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General Comments: 
Well hopefully Spring/Summer/Autumn or Winter is com-
ing (we’re not sure which these days!) but we may be 
able to get out and enjoy a bit of fresh air and open 
space. (This doesn’t mean you have to go sky-diving 
again Fred!!). You may recall Fred Packer decided to 
launch himself into space last year, hope he doesn’t have 
any more of those ideas this year. 
 
REUNION - 07 
The results of the reunion Poll were rather inconclusive, 
but the only aspect that did come from it was the fact that 
the time of the reunion seemed to favour the end of Sept. 
or beginning of October. After failed attempts to go to 
RNAS Yeovilton and RAF Boscombe Down. It has been 
decided to go back to RAF Cosford as there is something 
really new there which should interest us. I have man-
aged to get a good deal with a hotel in Telford itself  (see 
separate sheet).  
The Poll also showed that some felt they were too old or 
infirm to attend, but when you see how 92 years young 
Eric Barwell copes with his infirmities and still indicates 
his wish to attend, I can’t help thinking that some of you 
might be  missing out. 
 
Croix de Guerre 
You may recall in the last edition that I mentioned there was a 
possibility that some of you `older’ chaps might well be eligible 
for the Croix de Guerre medal from the French Government if 
you had fought from France after D-Day and If anyone was in-
terested, then they should apply to the MOD or let me know and 
I would get the application form for them. Well, after an enquiry 
from one of our members, I contacted the MOD by email (twice 
in fact!), but with typical MOD efficiency over most things, they 
ignored me!. So I telephoned them and managed to speak to a 
human being, and they were very helpful.  Several days later I 
had another call from the Veteran’s Agency who stated that 
they didn’t know anything about the medal at all! However (and 
I take back what I said earlier about them!). The lady I spoke to, 
took the enquiry on board and rang me back several hours 
later, because after a lot of research she had found that you 
have to contact the French Embassy direct. The address is : 
Col. Marc Denier 
The French Embassy 
Military Attache Dept 
58 Knightsbridge 
London SW1 X7JT 
 I suspect that you will need the following information about 
yourself;  
Your Name, Address, Service Number, Rank, Squadron, and 
ALSO your National Health Number. I guess it might help if you 
can give them information when you were in France and where 
that was. I would assume that this also applies to Ground Crew. 
If you have further queries then I suggest you ring The Veterans 
Agency on freephone number 0800 169 22 77, I hope that 
helps. Come back to me if there’s a problem. (Will I never 
learn!) 
 Sorry I had to change font size to fit it in.  

Squadron Leader Phillip Hunter: 
I had a great surprise in January, when I received this 
email from Bermuda: 
 
Dear Mr Faulkner 
I came across your Association website upon entering 
my wife’s Grandfather’s name into a Google search. I 
do not know if you are trying to compile contact details 
etc. but here is what I can help you with… 
My wife Sarah Nichols (nee Hunter) is the only child of 
Dr Nigel Hunter (Deceased) who was the only child of 
Sqdn. Ldr. Phillip Hunter. As I am sure you know only 
too well he was in command of 264 Squadron in 1940 
and unfortunately went down on August the 26th 1940, 
in action over the English Channel. 
Sarah and I were invited to attend the Battle of Britain 
Remembrance Service a few years ago at Westminster 
Abbey representing her Grandfather, alas, we did not 
meet any members of 264 Squadron. 
If you or members of the 264 Squadron Association 
have any photos or memories of Sqdn. Ldr. Phillip 
hunter to share with us, I would only be too grateful to 
receive them. I would have come to try and meet you in 
person, but this will be a little hard as we recently 
moved with our two young daughters to Bermuda 
where we will be stationed for a few years with my job. 
I would like to wish you a Happy New year and do hope 
that 2007 proves to be a good year for you. 
Best regards 
Ben Nicholls 
 
`Coralaire’ 
25, Riddell’s Bay Road 
Warwick 
Bermuda 
 
I have replied and sent some pictures that W/C Eric 
Barwell DFC* had previously sent me, If anyone has 
any thoughts or stories about Phillip Hunter they would 
like to share with his Grand-daughter, perhaps they 
would like to contact them direct, or through me. 
 
 
Veteran’s Badge:  
 
In researching the Croix de Guerre Medal, I 
notice that the Veteran’s Badge eligibility 
has been extended  from 1939 to 1969 
now. So if any of you want one (it’s a nice 
lapel badge), then telephone the number in 
the previous column on that freephone number and they 
will let you know how to go about it. Its fairly painless I 
assure you. 
You also get an acknowledgement from the MOD of 
your service. (that’s got to be a first!) 

H M Armed Forces We Defy 
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I am indebted to Lt Colonel Jerry Martin (Retd.) of the United States Marine Corps 
for this graphic glimpse into one of  many combat missions that he took part in 
during his two tours in Vietnam. Jerry has been a friend of our squadron for about 
4 years, and has become a good friend of both Eric Barwell and myself. He is 
very keen on anything to do with our Squadron and indeed has `Tommy’ Tho-
mas’s medals (rescued from a Military Auction) and also his Squadron Tankard. I 
might say its taken quite a time to persuade Jerry to write an article, as he is reti-
cent to tell his own story. He is currently a School Teacher near Washington DC 
and also trains youngsters in Track and Field events. 

