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Reunion News: 
Well it is sad to have to think this, but due to maybe old 
age, sickness and lack of interest by the majority. We 
have decided that this reunion, may well officially be the 
last, which is a great disappointment not only to me, but 
to the small hardcore of the stalwarts. It is getting in-
creasingly more difficult to guess at the number who 
might come, so that I can negotiate special rates and 
even more embarrassing to have to go back and tell the 
hotels that we are not going to meet those projected fig-
ures. 
For those old stalwarts, all is not lost and I will contact 
those who express a genuine interest in meeting their 
comrades and see what we can do to keep us going. 
Other than that, the Valley Hotel have been both under-
standing and accommodating (not an intentional pun). 
They have agreed all the discounts again, even if we are 
less in numbers. The extra night for £50 still stands 
(including evening meal), so that’s pretty good. 
 
Sickness: Many of our number have been struck down 
with serious illness and these include our dear Audrey 
Tudor (the Adj), and Pauline Long. Digger Turnbull too 
isn’t too well, but hopes he’ll be able to make the reunion. 
We send our sincere hopes for speedy recoveries and 
back to better health in the near future. Be assured we 
shall think of you at the reunion. We mustn't forget either 
our Dr Derek Wilkins. He has had a very bad time and it 
has thrown a big responsibility onto Daphne, his wife. 
 
 
Welcome: I had a letter a few weeks ago from Roy 
Fields. Roy was a Fighter Marshal working at Shipton but 
living at RAF Linton on Ouse. He came there in late 1953 
or early 1954. He remembers that vividly as they had just 
been the funeral of Squadron Leader Lomas and his 
Navigator, killed by a “stuffed cloud” in a low level Night 
Flying exercise. He expressed great interest in our 
Squadron, along with 66 and 92 Squadrons (well no-
body’s perfect!), as he was very involved with us,  al-
though wasn’t actually attached to our Squadron.  
I spoke to our Chairman and we agreed that he was both 
eligible and welcome to join us if he wanted to. Being a 
sensible chap, he readily accepted and indeed, has 
agreed to come to the reunion. I know that you will make 
him and his wife welcome, in the typical warm way of our 
Squadron Association. I think he has several tales to tell, 
not least, a race between Pilots and Navigators on the 
wing of a Mk 11. (Hope that wasn’t mine!!). And when a 
Group Captain `bombed’ the Canadian Air Force. Any-
way Roy, welcome to 264! 
I’m hoping you can have some input in the memories of 
those Halcyon days (?) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Kindness: I had a super surprise recently, I had an 
email from RAF Lyneham Old Boys Association asking 
me if I would like a tankard presented to the Squadron 
by Flt. Lt. D B Wills DFC and dated 1948-1951. (anyone 
throw any light on the gentleman?). It was in a job lot at 
an auction and Jim Semple kindly went to the trouble to 
find us and offer it to us, he not only gave it, but refused 
any payment for even the postage. Our sincere thanks 
to him for his generous and kind thoughts. 
(Anyone know a good way to clean pewter?) 

 
 
Trip to RAF Linton on Ouse: If 
anybody is interested in a visit to Lin-
ton, perhaps you would let me know. 
If there are enough of us, then I’ll try 
to sort something out . It wont be a 
reunion type visit, (although we would 
go as part of our Association), but it 
could be a pleasant get together. 
Anyway, I’ll await to hear from those 

interested before making enquiries. 
Maybe Alan Mawby, the honorary Memorial Custodian 
at Linton can help us here? 
 
 
Editors’ Comment: Looking through this edition, I 
feel I haven’t done you justice this time. I have had little 
input from the members despite bullying, coercion and 
blackmail. It has been a bit of an up hill  struggle. I have 
put some of the emails that I have received, not only to 
pad it out, but also in the hope we may be able to help 
some of our overseas friends get information. Can you 
help? 

H M Armed Forces We Defy 
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Brian Mann 
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I remember On and After 264 joining 264 late in 1952 as a 
very inexperienced radar fitter, full of knowledge but with 
very little know-how.  Keeping the AI (Airborne Interception) 
radar serviceable was not exactly rocket science and 
mainly involved box changing to stop the navigators moan-
ing about more range and clearer pictures.  The AI Mk 10 
radar fitted to the NF11s was an American set originally 
designated SCR 720 and first appeared in the Mosquito  in 
1943 so it had a very impressive history in terms of its ef-
fectiveness and longevity.  The crude looking scanner had 
a parabolic dish in the nose of the aircraft which rotated at 
360rpm radiating a narrow pencil beam of pulsed radio en-
ergy searching the skies ahead at ranges up to about 40 
nautical miles.  The scanner also nodded between selected 
tilt limits to give a 3-dimensional sweep of the sky.  The ver-
tical sweep was much less than the horizontal and I’m sure 
that all Navs still remember to “open your tilts in a turn”. 
 
