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FOREWORD BY THE CHAIRMAN 
 

You may have noticed on the second page that Brendan Cottrell has been 

replaced by Terry Butcher.  Brendan has been our Treasurer, Secretary 

and Membership Secretary for many years, and has kept the Association 

in fine shape for us all, with the accounts in good order and inevitable but 

necessary administration up to date.  He resigns with a heavy heart,    

quoting age and memory as his reasoning.  I know the feeling well    

Brendan!  I thank you on behalf of us all for the superb support you have 

given year in, year out to the Association.  We look forward to seeing you 

and Christiane for many years to come at the annual gathering. 

 

Having heaped deserved praise on the outgoing Treasurer and Secretary, 

it is with great delight that I welcome aboard Terry Butcher.  He is no 

stranger to many of you, and has held a committee post before.  His CV is 

elsewhere in this edition, but I am so pleased that a younger man has  

semi-volunteered for the job, in the hope that there are like-minded   

members out there to take over other positions! 

 

I have mentioned before that as Chairman I am privileged to see and vet 

each Scorpion News before publication.  As I write this we are nearly 

there, awaiting an update from the sharp end, but what I have witnessed is 

a superb edition, full of interest, humour and excellent articles from both 

old and new contributors.  My sincere thanks to you all, particularly 

Trevor for putting it all together, and I hope others will follow the        

example. 

 

I was hoping to have an update for you on my research into an appropriate 

commemoration of both the Squadron and Association, using funds      

bequeathed by the late Albert Arnold and his family.  Unfortunately    

matters have somewhat stalled, probably because despite the inclination 

being there, the energy and time has not.  However, I hope to have    

something for you by the time of the AGM; which is a good point to    

exhort those of you who have not done so to seriously consider and book 

a weekend away with the rest of the boys and girls at the reunion in      

October.  Derek is working hard to make it work with an exciting         

Saturday trip and fine evening cuisine. 
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I had a big birthday last year and my family present was the hire of a 47 

year old Austin Healey 3000 for the weekend.  I took the prize with wife 

Jan on a drive and stay in and around Wiltshire and Hampshire, where I 

visited Beaulieu Abbey Church.  Unfortunately it was closed and locked, 

a sign of the times, so I was unable to view our Standards.  However the 

picture later proves I was there! 

 

Quite a few Association members have visited Cyprus this year, and we 

have been made so very welcome on visits to the Squadron.  I publicly 

thank the Boss and his staff for their attitude and cooperation during very 

busy times, and for making us all feel so proud to have been associated 

with such a fabulous unit.  Scorpiones Pungunt. 

 

MC 
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EDITORIAL 
 

Well here we are again, “happy as can be” all suntanned and sitting in the 

rain?  I hope this edition finds you all fit and well and ready to perform at 

this years reunion at Derby on 4th 5th October?  I am going to reiterate 

what Derek has requested later.  Please could you get a message to or 

phone Derek to inform him that you have booked for the events as it    

appears that the hotel’s computer system may not be up to the job! Oh 

well that’s technology for you, or maybe NOT. 

 

In this edition we have been blessed by a few new contributors so you 

wont have to put up with pages of rants and jokes, however we still have a 

few to make your top lip quiver I hope. 

 

Please take note of the changes to the appointments page at the beginning 

as we now have a new secretary and treasurer, many of you will probably 

already know that Terry Butcher has taken over from our esteemed      

previous incumbent of many years “Brendan”.  I personally would like to 

thank Brendan for all his hard and sometimes thankless work in keeping 

us together in body and soul.  I know it is not easy keeping track of every-

one’s movements, changes of email addresses etc etc, however we keep 

trying to please even if on occasions we do not live up to expectations. 

 

As always I will make a plea for extra articles or anything else you would 

like to see published in the January 2015 edition, I know it seems a long 

way off but time has a habit of running away from us.  I know only to 

well as I have got a Britannia at Liverpool, Comet at Old Saram, Herald at 

Duxford and the museum at Weybridge to help.  I don't have enough time 

in a day to do my our job let alone my hobby.  Still I am sure it will all get 

done in the fullness of time.   

 

In another life, last weekend the village of Surfleet had a Pirate’s flotilla 

and Teddy Bears Picnic, to start the flotilla I fired a cannon twice that I 

had made with my grandson.  A pyrotechnical friend made some smoke 

charges that worked beautifully.  Fancy, firing a 4” drain pipe and it 

worked, perhaps we can offer our services to the MOD with a novel idea, 

its cheap so I think it has a chance.  What do you think? 

Hoot and Roar and come back for more. 
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Terry Butcher 
 

Our New Association Secretary and Treasurer 

 

Born 28th December 1958 in Winchester, I spent all of my early years in 

the south.  I have a younger sister and brother.  I attended Portsmouth 

Northern Grammar School for boys – the same school that James Cal-

laghan, one time Labour Prime Minister attended. Here I became part of 

the Combined Cadet Force (RAF).  I reached the rank of Cadet Warrant 

Officer – in some ways following in my Grandfather’s footsteps as he was 

a Warrant Officer in the RAF from it’s formation in 1918 to around 1953. 