 
 
 

“Some Days Are Diamonds, Some Days Are Rocks” 
 
We had a saying in our squadron that typified the days in Vietnam, “Some days are diamonds, some days are rocks”. May 
29. 1969 was definitely a “Rock”.  Launching as an Air Observer with a flight of two OV-10A Broncos (a Northrop twin 

engine turbo prop, twin boom airplane with a  cruising 
speed of 225mph and a top speed of 350mph) we were as-
signed the mission of visual reconnaissance along the north-
west corner of the Vietnam- Laotian border. The area in the 
past had been good hunting ground for intercepting North 
Vietnamese Regular troops infiltrating into South Vietnam 
from the Ho Chi Minh Trail. The previous month we had 
jumped a company of enemy infantry and counted 36 bod-
ies after  four strafing missions, today would be different. 
Arriving over the infamous Khe Sanh combat base, now 
abandoned after the siege, we turned southeast to begin the 
routine mission of low level reconnaissance. Operating 
much like previous wars, one plane would over fly the tar-
get area with the other overhead to observe AA fire. Orbit-
ing lazily overhead of “Dash 1", my wing man, I notice he 
began to frantically rock his wings alerting us to an enemy 
sighting.  Moments later  the FM radio crackled, “ Got a 

raft with Charlies in the river.  We are in hot!” `Dash 1’ immediately dived into the attack. My pilot (Maj. Don Byers) and 
I watched as Captain John Morgan and his Aerial Observer 1/Lt. Tim 
Moriarity strafed what appeared to be a raft loaded with bags of rice 
crewed by two green clad North Vietnamese soldiers. We followed in 
behind them with guns blazing. Nothing happened! The raft barely 
moved even though it received direct hits from our 12 (7.62 caliber) 
machine guns. `Dash 1’ radioed, “Let’s give ‘em a second run this time 
with rockets!” We were right behind them less than a 100 yds and right 
on their tail as we commenced our second run on the target. We had no 
sooner leveled off at about 300 ft. on our rocket run when all hell broke 
loose from three sides of the target. Red and Green Tracers came at us 
in a three pronged interlocking AA trap, we were “screwed”! `Dash 1’ 
immediately squawked,  “May  Day!  May Day!  We’re hit and going 
in!”  As we passed over the raft I saw that the two targeted soldiers 
were sand bags disguised as soldiers and the raft was anchored in four 
places to keep it from moving. We had been had! I was reminded of 
the nursery  tale of the “Tar Baby and Briar Rabbit”. We had been 
tricked, but the worse was yet to come. 
Watching in near panic I saw the right wing of `Dash 1’ burn back to 
the canopy as Moriarity ejected first, then Morgan. Their plane fell to 
the left from its gun run and exploded. My pilot was on the intercom 
shouting, “We are losing hydraulic pressure, I’m not sure if we can get 
our landing gear down.” I immediately got on the radio and gave the 
Air Direction Center our coordinates and requested air rescue for the 
downed crew. Major Byers was anxiously trying to monitor our fuel 
and hydraulics. I asked him to manually lower our landing gear, which 
he did, and the enemy firing stopped. I can only guess they thought we 
were going to try an emergency landing and the thought of 4 POWs 
distracted them from shooting at us. Lucky for us! We were able to 
limp back to base streaming fuel all the way.  
 

Pilot’s Cockpit layout of the Bronco 
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I kept my hand on the ejection seat han-
dle all the way until we had taxied in and 
shut down. I ran to the ready room to find 
out the fate of our wing man and learned 
they had been surrounded by the enemy 
but four HUEY gun ships had strafed and 
rocketed the NVA and one of the HUEYs  
made an emergency landing and saved 
them. The pilot was later awarded the 
DFC for his actions. We, however, re-
ceived a severe chewing out for being so 
gullible and stupid to think the NVA 
were just going to sit and wait to be shot 
up. We never made that mistake again. 
Morgan and Moriarity were both rescued 
and returned to the squadron, and we 
celebrated their return with a night at the 
club drinking hot beer!  
 
 

General characteristics OV-10A 
Primary function  Multipurpose COIN (COunter-INsurgency); NOS (Night Observation System) 
Contractor  North American (later Rockwell International, now Boeing)  Power plant  Two Garrett-
AiResearch T76-G-416/417 turboprop engines   Thrust  2x 715 HP 2x 533 kW Length  41 ft 7 in 
12.67 m Height  15 ft 1 in 4.62 m  Wingspan  40 ft 12.19 m  Wingarea  291 sq ft 27.03 sq m 
Weight empty 6,894 lb 3,127 kg  max. takeoff 14,444 lb 6,552 kg  Speed max. 281 mph 452 km/
h cruising 223 mph 359 km/h I nitial climb rate  43.3 ft/s 13.2 m/s  Range 1,240 miles 1,996 km 
Combat radius  228 miles 367 km  Ceiling  26,000 ft 7,925 m A rmament  Four M60C 7.62mm 
machine guns (500 rounds each) in fuselage sponsons, plus 3,600 lb of mixed ordnance or gun 
pods carried externally. Crew Two First flight  July 16, 1965 Date deployed  1967 Unit cost  
$480,000  

Observer’s cockpit in the Bronco 
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2 Bronco OV-10A's. this is what we 
looked like as we patrolled the skies of 
Vietnam and supported ground troops in 
combat with the NVA. Regards, Jerry 
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We returned to Kirton Lindsey on the 29th August to learn that we had been “condemned” to being night-fighters. 
Most of us who had seen action with the Defiant by day were very confident that we could hold our own with any 
German aircraft, the disadvantage of a slightly poorer performance being cancelled out by the benefit of the four-
gun turret. Unfortunately, the CO of 141 Squadron, who were being formed during the Dunkirk time, told us in May 
that he thought the Defiant a “death trap” and rather naturally his air-crews thought likewise; on July 19th in their 
one and only day combat flight they apparently did not really attempt to fight their way out when attacked. 9 aircraft 
had taken off and of these 6 were destroyed and one badly damaged, 4 pilots and 6 gunners being lost. The 141 
debacle, together with the unfortunate 264 late August events, was one reason for the night-fighter decision. The 
other was that the traditional fighter pilot did not like the idea of not being able to fire his guns himself where he 
pointed the aircraft. We were told that the Defiant was always intended to be a night-fighter, but we did not really 
believe this statement. 
 
In connection with the 141 Squadron loss Ruth had a very worrying few hours~ she heard that a number of Defiants 
had been shot down and thought they must have been from the squadron I was in, not knowing of any other Defiant 
squadron being operational. She vainly tried to get details, and eventually the Martlesham CO found out for her that 
264 squadron was not involved. 
 