The main transmitter valve was the magnetron; yes as in 
your microwave oven.  This British invention was taken to America in 1940 by Sir Bernard Lovell and 
his team and contributed to the very rapid development of radar for bombers and fighters in the 2nd 
world War. 
 
It should be of a comforting note to our respected aircrews that the microwave transmissions were 
switched off when the scanner was pointing backwards thus guaranteeing the perpetuation of the 
species.  Navigators will remember the b-scope showing range against horizontal angle and the c-
scope showing elevation angle against horizontal angle for a selected target.  Despite the bundle of 
crude electronics, 25000 volts on the transmitter and pressurised waveguides for high altitude work, 
this 9cm radar set gave reasonable performance and good reliability.  We dreaded messages like 
“Dog returning with a bent weapon” as it meant more work on invariably a long, cold and dark night…
but that was what we were there for. 
 
The NF14 brought a new radar, AI21, again American (APS57), this time with a nodding scanner 
which went backwards and forwards and a PPI display (plan position indicator) showing the way 
ahead as a plan i.e. looking down on the scene.  Although more sophisticated, its service life was 
very short, limited to that of the NF14.  Squadron life continued, minor servicing, night flying, air firing, 
exercises at Wattisham,  Operation Carte Blanche at Alhorn, Germany, always people coming and 
going but always the common bonding requirement of defence of the realm. 
 
I still remember vividly leaving Linton-on-Ouse at the end of my service, in February 1957.  It was a 
bright blue day, reasonably warm and I departed with most of my worldly goods in my little green MG 
sports car (hood down) to start the rest of my life. 
 
I hadn’t quite seen out my time with the Squadron.  In the middle of the previous year I had been 
moved to ASF to be in charge of radar servicing.  It was a blow at first but I was well received and 
given good accommodation and it proved to be a valuable experience with different people in differ-
ent circumstances enhancing what I came to value, in retrospect, of my service career, man-
management. 
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Continuing from page 2 
 
I was well received and given good accommodation and it proved to be a valuable experience with dif-
ferent people in different circumstances enhancing what I came to value, in retrospect, of my service 
career, man-management. 
 
The RAF had given me a flying start in my chosen career of electronics and I could not wait to enter a 
more commercial and creative environment.  I had the offer of 2 jobs, one with Avro in Manchester and 
the other with De Havilland.  One week after leaving Linton, I was moving to Hatfield to take up a post 
working on instrumentation systems for flight trials with Blue Jay (later renamed Firestreak).  I moved 
easily into this work and for 3 years enjoyed some real experience of design and development work and 
had some exciting moments witnessing firings of the missile at night on Salisbury Plain.  Being an infra-
red homing weapon the trials were made against a minimum IR noise background i.e. night.  In the mid-
dle of Salisbury  

 
Plain in the middle of the night is a real spooky place!  Firestreak gave way to Red Top and more so-
phisticated instrumentation systems all of which drew me closer to the Lightning aircraft and back to air-
borne radar. 
 
I joined General Precision Systems in Aylesbury in 1960 as a designer specialising in radar and 
weapon systems on the Lightning flight simulators.  My first project was the Mk2 destined for Leconfield 
with AI23 and Firestreak.  This was fairly quickly followed by the Mk3 aircraft with AI23B and Red Top.  
It was in 1963 that I needed more specific information on the radar system to further the verisimilitude 
of the simulation and I decided I needed to fly.  The RAF was very cooperative and it was arranged for 
me to visit the OCU at Middleton St George where to my great surprise, I met up with several old ac-
quaintances from 264.  Aircrew instructing on the aircraft and the simulator and groundcrew on the line 
and strapping me in.  It felt like old times.  I had some experience of air testing with the squadron so fly-
ing was not a novelty but the Lightning…..just like any other aircraft until you let the brakes off (so I had 
read).  My several flights were exhilarating and informative and everyone treated me with the utmost 
courtesy from the Wing Commander Flying, to the air and ground crews, to the stewards in the mess. 
 