 

In November 1976 I joined the RAF doing my recruit training at RAF 

Swinderby followed by my Apprenticeship in 128 Entry at RAF Cosford 

as a Navigational Instruments Technician.   By the end of my training in 

1979 my trade had become Flight Systems.  In the latter part of 1979 I 

was posted to RAF Odiham working on Wessex, Puma and Chinook heli-

copters of 18, 33, 72 and 230 Squadrons and also 240 OCU.  During this 

time I was lucky enough to spend plenty of time away from base at such 

places as Dartmoor, Northern Ireland, Norway, Germany, Otterburn, Be-

lize and many others.  I was married in 1981 and was immediately posted 

to RAF Aldergrove where I was responsible for the specially equipped 

Puma helicopters of 33 Squadron, but eventually got posted back onto 72 

Squadron when that squadron took over responsibility for the Pumas. 

 

In 1984 I was posted to RAF Wyton onto 360 Squadron equipped with 

Canberra T17 ECM training aircraft and spent almost every other week on 

detachment to almost every other NATO country and some non NATO 

ones too.  Six years of hard work and travel with this venerable aircraft.  

During this time my daughter, Elizabeth (now Fuchsia), and son, Christo-

pher, were born in 1984 and 1987 respectively. 

 

I enjoyed my time on 360 Squadron but was then posted to 84 Squadron 

at RAF Akrotiri, Cyprus, in 1990.  Here I worked on the Wessex HC5C 

aircraft during and after the first Gulf War, a very busy time indeed.  

Probably the best Squadron I ever had the pleasure to serve on, we were 

really something special. 
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Returning to the UK in 1993 I was posted to RAF Wittering to work on 

the Harrier GR3 and T4 as well as the new GR5.  The earlier marks were 

gradually withdrawn and I found myself posted to 20(R) Squadron/233 

OCU.  During this time I was promoted to Sergeant and the aircraft 

changed to the Harrier GR7.  I did tours in the Falklands, Italy and Bos-

nia.  In 2001 I was moved to RAF Cottesmore and into Harrier Mainte-

nance Flight on the fateful day of 9/11.  I spent the rest of my service ca-

reer here until I left in December 2005.  I was privileged to be able to take 

my uniform off and carry on as a civilian doing the same job until Sep-

tember 2007 when I left and became a Teaching Assistant for a year hav-

ing achieved a Degree in Archaeology and Landscape History in 2006.  

This decided me that teaching was not my interest and on 31st March 2008 

I moved to South Devon College in Paignton, Devon, as an Apprentice-

ship Training Officer.  In 2010 I separated then divorced.  I revaluated my 

life and met a truly wonderful lady who I married in 2013. 

 

In 1993, on my return from Cyprus I joined the 84 Squadron Association 

and was “persuaded” by our President, Arthur Gill, to become the new 

Scorpion News Editor, a role I enjoyed for many years until I became too 

busy to be able to continue. 

 

More recently I have been involved with BMAD (Bikers Make A Differ-

ence) raising tens of thousands of pounds for local children’s charities, 

various car clubs where I show my highly modified and powerful Subaru 

Impreza car.  In 2011 I became involved with 200 (Torquay) Squadron 

Air Training Corps as a Civilian Instructor. Just before my 55th Birthday, 

in December 2013, I was accepted back into uniform with the Air Cadet 

Organisation as a Senior NCO. 

 

And now I am honoured to have been asked to return to the committee of 

the Association as your Secretary. 

 

That brings me up to date ………………… so far! 

 

Hoot and Roar 

 

Terry 
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TALES FROM THE COCKPIT 
 

It’s Boxing Day 1981 and I’m the UN duty pilot at 84 Sqn ‘B’Flt, Nicosia.  The 

‘phone rings.  “Hello Reg, it’s Derry D, Happy Christmas, how’re the family?” 

Colonel D is the senior doctor with the UN in Cyprus, a real gentleman and a 

good team player.  “Reg there’s a bit of a situation building here in the med   

centre.  I’ve got a soldier’s young wife who’s just starting her labour.  It’s not a 

problem but I’d feel much happier if she was in The Princess Mary’s Hospital 

for the birth.  Can you take us down please, not a great hurry, it’s her first child 

so I’d expect a long labour and slow progress.” 

 

A chance to fly! You bet I’ll take her to TPMH! So it’s off to the Squadron to 

launch for the south side of the island – hopefully Trish can keep lunch warm for 

when I get home.  There’s quite a party at the heli when I arrive a few minutes 

later.  Half a dozen ground crew carrying out final checks, there’s the lady in 

question and her anxious husband, my crewman Sean, a nurse and of course Col 

D, who appears to be a little less composed than he had been when we spoke on 

the ‘phone only 5 minutes earlier.  “She’s actually making faster progress then 

I’d expected, Reg, so if we can get on with it I’d much appreciate it.  I don’t  

expect any problems, however, so no real panic.” 

 

Well, we never hang around when we’ve got a medevac, so it’s not long before 

we’re airborne and heading south.  I’m getting a running commentary from Sean 

as the nurse and Col D do whatever medics do in these situations.  Slightly   

worrying is the change in Col D’s composure.  He’s not in a panic (well, you’d 

not expect that, would you) but his voice has risen in pitch and he’s talking much 

faster, with comments like “how much further, how much longer, can we go any 

faster?” punctuating his chatter.  Oh if only this were the Starship Enterprise! I 

could beam him and his patient down to TPMH!!  But it’s not and I can’t so we 

have to do the best we can in our vintage flying machine. 

