knew so few there, and she 
first set eyes on my cousin Herbert Topham only as she and her father arrived in a large Rolls Royce at the 
churchyard gate: he opened the car door, asked if she were the bride, slammed the door and rushed towards the 
church gesticulating and shouting, having been briefed to give warning of the bride’s arrival. Ruth wondered if all 
members of my family acted like that! 
 
We had decided to have our honeymoon in the Cotswolds and after the reception set off in Dad’s Rover 12 car 
(something was wrong with my old Vauxhall), which of course had been decorated and had tin cans jangling be-
hind. Somehow I was quite mad and managed to take the wrong road before reaching Bedford, even although I 
had been that way many times. We were away only for 5 days, staying at Northleach and Cheltenham, and it 
seemed no time before we were back at Swavesey and I had to go back to Kirton Lindsey, Ruth remaining with 
her new in-laws for a day or two (I believe it was soon after I left that she dropped her wedding-ring which rolled 
through a gap in the floorboards and Dad had to take up the boards to look for it!). 
Air activity around the southern part of England had steadily been increasing and fighter squadrons were really 
feeling the strain and, worse, were losing too many pilots. Our turn was coming after some peaceful weeks at 
Kirton Lindsey, and on the 2lst August the squadron moved to Hornchurch, to the east of London. The next day 
we were sent on patrol, personally with no engagement, and then I was allowed 24 hours off duty. Ruth met me 
in the West End and we spent the night at the Cumberland Hotel, having a room on the fifth floor: 
 8 



this was about on a level with the top of the Marble Arch across the road, on which was mounted an enormous 
air-raid siren. There were several warnings during the night, the up and down wailing of the siren being fol-
lowed later by the steady sound of the “All Clear”. On each occasion it felt as if one was being blown out of 
bed: we did not have a very good night. 
 
On the 24th the Squadron was sent on patrol and after an inconclusive engagement landed at Manston to re-
fuel and re-arm. We had completed that but were not ordered up again until we were “scrambled” in a hurry 
just as a number of Ju 88 bombers were attacking Ramsgate and the edge of the airfield; we took off in twos 
and threes but had no time to form up as a squadron. I had one new crew in my section (P/O Jones and P/O 
Ponting) and we chased after the bombers as they headed for Prance. It was a long stern chase and before 
we were near enough to engage them I spotted five enemy fighters (I identified them as He113 but have since 
learnt there were none in France so they must have been Me1O9). I at once called up Jones (“Bandits — line 
astern — evasive action:”) and turned as hard as possible as they attacked. Unfortunately Jones did not turn 
hard enough and was hit and went down immediately. All five enemy aircraft then concentrated on me and as 
each came in I turned hard, giving my gunner, Sgt Martin, a straight no-deflection shot. I saw strikes on two or 
three of them and one went down into the sea.       On one occasion Martin did not fire; I do not think I swore at 
him, but asked him why. “You blacked me out” was his answer. We were some miles out to sea and it meant I 
had to keep turning hard as each plane attacked, and I began to think we should never get back to the Kent 
coast, but the attacks ceased (I like to think we had damaged the other four aircraft, but probably they had run 
out of fuel or ammunition).  
 
We landed back at Hornchurch with no damage, but the squadron had suffered disastrously: we had lost our 
CO, Sqdn Ldr Philip Hunter, who had been so good at welding together the squadron and at developing Defi-
ant tactics, and two other crews. In the afternoon we were at readiness again at Hornchurch, sitting in our air-
craft as there was so much enemy activity. We learnt there were bombers aiming in our direction, but we were 
kept on the ground until over the Tannoy loud-speakers came the order: “264 Squadron, Scramble - Scram-
ble - Scramble~” Personally, I blame the panic in that voice for the serious damage to two Defiant's: They col-
lided on the ground when taxiing. As the rest of us took off bombs were falling on the airfield just about where 
we had been a moment before; a formation of Heinkel bombers was overhead at 10-15,000 feet. We did not 
have a chance to catch them. I believe one or two of our machines were attacked by fighters, and we lost one, 
the pilot being saved but the gunner dying of wounds. 
 