By this time life was getting settled.  Sheila and I had married in 1958, we had a mortgage and a de-
tached house in Winslow and a newly born son.  But the real excitement in my professional life was 
about to begin.  The company was awarded the contract for the TSR2 simulator and I was to be a major 
player in the design team, responsible for navigation and weapon simulation and some aspects of the 
side scan and forward looking radars.  This was a very complex job and warranted a digital computer.  
Up to this time all simulators were based on analogue computers in which  quantities were represented 
by voltage.  For example, a ground speed of 800 knots would be represented by 50 volts giving a scal-
ing of 16 knots/volt.  This velocity vector would be factored by the true heading angle to give velocity 
components in northerly and easterly terms which would be integrated to give ground position in Carte-
sian co ordinates��������������	
�����
��
�	���������
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Continuing Eric Barwell’s memoirs, from April’s Edi tion 
 
One thing surprised Ruth: she was told she was pregnant by Lady Smithers before she knew it herself. I 
think that was in February. The Smithers, who were always putting themselves out for other people, made 
things very comfortable for us during our stay with them. 
 
 
I see from my log-hook that, whilst I flew most days on night-flying tests, I did no operational flying in Janu-
ary, only two night patrols In February and four in March. Of these the only one worthy of note was “Landed 
Manston after chasing exhaust to France” on the 10th March. At this period London was being attacked 
fairly consistently, but Defiants were not being controlled by the GCI stations (ie, directly from the radar 
tube) as these were handling the Blenheims and Beaufighters fitted with airborne radar (called AI). As men-
tioned earlier, control from the Sector Operations table was just not sufficiently accurate to position fighters 
on an average night, and any enemy aircraft found by our Defiants was a matter of sheer luck. 
 
It was very noisy at Knockholt by night, with AA guns firing from nearby sites and bombs falling not far 
away. Shrapnel from the guns sometimes fell on the roof, and I think Lady Smithers and Ruth comforted 
each other. Sir Waldron often had to stay in London when the Commons was sitting, and even if I did not fly 
I was usually on duty for two nights and then had two nights off. 
 
Having been flying on night defence for 7 months or so, and not having seen any enemy to attack, I had 
two dog-fights in the one night. That was the night of 10/11th April 1941 when I took off at 2015 hours to 
patrol the Henley sector, which I did at heights of 14/18,000 feet. I was then vectored after an e/a (enemy 
aircraft) and when at 15,000 feet saw it 500 feet above and about 1,000 yards ahead. I closed to about 300 
yards on the beam and slightly below, saw it was a Heinkel 111 bomber and my gunner, Sgt Martin, 
opened fire. He got in four good bursts whilst we closed in from 300 to 50 yards, and we both saw the “de 
Wilde” (explosive) ammunition bursting in the fuselage and engines. 
 
The e/a took evasive action by putting his nose up and climbing so that even at 120 mph, the Defiant al-
most stalling, we were overshooting. The Heinkel suddenly dived almost vertically into the cloud below but 
although I followed him I did not see him again. As I came through the cloud, about 500 feet thick at 10,000 
feet, I saw incendiary bombs strike the ground somewhere between Redhill and Beachy Head. We later 
heard that the Heinkel crashed near the coast, the crew having baled out. We landed at Tangmere at 2215, 
where the Defiant was refuelled, and it was re-armed with 435 rounds of ammunition (.303). 
 
We were airborne again from Tangmere at 0238 hours, and after patrolling the coast for some time at 
12,000 feet were vectored on to an e/a on its way home, flying south towards Beachy Head. It was a 
moonlight night, almost like daylight, and I saw the e/a 2,000 yards ahead and 2,000 feet below flying at 
7,000 feet. I chased it but evidently was soon seen as it began climbing towards the cloud at 15,000 feet. 
We could close in but slowly, and after we identified it as another Heinkel 111 Sgt Martin opened fire at 300 
yards. 
 
A real dog-fight ensued, the ‘Heinkel taking violent evasive action, tracer bullets coming from the rear gun-
ner, who at one point was firing almost vertically down at us. When we were 50 yards away and below our 
“de Wilde” could be seen bursting inside the fuselage and many pieces began to fall away from the ma-
chine. Suddenly it dived steeply towards the sea, and I lost sight of it in the cloud and haze below. The RDF 
(radar) plots on this aircraft ceased at that moment when about 15 miles out to sea. 
 
As the Heinkel was not seen to hit the sea it was termed “probably destroyed”: in fact Martin and I consid-
ered it had been treated much worse than the one earlier that night. 650 rounds were fired this time (about 
15 seconds firing). We landed back at Biggin Hill at 0415 hours. 
 