 

Anyway, it all ended as we flew past Limassol at 1000 feet and 90 knots, when 

Mrs S gave birth to a healthy baby girl.  The hospital, whom we’d kept informed 

of our situation, were ready for us as we landed (ever so gently) only 10 minutes 

later.  I’d not seen so many trolleys and bottles and nurses and doctors and     

everyone so excited! What a worthwhile and satisfying sortie. --------- and I was 

reminded of another birth at Christmas time, when He was born in a manger 

2000 years ago. 

 

M Reg W 
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New Hooters: 

Welcome: 

 
STEVEN LAWSON 

 

Steven joined us on 16th May.  He served with the squadron as a Sergeant 

A Eng Tech from July, 1982 to July, 1984.  During a long career in the 

service he started at Halton and worked his way through St. Mawgan, 

Kinloss, Odiham, Aldergrove, Akrotiri, Swanton Morley, Bruggen and 

Rheindhalen before retiring from the service in 1996. 

 

He has remained very busy since then and has worked on North Sea Oil 

and Gas platforms and with Fokker on landing gear (helicopters) He is 

currently working in the Netherlands and is resident in France. 

 

B.C. 

WALKING ON THE GRASS? 

The room was full of pregnant women with their husbands. 

The instructor said, "Ladies, remember that exercise is good for you.    
Walking is especially beneficial.  It strengthens the pelvic muscles and will 

make delivery that much easier. 

Just pace yourself, make plenty of stops and try to stay on a soft surface 

like grass or a path." 

"Gentlemen, remember -- you're in this together.  It wouldn't hurt you to go 

walking with her.  In fact, that shared experience would be good for        

you both." 

The room suddenly became very quiet as the men absorbed                         

this information.  

After a few moments a man, name unknown, at the back of the room, 

slowly raised his hand. 

Yes?" said the Instructor. 

 

"I was just wondering                                                                                           

if it would be all right, if she carries a golf bag while we walk?" 

Brings a tear to your eye, doesn't it? 

This level of sensitivity can't be taught.  
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THOUGHTS ON MY LIFE AS I REMEMBER IT. Part1.  
 

I recall a trip to Azaba (an oil company airfield in the Persian Gulf) - just 

before Christmas 1958.  As a J/T Electrical Fitter (Air), just three and bit 

months out of Halton, I was on a twelve week detachment to Aden.  

 

A Beverley had done a heavy landing up country and a team was required 

to go and inhibit the engines and seal the fuselage to stop the sand getting 

in; no electrician was required..  "How do you inhibit the engines?" I 

asked, "Start them and put the main fuel line in a bucket of inhibiting oil." 

was the reply.  "How do you start the engines if the batteries are flat?" 

was my next question.  "Hadn't thought of that so we will need an       

electrician with a fully charged set of batteries, any volunteers?" Up went 

my hand and Tony was on the trip.  The team then consisted of a Sgt, two 

fi tters,  a rigger and me with my two batteries.     

We arrived in Azaba and started work straight away.  Later a military 

Landrover turned up to take us to our accommodation; a Sultan's Armed 

Forces MT Sgt was driving (Abdul Kareem, a man worth knowing).  The 

aircraft was outside the oil company's compound.  We had to pass through 

a guard post into the compound and then past another to get out onto the 

road to the camp; the guards had long rifles and big daggers in their belts, 

very fierce.  On the camp (Bate El Folage) we were shown our tent, 

known as 'The RAF tent', complete with kerosene fridge.  The normal  

occupiers, from an Auster AOP 9 casevac squadron, had flown to Aden 

for Christmas.  Why was it sited with the big 4 inch ship's gun pointing in 

the front door?  We were informed that it was welded there aiming at the 

pass in the hills that we had just driven through.  We hoped the rebels  

d i d n ' t  c o m e  w h i l e  w e  w e r e  i n  r e s i d e n c e .         

Bate El Folage was a Sultan's Armed Forces fort, a square construction 
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with a main arched entrance and an inner courtyard.  I had seen them in 

films about the French Foreign Legion and had thought them to be a     

figment of the film producer's imagination; however here it was, pure 

Hollywood.  The British army, consisting of the SAS, Lifeguards and the 

REME were camped around it! 

  
I drove the next day to the airfield in the Sultan's Armed Forces Land 

Rover.  Abdul was in the passenger seat, with the rest in the back.   All 

was going well until we hit a Wadi, with water over the windscreen, the 

engine stopped in the middle.  "What do we do now?" I asked.  The reply 

came, "WE don't do anything, YOU get out and dry the plug leads, I'm 

not getting MY boots wet." and he      indicated his very shiny, very smart 

Sgt's boots.  I dried the plug leads, got wet feet, having removed my 

shoes, and learnt a lesson to last a life time - drive slowly through water.  