Back at Kirton Lindsey, we did a few day and night patrols before being sent to Northolt (only “B” Flight, I think) for 
night-fighter duties; by no means was this a perfect night-fighter base, as it was nearly ringed by barrage balloons. 
Control of the aircraft was then from Sector Operations dooms, where symbols were moved across a big map-table 
by WRAF plotters according to information from the RAF Filter Room, IA sites and the Observer Corps. The control-
ler would give one a course and height to fly to try to intercept an enemy aircraft; when two arrows on the table, one 
indicating a bandit (enemy aircraft) the other our fighter, got close together the controller would get quite excited 
(You should see it now) The trouble however was that the heights were most inaccurate and distances could be a 
mile or more wrong: particularly on a dark night this left an awful lot to luck. 
 
After a week at Northolt we were moved to Luton, about 25 miles north, hut this was hardly ideal. There was no ra-
dio homing assistance there and if flying below 2,000 feet over base we could not speak to the controller at Northolt. 
This made it particularly difficult in cases of low cloud, and unofficially we rigged up a radio in the dispersal hut so 
that the pilot could be contacted when nearby: when an aircraft was coming back someone would be posted outside 
the hut listening, and on hearing the Defiant would tell the R/T operator where it was so that the pilot could be ad-
vised his direction. 
 
We were extremely dependant on our radio and on the night after moving to Luton I was on patrol and flying in very 
thick cloud and trying to get above it (in fact I only reached bright moonlight at 20,000 feet) when the radio failed 
completely, through icing up. This meant that not only was I out of touch with the ground but I could not converse 
with my gunner. When one has been vectored round for some time one may have no idea of one’s position, but on 
this occasion I had seen some smoke puffs above the cloud which I guessed were from AA shells which had previ-
ously burst, and so decided we were over London. I then aimed north, thinking the weather was better there, came 
out of cloud and flew at 12,000 feet looking for any recognisable landmark. I saw what appeared to be a flare-path 
in the distance, only to find a road convoy on the move. Flying around I recognised part of Newmarket race-course; 
by this time my fuel was very low and I aimed off for Fowlmere or Duxford. I passed over Cambridge airport but had 
no response when I flashed my lights, and at this stage the fuel gauges showed empty. Had I been in positive com-
munication with Sgt Martin, my gunner, I should probably have baled out, but as it was I should not have known if 
he had understood the signal we agreed on, or if in fact he had got away. Trusting to luck I found Fowlmere, flashed 
my lights and was coming in to land when a red Aldis light shone at me and, thinking that perhaps an aircraft was on 
the flare-path, I opened the throttle and went round again. A green light appeared, the Chance (flood-) light came on 
and I landed. The reason for the red light was that they could not start up the Chance light in time (I preferred to 
land without it anyway!). The aircraft was re-fuelled with 102 gallons: as the tanks held 104 gallons it meant the re-
maining 2 gallons Would have kept me going for only another 3 minutes. 
 
Another night when the radio failed was on a slightly foggy moonlight night. I had no idea where I was and suddenly 
saw what I thought was the coastline, and then spotted a flare-path. Having landed I stopped on the flare-path, an 
airman came up and when I asked him where we were he answered: “Looden”. “Where’s that?” I asked. “You are 
Mr. Barwell, aren’t you?” he retorted. I had in fact got back to Luton and what I thought was the coastline was the 
Dunstable Downs, with fog edging up to them. 
 
 
It was not only because of radio difficulties that Luton was not a good night-fighter base: it was rather small and the 
maximum length of flare-path in the East/West direction was only 600 yards, and with the prevailing wind being 
westerly this was important. In consequence, there were a few accidents caused by pilots overshooting when land-
ing. 
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We had not been at Luton for many nights when we had a Visit, at about 2 am, from the AOC-in-C Fighter Com-
mand, Sir Chief Marshal Sir Hugh Dowding. The words he greeted us with when he came into our dispersal hut 
were: “Well, boys, you have a fine airfield here”. Our flight commander, F/It (acting) SR Thomas, decided that this 
was a good opportunity to explain a few of our difficulties (radio control from Northolt, short runways, & c) but was 
cut short by the C-in-C who almost shouted at him: “I did not come here to listen to complaints~’ and virtually 
stormed out. Thomas had been an acting Flight Lieutenant for almost 6 months but did not become a Squadron 
Leader until long after me; only then did he learn that Dowding had entered his name in a “little black book” that 
he carried. 
 
At first the townspeople of Luton welcomed our arrival, thinking that we should be able to protect them, and they 
willingly put up with the noise of the Defiants flying overhead at night. However, after a short time some bombs 
fell on Luton, including a direct hit on the bus station, and maybe we were blamed for attracting the enemy: our 
airmen did not get free drinks in the pubs after that. It was a civil airfield, with a few factories beside it, and we 
were billeted out, I sleeping in a house on a building estate near the airfield main gate. One night when not on 
duty I awoke to find my landlady searching in a cupboard in my room: she had not realized I was not flying and 
then told me all were to be evacuated, an unexploded bomb having landed nearby. I dressed and walked round 
the airfield to the dispersal site, to learn that a land-mine had come through the roof of a factory (it was either 
Percival Aircraft or Napier Engines) and was hanging by its parachute shrouds. The next day I saw it after the 
bomb-disposal people had cut it down and made it safe, but I did not appreciate the way they let clank on the 
concrete floor as they moved it with crowbars 
 
It was whilst at Luton that I had a worrying time when, in the middle of one night, I read an Intelligence Bulletin, 
which said that Martlesham Heath had been attacked by 100± enemy bombers. I of course was very worried for 
Ruth but found it impossible to get information over the telephone anywhere. As soon as I was off duty at 8 am I 
drove the 100 miles to Martlesham to find out for myself just what had happened. I saw Ruth there and the en-
emy had certainly attacked with 100 planes, but they were nearly all fighters, only a few carrying bombs which did 
little damage, but it had been a hectic raid whilst it lasted. Knowing how much Martlesham in the previous months 
had been damaged by bombing I was certainly worried until I found out for myself. 
 