We had had a S/Ldr Garvin with the Squadron (as a supernumerary squadron leader) for a fortnight, prior to 
which he had not flown fighters, and some of us were not happy when the next day he insisted in leading us in 
the air. Due to losses and damage we could only send off 7 aircraft, and we took off to be directed at once to a 
high altitude. The leader climbed at full throttle ,  we were flying in two vics with one (me!) as tail-ender —  and 
the blue sky above was streaked with vapour trails. I told Martin to keep looking into the sun as I was confident 
we should get bounced. In fact, this happened without warning: I felt something hit us and banked hard, only to 
see an Me109 diving down well below us. I then saw one of the Defiant's streaming petrol and spotted where 
we had been hit —  through the starboard wing tank. I was not flying my usual aircraft and as we were in the 
process of having self-sealing fuel tanks fitted at that time I did not know whether this aircraft had them or not. 
Having turned when hit I was now well below and behind the remaining Defiants, which were still climbing at 
full throttle. I called up Control to explain that I was away from the rest, to be told: “Patrol Don Robert, Angels 
10”, that is patrol over Dover at 10,000 feet. I explained that I was by myself but the order was repeated, so I 
flew a one Defiant patrol over Dover (and its balloons), keeping a wary eye on the fuel gauge. Fortunately I 
saw no other aircraft, the fuel was going down only normally (I assumed therefore self-sealing tanks were fit-
ted) and I landed at Hornchurch without further incident. That day we lost two crews, plus S/Ldr Garvin’s gun-
ner who was killed despite baling out. 
 
I see from my log—book that I flew P/O Carlin to Rochford. It may be that that was when he was posted to an-
other squadron, but Carlin was one of three air-gunners in the Squadron who had been pilots in World War I, 
the others being P/O Maggs and P/O Martin. Carlin had won the MC, DFC and DCM in the first war but the ex-
traordinary thing was that he had an artificial leg (and so was called ~Timbertoes”): this did not seriously handi-
cap him, except that he could not run. One could say, tragically, that this was the cause of his death later when 
with a squadron at Wittering: there was an air-raid there at night and Carlin was caught in the open. Last seen 
waving his stick in the air and “cursing the Hun” he had a direct hit from a bomb. He was a wonderful fighter. 
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Wing Commander Walter Gibb DFC, DSO—Obituary 
 
The son of a Scottish Mining Engineer, Walter Gibb was born near Port Talbot on March 26th 1919. Fol-
lowing an education at Clifton College, he joined the aero-engine division of Bristol Aeroplane Company 
as an apprentice. In May 1940 he joined the RAF and trained as a pilot. He was identified as an above 
average student and was selected as a flying instructor, despite his limited experience. 
After two years training students to fly twin engined aircraft, he joined 264 Squadron flying Mosquitoes on 
long range fighter sorties over the Bay of Biscay, giving support to anti-submarine aircraft patrolling that 
area. On March 22nd, 1943 he shared in the destruction of a Junkers 88 bomber. 

In low-level attacks against targets in northern 
France, Walter damaged 7 locomotives, and, during a 
later sortie, the formation he was leading destroyed 
two German fighters. In July he was awarded the 
DFC for his “skilful leadership, great courage and te-
nacity”. In July he was appointed Flight Commander 
of 605 squadron and on September 14th, led six Mos-
quitoes to provide support for eight Lancasters of No 
617 (Dam Buster) Squadron which was due to make 
a daring low-level raid on the Dortmund-Ems Canal. 
But Gibb, flying ahead of the formation, reported very 
poor weather, the bombers turned back, although not 
before one of the veterans of the Dams raid was lost. 
The following night a further attempt was made and 
as Gibb and his comrades tried to attack searchlight 
and flak positions, three of the bombers were shot 
down, he later learnt that 5 of the original 8 had been 