Over the next days we inhibited the engines (we didn't need the batteries, 

the ones in the aircraft did the job of starting the APU) and sealed up all 

the holes with brown paper and masking tape.  The windows were also 

covered and taped so as to stop them getting sandblasted.  The heavy     

landing had pushed the undercarriage back about an inch.  We lifted part 

of the freight bay floor to reveal that most of the rivets holding the skin to 

the ribs had popped leaving rows of daylight in the dim freight-bay; they 

too were sealed with masking tape.  When we had finished the whole 

thing looked like a big brown paper parcel.  Having stripped out the sound 

proofing in the tail-boom to inspect the stringers we were able to see a 

twist in the aircraft's tail structure. 
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On returning to base one day I had a puncture so I tried to find out how to 

get it repaired; I was passed eventually to the Sultan's Armed Forces MT 

officer.  He took me to a workshop the British had built for the Sultan.  It 

was immaculate, a techies dream with lathes, drill presses and all manner 

of machine tools, even a vulcaniser for repairing punctures; only one 

problem, no electric power - well that's life!  After an hour, or so, Abdul 

found me, "Got a puncture have we lad?" he asked, "Put the U/S wheel in 

the back of the Land Rover and at first light back up to the door of that 

little rush hut." he continued.  In the morning with the  vehicle backed up 

to the door, it opened and a brand new wheel and tyre flew into the back 

whilst the old one disappeared.  Not thirty seconds had passed and I was 

away to get the fuel for the day as if nothing had happened.  

On the last day with the toilets emptied into the sea, after a swim of 

course, a 'Pig' (Valetta) appeared overhead, we waved, but it didn't land.  

Apparently it had come to pick us up, saw no one near the Beverley so 

flew back to Khormaksar (Aden).  The aircraft that landed the next day 

was a Beverley from Khormaksar. After the ammunition and food stores 

had been unloaded by some very tough SAS, we piled all our gear aboard 

and strapped ourselves in the tail boom.  When asked by the loadmaster 

where we thought we were going the reply was quick, "Khormaksar."  

Back came the reply "Well this aircraft is going to Bahrain!"  So off to 

Bahrain we went, stayed the night, a long cold night with everybody else 

in 'Blue' and us in tropical kit.  On the way back we stopped at an airfield 

called Firk; the only thing on it was a road-roller, nothing else. We went 

to stretch our legs but were told to wait until the army arrived. When they 

turned up in a convoy they circled the aircraft, one truck, one Landrover 

and so on, just like the wagons in western movies. As each truck was 

loaded the circle moved round, so the next truck could be loaded. The 

story was that the rebels in the hill were likely to take pot-shots at any 

stray target that presented itself. We stayed aboard and watched the 

unloading. They were quick and efficient and didn't need us interfering. I 

never did set foot on that airfield. That was the nearest I got to being  shot 

at.  We got back to Khormaksar that day in time for Christmas.  

The Beverley at Azaba was later strapped up with angle iron by a team 

from Blackburn and flown back to the UK for repair. This was done much 

to the displeasure of the oil company employees as they had had their eye 

on it as a bar and recreation room.  
 

By Tony Harvey. Electrician. 



Scorpion News 

14 

The Beauchamp-Proctor Flying Club 
 
Whilst researching our only VC I happened across this information. 
 
“Beauchamp Proctor Flying Club in Mafikeng takes its name 
from Captain Andrew Weatherby Beauchamp-Proctor, a 
5'2" (157,48 cm) tall South African First World War flying ace, 
highly decorated and the recipient of the Victoria Cross, the       
Distinguished Service Order, the Military Cross and bar, and the 
Distinguished Flying Cross.  He was South Africa's highest scoring 
WWI ace.  Andrew was the son of the headmaster of one of the 
Mafikeng schools.  When war broke out, he abandoned his studies 
in engineering at Cape Town University, enlisted in the Royal     
Flying Corps and joined the newly formed 84 Squadron.  He      
survived WW1 and was killed after the war in a flying training      
accident in preparation for an air show.  Performing a slow loop, it 
is believed that the cushion he placed behind for him to enable him 
to reach the rudder pedals, slipped out at the top of the loop, he 
lost rudder control and went into a vicious spin.  He was buried first 
in England, but was later exhumed, and was re-buried in the      
Mafikeng cemetery with full state honours.  His gravestone is 
adorned by brass spread eagle, bearing the inscription;               
'on eagle wings I do thee bear', which is the insignia of our club” 
 
The club has a website at http://www.mafikeng-flyingclub.co.za/ 
 
Terry Butcher 
 

Just  booked a table for Valentine's Day for me and the wife.  

Bound to end in  tears though; she's awful at snooker.  

 

If you get an email telling you that you can catch swine 'flu from tins of ham 

then delete it.  It's spam.  

 

They say that sex is the best form of exercise.  Correct me if I'm wrong  but I 

don't think 2 minutes and 15 seconds every 3 months is going to  

shift this beer belly 

 

http://www.theaerodrome.com/aces/safrica/beauchamp.php
http://www.mafikeng-flyingclub.co.za/
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Echoes of Ish 
 

The Royal Air Force’s concern for the welfare of its junior members was, I 

thought, impressive.  We were looked after in body and soul and a notable  

amenity was the provision for occasionally getting out of uniform and pretending 

that you were still an ordinary, civilian citizen, by the provision of free (though 

uncomfortable) transport from camp back to the nearest outpost of the normal 

world.  Thus, the airmen learning their trade secrets at Yatesbury became       

familiar with Swindon, at that time a pleasant, small town.  (It is now an un-

pleasant, large town – I speak as one who lives there.) 