The Squadron moved to West Malling, near Maidstone, on the 14th April, and I see I flew my usual Defiant, 
N3307, in the move. I seemed to be lucky with aircraft whose numbers added up to 13, another being 
L7006, the Defiant I flew for my first combats on the 29th Nay 1940 and which stopped in a potato field at 
Manston. I was flown back from West Malling to Biggin Hill in the turret of a Defiant flown by F/O Hugh 
Percy so that I could collect Ruth and our belongings in the Standard 12 car. 
 
At West Nailing I was told of people who had agreed to take an RAF couple in their house. We struck lucky 
again, and moved into a flat at the top of a very comfortable house at Nettlestead belonging to Mr and Mrs 
Vinson. We lived there rent-free and, what was more, were from time to time given half a smoked salmon, 
which Mr Vinson sent down when fishing in Scotland. What I also remember there is the large lily-pond be-
side the house and the Huscovy ducks there, a drake named Lenin knocking at the door when he felt it was 
meal-time. 
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We were still in the Biggin Hill Sector at West Malling but a squadron of Beaufighters was already there, and 
as those aircraft with their Al (radar) had a much better chance of finding enemy bombers at night they were 
handled directly by GCI stations whereas we were controlled from the Sector Operations table. Nevertheless, 
we flew night patrols with occasional success, but at the beginning of May, Belfast was badly bombed, and so 
on the 8th May I was one of “B” Flight who flew to Nutts Corner there, when we were expected to defend Bel-
fast if again attacked. Unfortunately for us the Germans made heavy raids on London on the following night, 
in full moonlight, and “A” Flight shot down two bombers: we were somewhat peeved! Nutts Corner (I believe it 
is now Belfast airport) was brand-new with runways driven straight across fields, and hedges almost up to the 
tarmac. 
 
There was no enemy activity in Northern Ireland while we were there, but I remember one rather amusing in-
cident concerning a few of our aircrew going for a trip on an Air/Sea rescue boat on Lough Neagh. One of our 
pilots, Hugh Percy, thought it would be fun to “beat up” the boat, and when he landed I noticed a graze under 
a wing fuel tank of his Defiant, with slight petrol leakage. Hugh was an inveterate low-flyer and was always 
getting into hot water for it, and when he told me he had beaten up the Air-Sea rescue boat 1 suggested he 
had hit it. The sequel followed: the 264 officers on the boat tried to keep Hugh higher by pointing upwards, 
but he thought they were waving and so pressed home his “attacks”, misjudging slightly and hitting the boat’s 
mast with his wing. What he had failed to understand was that his friends tried to keep him higher as there 
was an Air Vice-Marshal aboard The result was something of a dressing down for Hugh 
 
We left Nutts Corner after a stay of 11 days, spending two nights at Squires Gate, Blackpool, on the way back 
to West Mailing, due to bad weather. We resumed our patrols from there, with some air firing practice and co-
operating with the Observer Corps. 
           
 
At the beginning of June I changed my air gunner; instead of Sergeant Cartin, who had been with me since 
the previous June, I teamed up with Pilot Officer Martin, MC. He was rather older than the usual aircrew and 
had been a fighter pilot in World War 1, having gained his MC whilst flying with the Royal Flying Corps with a 
bar to it for being one of those who escaped in, I think, 1917 from the Holzminden prisoner of war camp by 
tunnelling. Martini, as we called him, was a fine character who had come home from the Indian Forestry Ser-
vice to join up at the beginning of war. He was one of three air gunners with us who had been pilots in WWl, 
the others being Carlin (“Timbertoes”~ killed on the ground) and Mervyn Maggs who later won a DFC and 
who was still going strong in 1985 at the age of 86. 
 
I only had Martini as my gunner for a month before I was posted to be a flight commander in 125 Squadron, 
just being formed with Defiants at Colerne, near Bath. Martini did not come with me as he did not want to 
miss a chance of fighting and he knew it would be some time before 125 became operational, and anyway 
they were in the West Country where the chance of enemy activity was less. I was very sad when I heard 
later what had happened to him. He did not appreciate his new pilot and there seemed to be so little action for 
264, so for a short leave he vent to a bomber station whose aircraft were constantly attacking Germany, and 
hoped he could join in on the offensive. 
 
He persuaded a Wellington pilot to take him on a trip: that aircraft got badly shot up and crash-landed on its 
return, but Martini was unhurt. The next night he was in the crew of another bomber, which was the only one 
lost. A waste of a wonderful fighter, and a very fine man. 
 