In these days as people are being flown all over the world comfortably in the pressurised cabins of jet air-liners, 
usually cruising at over 30,000 feet, not everyone realizes how necessary it is to have either oxygen or a pres-
sure cabin when flying for any length of time at more that 12-15,000 feet. We always wore an oxygen mask/
microphone, the oxygen arriving from a bottle via a separate regulator. Our CO, 3/Ldr Garvin, was not with us a 
lot at Luton when most of the Squadron, including “k” Flight, was up North, but one night when he was flying we 
were advised by Control that he was returning early due to feeling unwell. I happened to be the first to greet him 
as he entered the dispersal hut, and asked him what was wrong. He replied: “I felt terribly cold and could hardly 
see.” He said he had been flying at 18-20,000 feet, and I asked if his oxygen had been working OK. “I turned it on 
at the bottle”, he replied, “but I do not remember turning on the regulator”. After that, no matter what the controller 
told him, he never flew at more than 12,000 feet. 
 
In November the whole Squadron was together again when we all moved to Rochford (now Southend Airport). 
Convoys would make up off Southend pier, which meant that balloons were flown above them. However, as the 
pier was a mile or so in length these balloons would not be nearer than 1~ to 2 miles from the airfield. The CO 
tried to get us released from flying by night whenever balloons were flying there, but I do not think that any of the 
rest of us pilots considered there was any dangers as the balloons were never at more than 1,000 feet. When 
Wing Commander Basil Embry became station commander he considered that morale in 264 was not good 
enough, and he replaced S/Ldr Garvin by S/Ldr ATD (Scruffy) Saunders, who had earlier been a flight com-
mander in Embry’s squadron. I think Rochford was Embry’s first command after his escape from France, where 
he had been shot down in a Blenheim bomber in April or May, captured, taken in a German staff car beside a 
senior officer (either Keitel or Kesselring) and later escaped from the HQ he was taken to, some people thought 
by overcoming one or more guards, and made his way across France and Spain. After that time he kept in his 
identity card a photo showing him with an unrecognisable swollen face, which had been caused by the poor 
quantity and quality of food he ate during the two months or so he was on the run. Embry was certainly a fighter 
and we were all very glad to welcome his nominee, Scruffy Saunders, who made an excellent CO 
 
It was at about this time that Ruth applied for her release from the WAAF. Since February she had been at Mart-
lesham Heath, the nearest AF station to Germany, which had been in constant threat of invasion after the fall of 
France in June; it had undergone many bombing attacks and being near the coast there was always the danger 
the arrival of low-flying raiders before any warning had been received. Whilst Ruth’s work was officially Code and 
Cyphers”, being one of the few WAAF officers there she did what she could to look after the airwomen, particu-
larly during an emergency. On one occasion there was an air-raid warning early in the morning, and she got up 
quickly to see that the girls took cover in the slit-trenches; she was somewhat critical to me later of the Station 
Commander who came along to see how the women were managing, and then told her off for showing herself 
before the airwomen when she was not wearing collar and tie She felt his priorities were not quite right. Ruth and 
another cypher officer were billeted just off the camp in a restaurant called “Black Tiles”, and she was off duty 
there when there was a sudden air-raid during a mealtime.  
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She painted me a mental picture of the glass in the large windows bending right in with each bomb and then re-
turning to normal; at the same time she told everyone to lie on the floor to avoid any flying glass, whilst she 
opened the windows with someone’s panicky dog tucked under her arm.  
 
One of the duties of the Cypher Officers was to ensure the safety of the various code and cypher books and ac-
cessories, and they were instructed to destroy these if the invasion started and the camp were in danger of being 
over-run. There were no directions, however, on the best method of destroying the thick volumes: a hearty fur-
nace would be need for that. When the invasion was considered imminent I provided Ruth with a small 0.25-inch 
Browning automatic pistol, which in fact Phil had bought in Holland before the war and gave me when I started 
operational flying (the issue revolvers were very bulky when one was in a cockpit). I was not flying over enemy 
territory at that time and Ruth found a slight comfort in keeping the pistol in her pocket. 
 
What with all the pressures on her and the erratic watch-keeping hours she had to keep, Ruth was becoming ill 
rather frequently. For that reason, therefore, (and, she tells me, so that she could see more of me.’) we decided 
that she should resign her commission whilst it was still allowed, and this became effective in December. She 
had done a very good job of work for the 15 months she had been in the WAAF. 
 
For a few days we had a room at the Palace Hotel, a large building at the head of Southend pier. German bomb-
ers would occasionally at night try to bomb the shipping convoys making up off the pier, and I remember particu-
larly having dinner one night when bombs dropped nearby, probably in the mud. It felt as if the whole building 
was afloat when it rocked and out table jumped sideways for some inches. 
 
The Squadron was not at Rochford for long as it moved to Debden on about the 12th December: this was a mod-
ern airfield with, comparatively, a very long runway. We seemed to be fated to be on the move much of the time 
then, as we proceeded to Gravesend on New Year’s Day, 1941, and only 10 days later moved to Biggin Hill. 
Whether the short stay at Gravesend was due to 141 Squadron being there I do not know, but many of us 
blamed that squadron for the Defiants being taken off day-fighting, and when airmen of the two squadrons met (in 
pubs or elsewhere) fights broke out. 
Whilst at Gravesend Ruth and I had stayed at the “Leathern Bottle”, of Pickwick fame, and for the move to Biggin 
Hill we packed all our possessions into the car and set off. As it looked like a permanent move for the Squadron 
we needed to find “digs” rather than a hotel so we started to investigate the villages around Biggin Hill. One of the 
first we went to was Knockholt, where I called at the Post Office Stores, on the assumption that village gossip is 
often centred there. I drew a blank when asking across the counter, but as I was going out a man with an open 
shirt and fairly scruffy clothes stopped me and said he thought he might help. As I waited for him (I think he 
phoned his wife) someone whispered: “That’s our local Member, Sir Waldron Smithers”. 
 
We followed him to his house, an attractive place, when we met Lady Smithers, a wonderful person. They said 
we must stay with them for a night or two, until we got ourselves fixed up: we had a very comfortable room. The 
next day Sir Waldron took me on one side and said: “Stay as long as you like: it will be good for my wife to have 
yours with her:’ Unknown to him Lady Smithers used similar words to Ruth, saying it would be very good for 
“Waller” to have us with them. They were a marvellous couple, very kind and generous, and refused to accept 
anything for our very comfortable board and lodging. We were there for about three months. 
 