 

When 84 was spending its last few months in Egypt, the place the gharry took 

you to for a stroll down Civvy Street was Ismailia, or “Ish” to its familiars, a 

once-elegant town that, while no longer in its prime, nevertheless had some nice 

bits of architecture here and there.  It also had cinemas, cafés, ice-cream         

parlours, bars, shops and clubs – a sort of Soho in the desert. 

 

It was here that I bought my first made-to-measure suit.  Bespoke tailoring was 

simply not available to people of my background back home, where clothes were 

either “hand-me-down” or at best “off-the-peg”.  What luxury, to indulge in a 

Savile Row fantasy at affordable prices! 

 

Actually, it didn’t fit very well, but I wore it regularly after demob until a        

girlfriend told me its colour was what her family called “molester’s brown”.  

That abruptly ended its career. 

 

There were at least two nationality-based clubs in the town – I remember French 

and Greek.  They were presumably social centres for the expatriate communities, 

but in difficult financial times, they welcomed anyone in civilian dress, and   

provided a comfortable environment for a drink or a snack. 

 

One evening we were coming out of the French Club, where LAC Tony Weston 

and I had been for a glass of wine, when we were challenged by a military police 

corporal, wanting to see our “papers”.  My heart sank a mile in a milli-second, 

for I realised that I had left my “1250” back at camp.  Fortunately, as well as  

being a good friend, Tony was also splendidly bloody-minded, and on the spur 

of the moment chose to pretend to be a bona-fide French member of the club, 

affronted at being approached by this foreign soldier.  “What’s he talking 

about?” he asked me, in French, and I just about had the presence of mind to  

answer, also in French, that I hadn’t the slightest idea.  This demolished the MP, 

who, to our delight, mumbled apologies and saluted us before shambling off, a 
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broken man. 

 

Another memorable highlight was an afternoon showing in a cinema.  The film 

was “The Blackboard Jungle”, that has Bill Haley’s “Rock around the Clock” 

played very loud behind the opening titles.  The effect was electrifying;  I had 

never heard anything like this before, and looking back, I feel that for me, the 

Swinging Sixties started early, on that 1955 afternoon in Ismailia. 

 

What is “Ish” like now, I wonder? Perhaps we’ll be on a cruise that goes through 

the Canal some time, and I can get off and have a look.  But it’s seldom a good 

idea to re-visit places that have established themselves in your heart or your 

memory: they invariably disappoint, by being smaller than you remember, or 

dirtier, or fuller of people and cars, or “developed” and charmless.  Perhaps it’s 

best just to preserve the fond memory, with a side-dish of gratitude to the RAF 

for taking me there. 

 

 

John Walsh 
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THE GREEK DEBACLE 

 

The Retreat 
 

In the morning of Sunday the 20th April, 1941, at about 1100 hours the Squadron 

CO – Squadron Leader Bill Russell came into the Orderly Room and said 

“Corporal, destroy everything.  The Germans are advancing faster than           

anticipated; the Army cannot hold them, so we are moving out after lunch”.  I 

must say that I had been given some extraordinary orders in my time, but this 

was the most outstanding of the lot.  I looked at him in amazement and realised 

that this was a fact.  I had now been in charge of 84’s orderly room for two 

weeks on promotion to Corporal on posting from 80 Squadron and beginning to 

get things organised and now I was told to destroy it. 

 

As I made my plan of action, we were strafed again and the whole place shot up, 

including a couple of Blenheim’s on the ground.  This was a pity as they were 

going to fly off to Crete being no longer required in Greece.  The London      

Gazette announced later that the area had been attacked by a hundred dive  

bombers and fighters.  These in turn had been attacked by the total fighter force 

of fifteen Hurricanes which had shot down 22 of the enemy, for the loss of five 

Hurricanes.  This raid was quite heavy and involved Stuka’s and ME109’s.  I 

was beginning to get fed up with this constant diving into slit trenches and only 

having a rifle to shoot back at them.  It struck me then how vulnerable the RAF 

was to enemy attack not only in the air but also its installations on the ground. It 

was from this type of situation that the RAF Regiment was formed in 1942. 

 

The raid happened very quickly and the only time we ever got a chance to fire at 

the enemy was if they made a second pass over the area.  We had no defences at 

all, except for a couple of Lewis guns manned by armourers.  I think the other 

reason for us to leave was to get the aircraft away from Athens and avoid undue 

damage to this ancient city by German attacks. 

 

After the Enemy had left, my staff got to work.  The first files I and they        

destroyed were all the Accident Reports, Courts of Inquiry proceedings and the 

outstanding Courts Martial trials.  We then progressively burnt everything.  The 

Oliver typewriters were easy as we just dropped them on to the floor, even so, 

they took a couple of drops before they were completely useless.  I don’t know 

why we worried for I couldn’t see Germans using such an antiquated piece of 

equipment. 

 

It was surprising how quickly we got rid of everything and by 1300 we had    
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finished.  Just two hours to destroy a lifetime of work, for we also got rid of the 

Squadron History.  It is amazing how quickly things can get done, when in a 

hurry or when really necessary.  I also felt pleased for I arranged that my staff 

and self would travel in the Mobile Office which was parked near our tent in the 

olive grove.  This would mean that they would travel in the back and I would be 

able to share the driving as I now held a “B” class  licence.  This permitted  me 

to drive  a service vehicle when  a MT driver was not available.  In any case this 

was the only way a mobile squadron could move as there weren’t enough MT 

drivers on the strength to drive all the established vehicles. 