It was in May or June 1941 that my brother Phil (always called Dickie in the Service) was made CO of Biggin 
Hill, as a Group Captain, which meant that for a short time I was in his Sector, which included West Malling. 
He was very popular at Biggin Hill, partly because he insisted on flying on some of the fighter operations him-
self so that he understood the problems. The AOC of 11 Group, Air Vice-Marshal Leigh-Mallory, did not agree 
with Station Commanders going on operations as he thought them too valuable to risk getting killed, and he 
tried to stop Phil from doing operational flying. However, he had to back down when Phil, like G/Capt Victor 
Beamish at Kenley, argued that he could not contribute at the various conferences unless he had up-to-date 
experience. Phil flew with the Biggin Hill Wing on “sweeps” over France: he did not normally lead but flew in 
No 2 position to the Wing Leader. 
 
Details of one of Phil’s operational flights are given in a combat report of the 4th July 1941, when he was fly-
ing as No 2 to W/Cdr “Sailor” Malan, the Biggin Hill Wing Leader. On this occasion the Wing met 30-40 Me 
lO9e fighters;  
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Phil hit one of the enemy, which dived down emitting black smoke and petrol vapour (and which Malan said 
was probably destroyed) in the Bethune area, and then being attacked in turn was separated from the Spit-
fire formation. On the way back he was attacked by many of the enemy, first by single Messerschmitts and at 
one point by as many as five. He fired at a number of them but saw no results except in one case where he 
saw his bullets strike and pieces fall off. “At one time when rather hard pressed”, he wrote, “I managed to 
hide in cloud for a short time”. He saw no friendly aircraft until about five miles off Dover, when he had just 
been attacked from behind by a Me109. I knew he had been flying operationally, but had no details except 
for learning that once his Spitfire landed with an elevator wire shot away, apart from one strand left in the ca-
ble. 
 
 
 
On about the 14th August Phil took off to test a Spitfire about whose engine a pilot had complained but 
whose cause of trouble the ground staff could not find. Just after take-off the engine failed completely and 
Phil could only attempt a belly-landing straight ahead; unfortunately. The landing was on the upward slope of 
a hill, which meant a very hard landing. Phil managed to get himself out of the cockpit (one always feared 
fire) and then was found on the ground near the Spitfire: he had a broken back. He was in hospital for a few 
days where he was fitted with a heavy plaster waistcoat. He went flying like that, not operationally as he 
could not look back, within about a fortnight. He had his back encased in plaster for about four months, dur-
ing which time at various Mess parties the plaster was autographed by many people, including an actress or 
two, which made his wife, Mary, rather jealous 
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We reported the passing of Flt. Lt. Ramsey in last quarters Newsletter, here he is with members of  B’  Flight 
in 1944 beside a Mosquito. He is on the front row, centre. Not sure who the rest of the Aircrew are, can any-
body help? 
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Yeovilton Royal Naval Air Museum: 
Recently, I was asked to help form a Wessex Branch of the National Service (RAF) Association (as if I haven’t 
enough to do!). Anyway, we had an inaugural meeting there on the 4th June and after an excellent  meal and 
meeting, I decided to seek out the first aircraft that 264 squadron ever flew. The Short 184 seaplane, flying 
from Salonika in 1918. For once my camera worked and I was able to take a few pictures of all that remains of 
this aircraft. For the pilots amongst us, you may have felt that the long nose of the Defiant, Spitfire, Hurricane, 
and later the Meteor Mk X1 and X1V obstructed your view. Have a look at this, a triumph of empathetic design! 
As you can see, the radiator is placed forward of the pilot’s cockpit and directly in his field of vision! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
I 
f you haven’t visited the museum and you’re down this 
way, then its well worth a visit. It had a splendid Aircraft 
Carrier realistic display (well within reason anyway). As 
you know, we tried to use this as a proposed visit, but it 
fell through because of accommodation for the associa-
tion. 

Not one of ours I’m afraid, but a nostalgic photograph  nonetheless, especially  for some of you  I’m sure. It’s very diffi-
cult to find photographs of the Night Fighter version of the Mosquito, so I was pleased to find this one on `The Net’. 

Radiator 

I’m not sure what the tank is 
directly in front of the wind-
screen, but think it could be a 
petrol tank. If it was, then 
that’s another triumph for the 
designers . If the crew didn’t 
kill themselves by taxing into 
something, then they burnt 
themselves to death! 

Petrol tank ? 