On the 9th February I was awarded the Distinguished Flying Cross; at the same two other 264 pilots were 
awarded the same (Flying Officers like Young and Terry Welsh), F/Sgt Thorne and Sgt Barker, his gunner were 
awarded Bars to their Distinguished Flying Medals and a gunner, Sgt Hayden, a DFM. It appeared that a previ-
ous Squadron Intelligence Officer should have pointed out to the Squadron Commander that aircrew with at least 
5 enemy aircraft to their credit should be considered for an award. In fact my score was 6, of which 5 were at the 
end of May 1940. 
I was summoned to the Investiture at Buckingham Palace on the 8th April: 
Two persons were allowed to accompany me, and Lady Smithers came with Ruth. We recipients of awards were 
assembled in an anteroom in a particular order and were given very precise instructions on what to do; a special 
thing that one was briefed on was that when turning to face the King one must step right up to him so that he did 
not to have to stretch out to hang the medal on the wire hook that had already been put on one’s tunic. There 
were so many hundreds of awards being given that it could otherwise have been very wearing for the King. He 
stood on a low platform which faced some hundreds of spectators, and one went along a wooden ramp at the 
front of the platform, turned left, took two paces up to the King, who said something whilst hanging on the “gong” 
to the hook, two paces back, right turn and down the other end of the ramp. There someone took the medal from 
me, slapped it into its box, handed it back to me and off I went. A long time later I heard that my mother was very 
sorry indeed that she had not seen either Phil or me receive our DFC’s from the King. With petrol rationing it 
would have meant a difficult journey for her. Unfortunately my Bar to the DFC was sent to me through the post in 
1944, so there was no investiture that time. 
Eric’s memoirs will continue in the next quarters newsletter, I have to thank him for these, otherwise it would be a 
pretty thin Newsletter. I’m still till till till awaiting promisedpromisedpromisedpromised articles!! 

6 



I am indebted to Tony Warren for this article and for his patience, as I have kept putting it back. It may be part of a planned 
book, so may I ask you to treat it as copyright. 
 

Mushroom Airways 
 
It was the year 1966 and Ian Smith, the Prime Minister of Southern Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe) 
had just declared a Unilateral Declaration of Independence or UDI and the country was in con-
flict with the United Kingdom over its plans for independence. The crisis led to a confrontation 
of the Prime Ministers of both countries and talks were to be held aboard HMS Tiger, a de-
stroyer, moored at Gibraltar. One of the many consequences of UDI was the blockade of fuel 
supplies into the port of Beira on the coast of Mozambique. Rhodesia being land locked, fuel 

would be sent from there by rail to 
Rhodesia. Mozambique being op-
posed to the UDI situation, would not 
allow this to take place. The only al-
ternative was to transport fuel from 
Nairobi, Kenya by air. This of course 
would be a mammoth task. 
 
Six Britannia aircraft were dispatched 
from RAF Lyneham, Wiltshire to 
Kenya and I was one of the pilots in-
volved. At the time, we were un-
aware of the plans that were being 
made by our masters in the Air Min-

istry and could only read about the situation in the newspapers. 
 
We arrived in Nairobi and were accommodated in a delightful hunting lodge on the outskirts of 
the city called the Spreadeagle Hotel. It affectionately became known amongst the aircrew as 
the Stricken Chicken and it was to become our home for the next six weeks while the Air Minis-
try made its plans. As time passed, enjoying the delights of Nairobi, we were sitting in the bar 
one evening enjoying a few drinks when one of our group suggested that we call ourselves 
Mushroom Airways. There was silence for a moment and then the individual concerned 
pointed out that we were sitting out there, thousands of miles from our homes, not knowing 
what was happening or when we were likely to return to England. We were just like a lot of 
mushrooms, being kept in the dark and fed a lot of “horse shit”. Thus was born the unofficial ti-
tle of Mushroom Airways. In fact this title reached the desks at the Air Ministry and it was called 
Operation Mushroom. We even had a tie designed by a London military tie maker. It depicted 
little oil drums and mushrooms on a maroon or green background. 
 
The Operation eventually began to transport fuel in 45 gallon drums from Nairobi to Salisbury, 
Rhodesia in an airlift that was about as effective as tankering water for the regional water 
board. However, we had a job to do and it was quite enjoyable. The operation kept Transport 
Command busy for several months and no doubt cost the British government a lot of money. 
 
Mozambique for their part were trying to stop fuel shipments entering the port of Beira, so a 
further operation was set up with a detachment of Coastal Command Shackleton aircraft based 
in Majunga, Malagasi. These detachments had to be re-supplied and as you can guess, Britan-
nia’s were regularly visiting this part of the world as well. This particular detachment was quite 
small and only consisted of a detachment commander with about three officers, ground crew 
and two Shackleton aircraft crews. They had set up their headquarters in the local Isle de 
France hotel. 
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 Continuing Tony Warren’s article from page 7 
 
 
 
Majunga, which I confess I had never heard of, was in fact a very popular French holiday resort. The Bri-
tannia crews were accommodated in thatched grass huts adjacent to the hotel and on the beach. We 
would be kept awake all night by the scurrying of assorted reptiles across the sand under the floor of the 
hut. 
 
The “Officers Mess” was set up in the hotel. The detachment commanders “office” was next to the bar. 
He had the duty photo of the Queen hanging on the wall and next to it was a picture of the Rhodesian 
Prime Minister Ian Smith. One of the detachment commander’s who was Rhodesian by birth and a per-
sonal friend of Ian Smith had placed it there. It was a very informal gathering and we would have many 
enjoyable evenings together. In spite of the political differences of our governments, the camaraderie 
was such that our job would bring us all together in a routine that was totally non political. 
 