 

We were scheduled to move off at 1400 hours, so having packed my kit, I then 

proceeded to load it into the back of the Mobile Office and when everything was 

ready and all the kit loaded we climbed aboard and waited for the order to move 

off as we were travelling in convoy.  On the signal to “start up” we found the 

engine would not turn over or even fire.  Every other vehicle started moving, but 

when we got out and lifted the bonnet we discovered the engine in pieces. A  

cannon shell had gone through the radiator and smashed the engine and yet there 

were no visible signs from outside, except for a small hole through the front 

grill. 

 

In no way could we do anything about it, so we unloaded our kit from the back 

and then it was a question of thumbing a lift from someone else.  Luckily an 

open lorry came along which I stopped and climbed aboard.  There was no top 

and it was open to the elements, but there was little likelihood of rain.  When I 

settled down I discovered that I was on the canteen lorry which was loaded with 

beer, cigarettes, chocolate, nuts and raisins and so on. 

 

The beer was from as local brewery called “Fix’s”, which was a German      

company and had been made in Athens for years.  Also in the back I noticed a 

Corporal sitting there with a Lewis machine gun on his lap, an ammo pan in  

position and fully loaded.  We were now in the rear of the convoy and made our 

way through the outskirts of Athens and long the coastal road towards Corinth. 

 

What aircraft remained were flying off and heading for Crete and Egypt, while 

we the ground staff were making for somewhere where we could be taken off.  

We could see the wrecks of ships still burning in Piraeus and obviously it wasn’t 

a safe place to depart from.  The only other place likely to be suitable would be 

somewhere in Corinth, where we hoped would be out of range of enemy aircraft 

for a time. 

 

Our Corporal friend with the Lewis Gun had already discovered the beer and 

was soon swigging away merrily and getting more and more drunk every mile 
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we travelled.  We made good time and had to bail out into ditches whenever we 

were strafed.  We crossed the bridge over the Corinth Canal and although we did 

not know it at the time, the army would soon be destroying it to delay the      

German advance into the area. We travelled along the eastern coastal road which 

clung to the hillside with a steep slope from the road into the sea on our off side, 

bearing in mind they drive on the right in Greece. 

 

Army vehicles were joining our column with British and Australian troops on 

board.  Also many of them were walking beside the road.  The road was very 

narrow and as a vehicle broke down or ran out of petrol, the occupants on board 

just pushed it over the edge into the sea.  I was also concerned as we appeared to 

have fighting troops with us. I thought they were behind protecting our backs.  

My other concern was that there was very little cover if we were strafed, as we 

had the sea on one side and unclimbable cliffs the other, so we had no room to 

manoeuvre. 

By now our friendly Corporal was well on his way and nursed the Lewis with 

one hand and had a bottle of beer in the other.  I didn’t think this was a good 

time to get “blotto” as we needed to have our wits about us.  As we travelled 

south and hopefully, further away from the enemy advance, the Corporal became 

more aggressive.  Suddenly, he staggered to the tailboard of the vehicle, turned 

around and pointing the machine gun at us and said “Come on you bastards, 

come and fight the Germans”.  After much talking and trying to convince him 

that it was a little late in the day to make this heroic gesture, he sat down and 

carried on drinking. 

 

We were worried as the gun was loaded and the safety catch in the “off”        

position.  Suddenly he jumped up saying “I’m going back” and throwing the gun 

down into the middle of the truck, he jumped off the vehicle and started walking 

in the direction from where we had come. As our vehicle was moving slowly due 

to the line of traffic, I jumped off and tried to persuade him to climb back again, 

but he would have none of it and continued walking back towards Athens.  As it 

was obviously useless, I ran along the road and climbed back on board. 

 

The last we saw of him in the lengthening shadows of dusk was waving his arms 

trying to persuade others to go back with him, but without success.  Night fell 

very quickly and I thought it would be the last we would see of him.  There is 

very little twilight in the Middle East and as soon as the sun goes below the   

horizon, it is dark. 

 

We continued on our way, having no idea where we were.  After some consider-

able time moving in the darkness we arrived at a little town with hardly a light 

showing.  In Greece very few people ventured out after dark.  We had orders to 
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halt and rest up for the night, so I got out my blanket roll and laid it on the 

ground beside the vehicle.  I certainly wasn’t going to move far away as this was 

our only means of transportation.  We weren’t hungry or thirsty, as we had the 

nuts, beer and lemonade.  I soon fell asleep and knew nothing until I awoke the 

following morning and discovered that we were in a little town named 

“Navplion” on the Bay of Argolis. 

 

Much to everyone’s surprise, who should be lying on the ground beside us, but 

our friendly Corporal, who was out to the wide.  It must have been at least 

twenty miles back when he jumped off our vehicle and here he was beside us.  

When he awoke he couldn’t tell us what had happened as he couldn’t remember 

a thing.  But how was it, that he found us in complete darkness as we had be-

come separated from 84’s other vehicles and in fact were parked between two 

vehicles of 112 Squadron.  One of which contained all the kit and property of 

their Officers Mess and the other was officer’s personal kit. 

 

We stayed where we were that day, which was a Monday.  So much had        

happened  since that peaceful start on Sunday which was only the day before.  