lost. 
After the war, he returned to Bristols as Test pilot, and flew the Brabazon and later, flying an English Elec-
tric Canberra Bomber powered by Bristol Olympus engines and after two record attempts took the altitude 
record of 65,876 feet (12.5 miles) high on 29th august 1955. 
So another famous son of our Squadron has left us, and our sympathy is with his family. 
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Dear Sir 
Hello from France ! I think this could be of 
some interrest for youI recently found a vin-
tage embroilled badge of 264 Sq... The his-
tory  isn't very clear, but it certainly comes 
from the north of France, maybe  near from 
the Belgium fronteer where the squadron 
was involved during  the France / Belgium 
campain, with some losses...So I think a real 
pre-war / very beginning of the war badge as 
those worn by crews on their white pre-war 
flying suit... 
I hope you'll enjoy it. Best regards from 
Normandy. Philippe 

Note: I did reply stating that it had to be a wartime badge as the King’s Crown wasn’t approved until early 1940, I 
think it was. So my guess it was from the Picauville and Caen operations in 1944. 

For anybody who wants to send me articles, photos, anecdotes, cartoons, bribes (cash in unmarked notes 
please and in plain brown envelope). Then as a reminder my address is as follows: 
Geoff Faulkner,  8 Rosamond Avenue, Shipton Gorge, Nr Bridport, Dorset, DT6 4LN 
Telephone No. 01308 897275  Emails: 264sqdn@talktalk.net & g.faulkner@talktalk.net 
Website: www.264sqnraf.org.uk 



               
The intrepid Fred Packer throwing himself out of an airplane at 10,000 ft and obviously enjoying it very 
much. Are there any more guys out there who do these sort of things for fun ? 

 
 
Anyway, Fred really enjoyed it and it 
really turned him on! 
Think I’ll give this sport a miss, as al-
though being built very aerodynamically 
(Raindrop shape), I think that the equa-
tion for flight, which is (if my memory 
serves me correctly), is that Lift over-
comes Weight and Thrust overcomes 
Drag. Could possibly proved wrong in 
my case. I don’t want to be come a test 
bed for a free fall blockbuster bomb! 
 
 
 
 
 

Reunions: 
You  may remember I asked everyone to fill in the form about reunions, to see whether you still wanted it 
to continue and where we went from here. I sent out 68 forms, excluding overseas members, and had 16 
back! (better than normal, I have to say!) The results are shown below. 
 
No      Time                                   No.     Venue 
4         Can’t Come                         1         Devon/Cornwall 
7         Sept/Oct                              2         Norwich 
1         Summer                               1         London-  RAF club 
1         Anytime                              1         Anywhere but London 
1         July/Aug/Sept                      1         RAF Linton-on Ouse 
1         May/June/July                     1         Hawkinge 
1         Aug                                     2         York 
                                                      1         Middle Wallop          
                                                      1         Wisbeach        
Please note that several suggested two venues, and others none. 
Anyone want the Sec’s job? 

It is always difficult to get photographs of our  Squadron’s aircraft, so I felt particularly pleased when Roger Lind-
say, Aircraft Photographer and Author,  kindly sent me this picture, and guess what, it turned out to be  my aircraft 

Y—Yankee. However, I think it was taken when they sent our aircraft to Middleton St George to become 33 Squad-
ron, so it was bound to look a little forlorn.. 
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So you can see, we have no common denominator 
except maybe the time, which leans towards Sept/
Oct . I will try to sort something out and let you 
know quickly of the findings. 
 
I’ll contact some of the regular attendees to see if 
we can narrow the venue selection. down a bit. 
Several asked for less costly accomadation. I have 
to say, that I do really try to bear costs in mind, 
I’m not exactly flush myself! and always manage 
to knock them down on price, which isn’t too 
easy at times. 