Subsequently, I was privileged to meet Ian Smith. As mentioned earlier, the situation needed a meeting 
between the heads of governments to solve the various issues. Ian Smith was adamant about Rhode-
sia’s future. Its independence should lie in the hands of white minority rule because the African majority 

were not ready to 
take control, which 
Haro ld  W i lson 
wanted. This situa-
tion has occurred in 
many of the British 
colonies and Ian 
Smith was deter-
mined to act 
against Harold Wil-
son ’s  w ishe s . 
When the British 
government finally 
had there way 
some years later, it 
was inevitable that 
Zimbabwe would 
become the very 
sad relic that it is 
today. 
 

A meeting was to be arranged between Harold Wilson and Ian Smith on neutral ground. This was to be 
aboard the British cruiser HMS Tiger anchored off shore at Gibraltar. A squadron colleague of mine took 
Harold Wilson from London to Gibraltar and I picked up Ian Smith from Salisbury. I was subsequently 
told that Harold Wilson travelled with his entourage from Downing Street in the back of the Britannia air-
craft studying cabinet papers as if he were in an airborne taxi. For my part, Ian Smith sat in my pilots 
seat helped handle the aircraft and regaled me with wartime reminisances of his days as a fighter pilot. 
The story goes that the national papers report of their meeting said that Harold Wilson was “met” and Ian 
Smith was “greeted”. As I am a Republican at heart, I felt that the ideal governmental combination at the 
time would have been Ian Smith as President and Enoch Powell as Prime Minister. You may recall that 
Enoch Powell made the controversial “Rivers of Blood” speech on immigration some two years later on 
April 20th 1968. Again, I feel that our country would not be in such a sad state now if that combination 
had been realised. 
 
My next instalment will be about the Blackburn Beverley aircraft, which I was fortunate (or unfortunate!) 
to fly for nearly eight years on four consecutive tours of duty. 
 
Extracts from the forthcoming book “The Flying Game”. Obviously this is copyright to Tony Warren 
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LT. Col. Jerry Martin,  United States Marine Corps:  
 
I’m not sure if Jerry will speak to me again, as he has always been reticent to speak of his experiences, but he 
eventually confided them to me at last. With his article on page 2 and 3, I felt that it should go in. Hope he’ll ex-
cuse me, I don’t want him calling up an air strike on my house!. His comments when I asked for a list of his 
decorations, was reluctantly given! 
“Like the air gunners I was only along for the ride as a "spotter/observer" though I controlled the artillery mis-
sions and sometimes the air strikes, it was the pilot that got me there. As to decorations, I am not sure how the 
US equate to the UK awards? I received the Silver Star but as an Infantry Platoon Commander for ground com-
bat. I guess your MC is about the same. I also received an Heroic Air Medal and 22 Strike Flight Air Medals 
(100 +combat missions), 2 Commendation Medals with "V" for combat valour. I guess the commendation med-
als are equal to your "Mentioned in dispatches". I also received the Purple Heart Medal for wounds received in 
combat. I don't think my awards are particularly significant as I would have received none of them if the men 
around me were not dong their job and looking after me. I always believed the Brit system was the way we 
should go, and that is courage in battle for an officer is expected not rewarded. My men were always the moti-
vation for what I did or did not do”. 
 
 
 
More Articles, Photos, anecdotes and cartoons wante d. 
 
If, as I hope, this Squadron Association means much to you, I REALLY would appreciate some “Life on and af-
ter 264”. I can’t believe that you could feel that you have nothing to tell. Some have had exciting lives, some, 
interesting, some not so spectacular, but you’ve all done something . I don’t care if you hand write it, tape it, or 
send a disc but please do something otherwise, as I have said before, this Association will die off because of 
lack of interest and apathy and that, before its time. 
 
I’m sure that some of you have treasured photos of your squadron days, pictures of aircraft etc that you could 
share, and remember, all the photos that I receive will be scanned and returned to you (or you can get copies 
for me). They all go onto the Computer and onto a back-up  disc, so that if anything happens to me, or the 
Squadron Association folds, then it will all go to the Elvington Air Museum under the auspices of the Imperial 
War Museum, for possible future generations to research and get some first hand facts. So please give it some 
thought and have a go. As the old poster in the first World War said (Was it Kitchener), “Your Country Needs 
you!”, well Your Association needs you too!. 
 
 
 
 

Request for Assistance  
 
I wish to seek your assistance with regard to a pri vate research project I am currently undertaking, 
hopefully with a view to a book. 
The subject is the Linton on Ouse Meteor Wing durin g the 1950s, of which 264 Squadron and it’s 
night fighters were, of course, an integral part. 
 
I should very much like to hear from any Associatio n members, particularly former aircrew, who 
may be able to provide information on such matters as; Squadron structure and personalities, the 
nature of training and various Exercises and what i t was like to actually fly the Meteors NF11 and 
14; in fact anything concerning Meteor NF operation s from Linton during this period. 
 
Anyone who may be able to assist can write to me at  The Police House, Meadow Vale, Green Ham-
merton, North Yorkshire YO26 8BJ or E-mail me at Jo nspi1276@aol.com. 
�
Thank you:  John Spivey 
 
 
 
Stop Press: I thought that you might be interested in that following my item last quarter on the Croix de 
Guerre medal, two of our members  are in the process of applying for them, I’ll let you know the outcome. If 
they get it, maybe we could see a photo of it (and them!) 
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This was a surprise photograph from the past and it came from no less a source than RAF Linton-on-
Ouse. 
I had an email from Alan Mawby, who is the Honorary Custodian of the Memorial Room at Linton. He won-
dered if there were any photographs that we had, that we could let him have so that he could put them in 
the Memorial Room. Never to be one to let an opportunity like that slip, I quickly produced a Photographic 
CD and sent it off to him. He would like names for the aircrew shown in the photo above, I know it has to 
be A Flight, so can anyone let me have the information. 
In the course of our email correspondence, it would appear that he knows “fergie” Ferguson, ex– Flight 
Commander of A Flight and I have asked him if he would kindly let him know that there is a 264 Associa-
tion. 
I also mentioned that Fred and Margaret Packer would have liked to have made one more nostalgic trip to 
the old base at Linton. If any of you are interested in visiting our old RAF Station, please let me know, and 
I’ll try to organise something for you.  It wont be a `Reunion Weekend’ as such, but some may want to 
form  a small group as `an extra’. 
 