We were now being controlled by staff of 112 Squadron and acting under their 

command.  In the afternoon we were bombed by “Stuka's” the dive bombers 

which made an awful wailing noise as they went into their dive on to a target.  It 

was quite frightening, especially if you were at the receiving end.  We dived into 

a nearby ditch at the side of the road and just hoped for the best, luckily for us 

they were aiming at targets in the harbour.  They hit a couple of ships, although 

we could not see them as we had the town between us and the port, but we could 

see smoke in the sky.  We then learned that one of the ships was to have taken us 

off. 

 

Whatever was on fire seemed to be burning a long time, so we decided to go and 

have a look to see what was happening.  As we walked along the road between 

houses and shops, suddenly there was an enormous explosion, which caused the 

sky to turn red and over the roof tops we could see a large black mushroom 

shaped cloud.  We ran to the side of the road and sheltered in a doorway.  The 

blast nearly blew us off our feet and suddenly where we had been standing a few 

moments before a whole ships plate crashed to the ground in the middle of the 

road, it was bright red with heat and steaming hot.  A few seconds later and I 

would not have been writing this.  After this episode we decided to return to our 

vehicle. 

 

This was the ship which was supposed to take us on board that evening, but what 

we didn’t know was that its cargo consisted of 500 tons of shells.  Navplion was 

a nice little town and since the beginning of the war had been sheltered, except 
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for husbands and sons who had been called up for the Greek services.  The    

people led such a quiet life and suddenly all this was happening on their       

doorstep. 

 

Just across the bay at Argos, where the fighter squadrons from Athens had 

moved, they were being bombed mercilessly.  All day long they were attacked 

and we could hear the screams of the Stuka’s.  By the 24th all but six of the   

Hurricanes of 33 and 80 Squadrons had been destroyed by enemy aircraft. 

 

The weather was fine and dry and becoming quite warm.  We were still in our 

blue serge uniform and carried our steel helmets everywhere.  It was the time of 

the year when the Greeks celebrate their Easter and children walked about with 

boiled eggs in their hands which had been painted in various colours.  The idea 

was that each child held an egg in their clenched fist and the egg would be 

banged against the egg of another child and whichever egg cracked first would 

be handed over to the winner. 

 

The Greek families were very good to us; giving us bread, cheese and wine.  It 

was very noble of them for obviously we were a spent force and it would only be 

a question of time before the Germans were there. As we were separated from 

our squadron, we were living on the basic ration of bully beef and service      

biscuits, so any change in our diet was welcome.  Though we did give our tins of 

Bully Beef away to the locals.  We could still brew up a mug of tea as we had 

done in the desert, by cutting a four gallon petrol tin in half, putting sand in the 

bottom, then petrol and setting light to it and placing our mess tins over the 

flames. 

 

We knew there was a ship just around the headland which had been bombed but 

had sunk with its stern still sticking out of the water and where a Lewis gun was 

mounted.  It was therefore decided that we would go and retrieve it, but it meant 

first finding a boat.  We climbed over the cliffs and made our way to the waters 

edge where we found a small boat.  Six of us climbed aboard and started rowing 

from the shore. There was only one set of oars so we took turns in rowing.  Our 

oarsmanship would not have earned much praise from the Navy, but we made 

progress and after rowing about 300 yards we tied up under the stern and 

climbed up a scaling net which was still in position.  The gun was unfixed and 

we returned to the shore. 

 

It took some time to row back and it was quite laborious.  As we got out of the 

boat to return to our truck across the cliffs, we suddenly heard the scream of 

Stuka’s.  They had returned to finish the job and the very first bomb hit the stern 

where we had collected the gun.  We lay on the beach watching this happen and 
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by now I was beginning to think my luck was in. 

 

We had no idea what was happening about the war, we had no radio, so we just 

hung around, fearing not to go too far from our vehicle.  When we went for the 

gun, it was only after making sure that the vehicle was immobilised by removing 

the rotor arm, so that it would still be there if the others vehicles departed. 

 

On the Wednesday morning we were told to move off and head for Kalamata 

which is at the southern end of Corinth after which there is nothing but sea.  We 

loaded our bedrolls and kit on to the vehicle and once more set off.  Our journey 

meant driving around the north of Argali Bay, hugging the coast line.  When we 

reached the top we were just beside Argos where our fighters were located and 

which had been badly bombed and strafed over the past couple of days.  We 

went by as quickly as possible, but nothing happened so we could breathe again. 

 

We made our way through the Corinth countryside which was quite flat with 

many orchards and vineyards.  The Greeks gave us an enthusiastic welcome 

wherever we went and brought us bottles of wine and food.  I felt sorry for them 

for it was obvious that they had no idea what was happening. 

 

Our journey took us all day, with stops and starts as the roads were so narrow 

and not designed for military vehicles.  We eventually arrived in the middle of a 

coastal town which we discovered to be Kalamata.  We halted outside a Brewery 

and told to debus and go inside.  Everyone thought this a wonderful idea, but we 

were soon dismayed when it was found out it was a disused.  Inside were loads 

of RAF personnel and we were instructed to bed down in the yard. 

 

I took up a position beside a wall with all my kit plus a parachute bag I had    

acquired which was loaded with cigarettes, sweets and nuts and raisins.       