Forward 
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The above article was sent to me a few months ago, and I’m ashamed to say that I have lost the information of 
who the kind sender was. I usually try to acknowledge the people who kindly contribute to the continuance of 
the Squadron News. 
If you recall sending me the cutting, then please  let me know. I had a Secretary far too long in my capacity at 
work, and the result is, I’m the world’s worst filer and proof reader.  
 
If any of you have any cuttings from old newspapers or magazines that you think may be of interest, could you 
please copy them and send them to me. If they are frayed and tatty, don’t worry, I’ll retype them. 
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A picture of your Chairman, David Boden in his 
younger days, in the mess and in `typical Night Flying 
gear?’ And they reckoned the aircraft wouldn’t fly fast 
enough, maybe this was the reason.  
One very safe bet is, that David couldn’t get into this 
`uniform’ now! 
 
 

Help with emails 
David Gray 
 
From my father’s records, David Sutherland Gray, it ap-
pears that he joined squadron 264 in March or April 1941. 
he was a member of the NZRAF- he was a fitter armourer 
at this stage, along with Cyril Hector.  
His diary states that the squadron moved from Biggen Hill 
to West Malling during April of 1941- the quarters were 
very modern and had plenty of hot water! He states that at 
one stage, the squadron had only one serviceable plane left 
and he and Cyril spent all night under Clive of India’s 
guidance to get another up and running In May 1942 the 
squadron again moved to Colerne  
Are you able to confirm this information.  
Yours sincerely  
Hilary King (nee Gray) kingseat@bigpond.com 
 
And another email from Belgium this time: 

Good evening  Geoff, 
  
Going through a Flemish book by Cynrik De Decker & Jean-Louis Roba of BAHA (Belgian Aviation History 
Association) 
-(have a look at their website :  www.baha.be) - I found that P/O Guy Lewis HICKMAN (19y) who is on the 
pictures you sent 
me has been shot down over Koksijde on 31.05.1940, some 2 miles from De Panne (where Sqn Ldr DHS 
KAY crashed in 1944). 
He is buried together with LAC Alfred Fidler (27y) on the CWGC Koksijde Military Cemetery, IV.M. 16 & 15 
which is near my elderly 
home. 
  
Since the two brothers in arms are resting only some 3 miles away from each other would it not be an op-
portunity for 264 Sqn Association 
 to have a commemoration for both of them ? 
  
If you want I could try to organise some official ceremony for next year with the burgomasters (mayors) of 
De Panne and Koksijde. 
Lodgings can be arranged with the Hotel Mon Bijou in De Panne (a well established family hotel for over a 
100 years where 74 Sqn Association 
stayed during the ceremonies for Sqn Ldr John Colin Mungo Park in May 2006). 
  
Just let me know if there is any interest. 
  
Best regards 
  
Johny RECOUR 
Drieluikstraat 15 
B8310 Assebroek (Belgium) 
tel. 0032/50/35.62.85 
e-mail : johny.recour@skynet.be 
  
Best Regards, 
 Johny 
 johny.recour@skynet.be 

I must say I do spend a lot of time researching requests from abroad about 
information of members of the Squadron from their friends and relations. 
Unfortunately, it is very difficult to obtain much detail as I am not family. 
But usually am able to get enough info to enable them to get onto the Air 
Ministry Records  in Gloucester. 
I was able to recall that three years ago, Hickman’s nephew contacted me and 
luckily I had a flash of memory, and after searching back through the Squad-
ron News was able to contact him. The result is that he and his brother will be 
attending the memorial. There is an outside chance that Bob Tacey might at-
tend to represent the Squadron, but I haven’t been able to give him much of a 
warning. 
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I am, as usual, indebted to my good friend Keith Parkinson for this picture of a Meteor Mk 11. There doesn’t appear to 
many coloured photos of this machine. It was taken at the Herne Museum at Bournemouth 
 
 
Continued email from page 9 
 
I do appreciate what you told me in your mail and fully understand the situation. Therefore if "nihil obstat" in 
other words 
if 264 Sqdn has nothing against it I would try to organise an official commemoration of 264 Sqdn pilots KAY 
and HICKMAN 
in May 2008 with the cooperation of 74 Sqdn who are eager to come back in 2008. Since their C/O Sqdn 
Ldr John Colin 
MUNGO PARK lays only a few graves away from Sqdn Ldr Desmond Hayward Sidley KAY and his naviga-
tor Keith 
Fredrick HYNES they would certainly honour them during a ceremony. At the same time it would be very 
appropriate 
for 74 Sqdn to drive down to Coxyde Military Cemetery and pay respects to P/O Guy HICKMAN and LAC 
Alfred FIDLER. 
With your agreement I will continue to endeavour the organisation of a ceremony next year in May and con-
tact the 
burgomaster (mayor) of Koksijde who is a schoolcomrade of mine for an official ceremony. 
  