 
Bail Out and Ejections  

Peter and Lindsay Wright brought to my attention this particular website. As 
some of you may know, Peter and his pilot Tony Whittaker, had to bail out of 
the Meteor Mk.11, whilst serving on 264 squadron, resulting in Tony loosing 
a leg. Miraculously (and unusually), Peter didn’t kill or injure himself, by hit-
ting the tail unit as often happened, and he escaped with minor injuries. I did 
mention to Peter that I thought he could have applied for membership of the 
Caterpillar Club, but he hadn’t done anything about it. I will copy parts of Pe-
ter’s email, so that you know about it, should you be interested and have a 
story to tell. 
“Recently I came across a web which lists all bail outs and ejections from 
aircraft from 1910 to the present day. As Peter bailed out of a Meteor Mk.X1 
on the 21st January, I thought he should be on the website. 
They go onto ask if we would be willing to inform all 264 Squadron of his 

interest in bail-outs and ejections (pity `orse Rawcliffe isn’t with us still, he was an expert at it!) If any of 
you have this sort of experience and would be willing to write a short note. Then his email address is 
mbenshar@aol.com and his website is www.ejection-history.org.uk. Mike Bennett is a retired school 
teacher who had discovered what he thought was some wrong information and his project went from 
there!. (I think I had a similar experience, with having to form a Squadron Association). Anyway, there it is, 
if you want any more info. Either contact Peter Wright, Mike Bennett or if you’re desperate, me! 
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An Email from Alan Mawby, at RAF Linton on Ouse;   
Can anyone help him with items or photos? 
 
I am the Honorary Curator of the Memorial Room at Linton-on-Ouse, of which you may be aware.  I am currently 
working on updating our post-war displays, which include a small section on 264 Squadron.   
  
Unfortunately, our photos of the Squadron during its time at Linton are very limited; for example, we do not have any 
good photos of Meteor NF14’s in Squadron markings.  I note from the 264 Squadron history that you produced, and 
of which we have a copy, that you have (or had) access to some good photos of 264 Squadron aircraft, for example 
the photo of Meteor NF14’s in formation.  Would it be possible to obtain a digital scan of any of these photos at 300 

or ideally 600dpi, or failing that, copies of photos at that sort of resolution for use in our display?  I should also like to establish the col-
ours used in the bars of the Squadron markings on the Meteors.  Also, were they the same colours as used latterly on the spinners of the 
Mosquito propellers? 
  
We already have a good print of a crew climbing into the cockpit of a 264 Squadron Meteor NF11.  Unfortunately, we have no names for 
them.  If I sent you the relevant part of the photo, is there anyone in the Association who might be able to identify them for us?  Also, 
they are wearing some unusual visors mounted on their leather flying helmets, rather than goggles.  Is there anyone amongst your mem-
bers who knows the background to these visors? 
  
I hope this doesn't sound too much like a list of demands - but I am interested in improving what we have on display!   Alan Mawby 
 
Geoff  
Thank you for sending the photos so promptly.  I was particularly interested to see that two of them include Peter Ferguson, an old col-
league from my time on the Victor, who still attends reunions of 543 Squadron.  I haven't tried printing the photos yet but hope to do so 
shortly.  The photos give rise to a few queries to which you may know the answers.  My interest is to ensure that the captions are correct 
and as full as possible. Do you know when the group photo of the aircrew was taken?   
Do you have names for some/all of them?  Who was the squadron commander in the photo? 
 
Do you know when the photo of pilots examining the drogue was taken?  
 
One of the photos shows a Meteor NF14 with a wing commander's pennant painted on it and the initials 'JCF' on the tail.  I assume that 
this was the personal aircraft of the squadron commander; what was his name?  Did he take over from Tudor?  
 
The photo of Y-Yankee is captioned 'My aircraft'.  Does 'My' refer to you?  What was its airframe number?  
 
The crash of X-X Ray: was this the one on 17 May 1956 when the brakes failed and WS831 hit a building?  Did it happen at Lin-
ton?  Who was the pilot?      
 
I see from one of your photos and the one attached to this e-mail for identification of the aircrew, that all the aircrew appear to be wear-
ing black flying suits.  Is this so?  Was this peculiar to 264 Squadron?  Was it to make the point that yours was a night fighter squadron? 
 
I note that J D R Rawlings in 'Fighter Squadrons of the RAF' quotes the colours of the squadron markings as a 'fawn' rectangle with black 
bars top and bottom and a thinner red bar across the middle.  Is this correct? 
 
So far as a visit to Linton is concerned, I should be pleased to welcome a group of any reasonable size to the Memorial Room.  However 
if, as I assume, your members would also like to have the opportunity to visit other parts of the Station, I would need to get either the 
Officer I/C The Memorial Room or the Corporate Communications Officer to take care of that part of the visit.  If you are interested, 
please let me have an idea of when you would like to visit and likely numbers and I will approach them to take it forward.  To answer 
your question, yes, Linton is still equipped with the Tucano but, since your last visit, the flight simulators have been updated with 'wrap-
round' visual systems and the two training squadrons have been allocated Reserve Squadron numbers; thus the former No 1 Squadron of 
1 FTS is now No 72 (Reserve) Squadron ( in the 1950s a fighter and, later, night-fighter squadron at Church Fenton) and No 2 Squadron 
of 1 FTS is now No 207 (Reserve) Squadron. 
  
You mentioned your newsletter.  Unfortunately, one area of difficulty we have in the Memorial Room is access to funds for materials and 
so on that are not available through normal Service sources.  However, I am keen to receive copies of your newsletters so will investigate 
whether there is any source of funding through the education section, which has previously been willing to purchase any books we re-
quest for our collection in the Memorial Room. 
  
Finally, I attach a copy of the part of one of our existing photos showing the two crew members, one flt lt and one fg off, climbing into a 
Meteor NF11.  The aircraft carries a squadron leader's pennant and the squadron badge on the nose and is probably WM186 'HMT'.  I 
have also just realised that we have some other group photos without any names and one with most of the names but not all.  I don't want 
to monopolise your newsletter but I would welcome the opportunity to see whether any of them can be identified while there are still 
people around who are able.  Perhaps you would let me know whether you would be able to take any more photos, not necessarily in the 
same newsletter of course. 
  