The light relief Page:  
It’s getting difficult to find these funnies nowdays, but I came across this little gem recently. I guess we all get fed-up 
about all the rules and regulations that our Government bring in and that we are bombarded with, and I thought this might 
amuse you….and its about the Navy this time! (So I’m on safer ground!) 
 
England expects..and all that!  
 
But had Trafalgar happened today! with our Health a nd Safety at Work Executive  
 
 
“Order the signal, Hardy”. 
“Aye, aye sir!”. 
“Hold on, that’s not what I dictated to the signal officer. What’s the meaning of this?” 
“Sorry sir?” 
“England expects every person to do his duty, regardless of race, gender, sexual orientation, religious persua-
sion or disability What gobbledygook is this?” 
“Admiralty policy, I’m afraid, sir. We’re an equal opportunities employer now. We had the devil’s own job get-
ting `England’ past the censors, lest it be considered racist.’ 
“Gadzooks, Hardy. Hand me my pipe and tobacco.” 
“Sorry sir All naval vessels have been designated smoke-free working environments” 
“In that case, break open the rum ration Let us splice the mainbrace to steel the men before battle!”. 
“The rum ration has been abolished, Admiral. Its part of the Government’s policy on binge drinking.” 
“Good heavens, Hardy I suppose we’d better get on with it then. Full speed ahead.” 
“I think you’ll find that there’s a 4 knot speed limit in this stretch of water.” 
“Damn it man  we are on the eve of the greatest sea baffle in history. We must advance with all dispatch,  Re-
port from the crows nest, please” 
“That won’t be possible, sir”. 
“What!!” 
“Health and safety have closed the crow’s nest, sir No harness. And they said that rope ladder doesn’t meet 
regulations. They wont let anyone up there until a proper scaffolding can be erected.” 
“Then get me the ships carpenter without delay, Hardy”  
“He’s busy knocking up a wheelchair access to the fo’c’sle  Admiral” 
“Wheelchair access? I’ve never heard anything so absurd.” 
“Health and Safety again, sir. We have to provide a barrier-free environment for the differently abled.” 
“Differently abled? I’ve only one arm and one eye and refuse even to hear mention of the word. I didn’t rise to 
the rank of admiral by playing the disability card” 
“Actually, sir you did. The Royal Navy is under-represented in the areas of visual impairment and limb defi-
ciency”. 
“Whatever next?  Give me full sail, the salt spray beckons”. 
“A couple of problems there too, sir. Health and Safety wont let the crew up the rigging without crash helmets. 
And they don’t want anyone breathing in too much salt - haven’t you seen the adverts?” 
“I’ve never heard such infamy. Break out the cannon and tell the men to stand by to engage the enemy”. 
“The men are a bit worried about shooting at anyone, Admiral”. 
“What? This is mutiny.’ 
‘Its not that, sir It’s just that they’re afraid of being charged with murder if they actually kill anyone. There’re a 
couple of legal aid lawyers on board, watching everyone like hawks.’ 
‘Then how are we to sink the Frenchies and the Spanish?”.  ‘Actually, sir, we’re not!” 
“We’re not?” 
“No, sir. The Frenchies and the Spanish are our European partners now. According to the Common Fishreries 
Policy, we shouldn’t even be in this stretch of water. We could get hit with a claim for compensation.’ 
“But you must hate a Frenchman as you hate the Devil” 
 “I wouldn’t let the ship’s diversity co-coordinator hear you saying that sir. You’ll be upon disciplinary”     
“You must consider every man an enemy who speaks ill of your King!”. 
“Not any more, sir. We must be inclusive in this multicultural age. Now put on your Kevlar vest; it’s the rules.” 
“Don’t tell me - health and safety. Whatever happened to rum, sodomy and the lash?’ 
“As I explained, sir, rum is off the menu, and there’s a ban on corporal punishment’ 
‘What about sodomy?’ 
‘l believe its to be encouraged, sir.” 
 
“In that case, kiss me. Hardy.” 
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