Best Regards, 
  
Johny 
 
Postscript: I have organised with the Chairman that we will get a bouquet of flowers placed on the graves 
from the Squadron. Maybe next year we could get some to attend from the Association. Typical of the com-
radeship that can be generated between Squadron Associations. 
 
 
Johny Recour from Belgium kindly sent me some pictures which I hope to put into the next Squadron News 
related to this ceremony. I had run out of space in this quarters edition. If we have some decent pictures 
from the reunion as well, I guess I’ll have to go cap in hand to the Treasurer as I shall be using a lot of col-
oured ink! 
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And from Alain Charpentier  Email address. alain.charpentier15@wanadoo.fr 
 
Sir,  
I discovered with great interest the 264 Squadron site and I decided to e-mail you because I try to find informa-
tions about a crew of this unit. In the night of 14-15/11/43, the Mosquito VI DZ 286 was in a bombing mission 
over FRANCE. During the return to UNITED KINGDOM, the plane was crashed near ORLEANS (possibly 
near an electric pylon at SAINT AY, over the LOIRE river) The pilot was Lt PUDSEY and the navigator Sgt 
W. H. E. ROSETTA. From 1994 I build a data base about all aircrashes in North West FRANCE and more par-
ticulary between SEINE and LOIRE valleys. For this crash I have not found accurates informations in locals 
archives and witness. I know only that the remants of Sgt ROSETTA were found March 1944 the 24th at 15 h 
00 in the LOIRE river in "Le Cavereau" place near the town of SAINT LAURENT DES EAUX, (27 km SW 
from ORLEANS) The corpse was in a RAF uniform with number 13 23941 and blood group 40. The death mo-
ment was estimated by the local doctor 2 or 3 month ago.Since this day Sgt ROSETTA is in the SAINT 
LAURENT DES EAUX cimetery and the local population take care of his sepulture. After the war, his wife 
and his brother came frequently on his tomb. I write you to have more informations about this aircrash: 
-Have contact with ROSETTA and PUDSEY famillies ? 
-What was the PUDSEY destiny after the crash ? 
In the archives of your association, have you photographs of the crew and/or the plane ? 
-Have informations about the mission of the crew this night ? 
Thank you very much for your help  
sincerely your's 
 
Marc DOUCET 
 
 
 
Rosetta and Pudsey 
You are a super lot!  Dennis Callaghan responded to the comments about Rosetta and Pudsey in the last Newsletter and I 
have been able to send a copy of a photograph (albeit not too clear), but identifiable of Rossetta and his wife. Plus a copy of 
Dennis’s Pilots log Book signed by Pudsey, this off  to Marc Doucet in France (well he would be wouldn’t he with a name 
like that!). So there’s a happy man (Homme, if my school boy French is correct, can’t remember what `happy’ is though!) 
 
I then had a phone call in early December from a chap in Pinner whom Marc Ducet had also contacted. This man, Hilary 
Thornley told me that he had been charged to find  names of men killed in the war, as some relative had complained that 
their relatives weren’t in the Town’s book of Remembrance where there were about 148 names. He took on the task and 
after years of work has been able to add about another 250 or so! One of them is Rosetta, so his name is now on this Book 
of Remembrance, which is good. 
In his searching, he tells me he came across another name of a crewman killed from 264, a man by the name of Frank 
Toombs who was a Pilot officer flying Defiants. He was killed when his plane’s engine failed and he crashed into a tree. He 
died on the 17th November 1940. If anyone has a photo or any recollections of this man, perhaps they’ll let me know and 
I’ll relay them on to Mr Thornley. Latest news, Toombs was an Air Gunner and Knocker was his Pilot, the latter emigrat-
ing to Kenya, where he subsequently died. However, there is another Toombs mentioned who went on to another Squad-
ron!?? (A mystery!) 
 
Can anyone add anything to this for our Belgium friend? 
 
 
 
 
Reunion Update: I think for those attending the reunion this year, we are in for a gourmet’s treat 
regarding the food, that’s if the menu I have had sent me is anything to go by. For all those who have 
indicated that they will attend, I will send out more details of the weekend in a few weeks time. 
I would remind you that they have given us an offer for the extra Sunday night at £50 per person and 
that includes bed, breakfast AND the evening meal, can’t say fairer than that can they. Several of us 
are going to take advantage of that. Can I ask if any of you should change your mind, please let me 
know soon to ensure that there is a room for you. 
 