Thank you again.  I hope my queries are not too challenging!  Any additional information would be most welcome. 
  
Regards 
  
Alan  Mawby      
 
I have tried to answer most of Alan’s queries and Clyde Anderson is sending him more photographs and names, so hope-
fully, if anyone does visit RAF Linton on Ouse, there’ll be a super display. 
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The light entertainment page, not  featuring all RAF this time, I’m pleased to say 

Nose gear retraction. (And this is about the Ground Crew) 

Two airline mechanics were working on a 747 when lunchtime came. Rather than leave what they were do-
ing, they just took their lunch break while sitting in the cockpit. While they were eating lunch, one mechanic 
bet the other that the landing gear would not retract if he pulled the gear lever up. 
He lost the bet! (and his job I suspect!) ((I actually somehow doubt the truth of this. I reckon the shear 
weight of the aircraft would not allow it to retract whilst on the ground, and I doubt they would have been stu-
pid enough to try...maybe?)) 
 
Believe it or not...this is the transcript of an actual radio conversation between a US naval ship and 
Canadian authorities off the coast of Newfoundland in October 1995. The Radio conversation was 
released by the Chief of Naval Operations on Oct. 10, 1995.  
 
Ship1:  Please change your direction 15 degrees to the North to avoid a collision.  
Target:  Recommend you divert YOUR course 15 degrees to South to avoid a collision.  
Ship 1:  This is the Captain of a US Navy ship. I say again, divert YOUR course.  
Target:  No. I say again, you divert YOUR course.  
Ship 1.  THIS IS THE AIRCRAFT CARRIER ENTERPRISE, WE ARE A LARGE WARSHIP 
              OF  THE US NAVY. DIVERT YOUR COURSE IMMEDIATELY !  
Target. This is a lighthouse. Your call!.  
 
Editor's Note: The Navy officially denies the validity of this story, and it probably isn't true, but we 
see no harm in good-natured satirizing of military bureaucracy silliness. There is actually a video 
of this which is a lot more graphic, but I couldn’t put it into the newsletter. 
 

THE RULES 
 

The PILOT always makes THE RULES.  
THE RULES are subject to change at any time 

without prior notification. 
No CO-PILOT can possibly know all THE RULES. 

If the PILOT suspects the CO-PILOT knows 
all THE RULES, he must immediately change 

some or all THE RULES. 
The PILOT is never wrong. 

If the PILOT is wrong, it is due to a 
misunderstanding that was a direct result 

of something the CO-PILOT did or said wrong. 
The CO-PILOT must apologize immediately 

for causing such misunderstanding. 
The PILOT may change his mind at any time. 

The CO-PILOT must never change 
his mind without the express 
written consent of the PILOT. 

The PILOT has every right to be angry 
or upset at any time. 

The CO-PILOT must remain calm 
at all times unless the PILOT wants him 

to be angry and/or upset. 
The CO-PILOT is expected to mind read at all times. 

The PILOT is ready when he is ready. 
The CO-PILOT must be ready at all times. 

Any attempt to document THE RULES 
could result in Bodily harm. 

The CO-PILOT who doesn't abide by 
THE RULES is grounded. 

 
I have seen this before but it was about `The Ladies’.  

Substitute Wife for Pilot and Husband  for Co-pilot, you’ll get the drift! 
And for you ladies, I’ll send you the original about Wife’s `The Rules’ 

You can frame it and put it up in the Kitchen. 



 
 
I have been in a quandary about what to do when we are informed of the passing 
of any one of our comrades. I feel it is  important  that we do record it and  re-
flect on them and their family. However, when there are several over the period 
of the previous quarter it does put a touch of sadness into the Squadron News 

and I am keen that it is an upbeat Newsletter, and not an harbinger of bad tidings. So I have 
decided to add it as an appendix to the Newsletter and hope that you will agree with my deci-
sion, if, however you disagree, then please let me know your views and Ill try to incorporate 
your suggestion. 
 

 
Henry Gibben 
 
Sadly, I have to report the passing of Henry Gibben, who died mid-
December. Unfortunately the last Squadron News was in the post when 
Sheila, his wife telephoned us with the sad news. We met Henry at the 
Coventry reunion and we found him to be quite a character. He served in 
the Safety Equipment branch of the Squadron and we offer our sympathy 
to his wife and family. A Sympathy Card was sent to his wife, Sheila. 
 
This photo was taken at the Leamington Reunion 
 

 
Charles Ramsey  DFC and bar 
 
Charles passed away on the 31st December in Holland where he lived with 
his wife Rita at the age of 90 years. 
He had served on 153 squadron in North Africa, where he was awarded the 
DFC and then returning back to the UK . He joined 264 Squadron where he 
was later awarded a bar to his DFC and was credited with 8 victories by the 
end of the War. He was also awarded a Dutch Medal for Bravery. 
After the war, he joined the budding KLM airline and eventually retired as 
one of their senior captains. 
Our sympathy goes out to Rita at this trying time, a card was sent from the 
Squadron Association. 

 
This photo was taken in 1944 
 
Richard Stanley ��������� �

Robert was born to Charles and Mabel near Sandwich in Kent. He had two elder sisters. He was 
proud of his time at Sir Roger Manwood’s and was one of the boys evacuated with the school to 
Wales. 

His early career with Lloyds Bank was punctuated by a period of wartime service spent in India as an 
aircraft engineer with the RAF. It amused him that his son now lives and works near the ports of de-
parture and return from that trip. 

From the 60s to the 90s he was treasurer of the St Lawrence Scouts and was delighted when he was 
awarded a ‘Thanks Badge’ for this work. 

Following his retirement he worked at the Draper’s Almshouses as bursar. 

When he really retired he joined Probus and resumed his links with the RAF by joining the RAF As-
sociation. 

He died on his 82nd birthday surrounded by love and greetings from his family and friends. 
Robert died as he lived, with a quiet dignity. 
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