There is a lot to do around Telford and it is a World heritage Site, with 10 museums and a beautiful 
valley and knowing you lot, I guess quite a few pubs! Maybe a chance to look around whist in that 
neck of the woods. 
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TAIL-END ALBERT  
by © Harry Holmes (RAF) 

 
Ah`ll tell thee a tale of young Albert,  

What `e did up aloft all alone,  
In t`tail of a Halifax bomber,  

What went on a raid to Cologne,  

T`ground crew `ad spent all the mornin,  
In stuffin up aircraft wi' bombs;  

T`crew put on all their warm clothin',  
Young Albert 'ad two pair o' combs.  

A comical figure was Albert  
By the time preparations were done;  

E`d `is stick with it's `orses `ead `andle  
To poke out through t`ole in `is gun.  

'E `ad `elmet and goggles and gauntlets,  
Flyin` boots, fur lined suit 'n' Mae West,  
`Is pockets `e'd stuffed full of `umbugs,  

'E`d a large parachute on his chest,  

When he tried to get into `is turret,  
`E were too wide to get through the `ole,  

T`engineer Officer had to be summoned...  
To lever `im in with a pole,  

T`bomber took off rather sudden,  
Young Albert was sortin` `is gear,  

When turret floor came up 'n' hit 'im,  
An `ell of a clout on his ear!  

 
When bomber was o'er the target,  
Young Albert came too wi' a start, 

For a sample from Krupps works at Essen  
`ad `it `im in tenderest part!  

 

This were not altogether surprisin'  
For as soon as the bombing began,  
The `ole of the German defences, 

Was chuckin up muck by the tonne,  

At that moment up came a night fighter,  
Alberts mouth became suddenly dry,  

So `e popped in a bloody great `umbug,  
Shut `is eyes, took aim and let fly.  

Pilot shouted, "What's 'e doin' at backend?"  
When 'e `eard gun go off like a blizzard,  

In reply Albert did nowt but gurgle-  
`Umbug `ad stuck in `is gizzard,  

`E kept firin` `is gun at the fighter,  
While 'e coughed and endeavoured to talk,  

When all of a sudden the `umbug  
Shot out of `is mouth like a cork!  

Jerry pilot were all unsuspectin`  
Of missile approachin` its goal,  

T`umbug then struck `im on t`side of 'is noddle, 
And `is aircraft fell out of control.  

"Oh good show!" said `is pilot to Albert,  
"There ain't no gunner like thee,  

And when we get back to the airfield,  
Ah`ll give thee an egg for tha tea."  

But when they got back they discovered,  
That there weren`t any eggs to be `ad,  

So they went to consult the Group Captain,  
As to `ow to reward the brave lad,  

D.F.M it were not thought sufficient,  
They were all in a bit o` a jam,  

'Til at last they decided to give `im,  
A lovely great plateful of Spam!  

I do try to keep the Newsletter in an upbeat style and also try to add some humour to it. Searching for some-
thing to fill this epistle, I camE across this modern version of `Old Sam’ and thought that as it had an aeronau-
tical flavour and that most of us had been brought up on the tales of Albert, that it might bring a smile to your 
face, although I guess it’s a bit `old hat now’ 

Some more of Murphy’s Laws of combat: 
1         Try to look unimportant; the enemy may be low on ammo and not want to waste a bullet on you.  
2         Teamwork is essential; it gives the enemy other people to shoot at.  
3         The only thing more accurate than incoming enemy fire is incoming friendly fire.  
4         Professional soldiers are predictable; the world is full of dangerous amateurs.  
5         Mines are equal opportunity weapons.  
6         The complexity of a weapon is inversely proportional to the IQ of the weapon's operator.  
7         If orders can be misunderstood they will be.  
8         The weight of your equipment is proportional to the time you have been carrying it.  
9         Mine fields are not neutral.  
10       The quartermaster has only two sizes, too large and too small.  
11       When a front line soldier overhears two General Staff officers conferring, he has fallen back too far.  
12       If at first you don't succeed, then bomb disposal probably isn't for you.  
13       Success occurs when no one is looking, failure occurs when the General is watching.  
14       The bursting radius of a hand grenade is always one foot greater than your jumping range.  
15       Tracers work both ways.  12 