However, the one blessing was that we were able to get some decent food as the 

RAF cooks had set up a kitchen in one corner.  We had stew made from M&V 

(meat and vegetable) served with rice, tinned bacon and sausages and eggs 

which had been obtained locally, plus our mugs of tea.  I am sure British troops 

would put up with anything provided they got their tea. 

 

We learned on the 18th April that the Greek President had committed suicide and 

on the 20th the Greek forces in Epirus had capitulated.  As a result of these     

setbacks, on the 21st the Greek Government handed a note to the British Minister 

stating their inability to resist further and asking that the Imperial Forces should 

leave the country.  So in fact we left Athens the day before the note was handed 

over. 
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Rumours abounded and all we did was hang around as we weren’t allowed to 

leave the confines of the Brewery Yard. But there was no certainty that we 

would get away.  We were also informed that the Imperial Forces had been    

unable to hold back the Germans, but were adopting delaying tactics.  The next 

news we received was that they were going to use Sunderland Flying Boats to 

take us off.  Those in charge commenced by selecting Group One tradesmen, 

such as Fitters Riggers, Armourers, in fact all skilled men who could be         

employed to keep the aircraft flying when they arrived at their destination.  I was 

Group Four, so I knew that I would be quite a way back in the queue before I got 

away. 

 

There is always a little concern when you realise that you may be last in line and 

not make it, so I had already started to make plans as to what I would do and 

being taken prisoner wasn’t one of them.  However, everything was going  

swimmingly and the flying boats were being loaded with far more people than 

they were designed to take.  In fact on one trip eighty four airmen were loaded 

and was just able to make it and then on one landing, an aircraft failed to stop 

and ran up the beach and holed itself.  So straightway they called a halt to using   

flying boats.  The Sunderland’s had been provided by the RAF and assisted by 

some from Imperial Airways using their Empire Flying Boats. 

 

From the first day in the Brewery we had been told to prepare ourselves to move 

off in the evening, if we hadn’t left by day.  On the Thursday and Friday nights 

we were lined up and marched to the beach, only to return to the Brewery as 

there were no ships there to take us off.  Each time we were told to leave all our 

kit in a pile ready for burning I suppose and to travel in what we stood up in as 

we couldn’t take anything on board.  The saving of bodies was more important.  

I carried my rifle and my parachute bag loaded with goodies.  There was no 

panic and everyone took it calmly, mainly because we really didn’t know what 

was happening and it was only later that I became fully aware of the situation. 

 

On the third night - the Saturday, we set off as usual just as we had done        

previously, but this time we were marched to a small jetty which jutted out into 

the sea.  We waited in the pitch black darkness among hundreds of other troops 

squashed into a small area and suddenly the order came for us to board a        

destroyer – HMS Defender which was moored alongside.  It soon became 

packed to the gunwales and I thought to myself, this is going to be a good trip 

and mighty chilly as we were going travel all the way on an open deck.  When it  

became impossible to cram any more on board, she shoved off and sailed into 

the darkness.  Soon we could see the outline of two ships and one of them 

loomed before us.  As we drew alongside I could see scaling nets hanging down 

from the upper deck.  It now became obvious as to why we couldn’t bring any 
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kit for we were expected to climb these to get on board.  I lengthened my rifle 

sling and putting my arms through the two handles on the parachute bag,  I com-

menced climbing the net. 

 

It would have been alright if I had been the only person scaling the net, but    

everyone else had the same idea, so there were masses of us all going up at once. 

It was most tortuous climb, for what with the heaving of the ship and other 

troops in their eagerness to get on board putting their boots on your hands and 

fingers.  I wasn’t sorry to get to the on to the top where I flung myself down on 

the deck to get my breath back. I prided myself on my fitness, but this really 

took it out of me and perhaps it would have been better without the parachute 

bag. 

 

I worked my way below decks and found a place to sleep.  When I awoke at 

some unearthly hour of the morning, I could feel the throb of the engines and the 

motion of the ship and I could see in the hold that we were packed in like       

sardines. 

 

We had no kit or blankets and luckily in those days my beard didn’t grow 

quickly but in any case no one would have worried after the plight we had been 

in.  I managed to get some sort of wash, more like a lick and a promise and went 

on deck.  It was a beautiful morning with not a cloud in the sky.  I could see we 

were out of sight of land and astern of us I could see another ship.  I discovered 

that we were on the “City of London” and were completely on our own without 

escort. 

 

There were lots of Australians on board as well as British troops.  “Boys        

Anti-Tank Rifles” had been placed around the deck rails as well as “Lewis     

Machine Guns” to give us some protection.  Suddenly out of the blue we could 

hear the scream of Stuka Dive Bombers as they dived upon us.  I threw myself 

on to the deck and saw an Aussie with his anti-tank rifle fire at the aircraft and as 

he did so the recoil sent him flying across the deck.  The bombing appeared to go 

on for some time, but luckily we were not hit, but certainly had some near misses 

as I was sprayed with water as the bombs burst alongside.  However, the other 

ship, the “Costs Rica” appeared to have suffered damage. 

 

We did not stop but hurried on so as to get as far out of range of shore based  

aircraft as soon as we could.  Shortly after, I heard firing from the bows of the 

ship and went forward to see what was happening.  I saw an Aussie firing a  

Bren Machine Gun at a mine which was floating beside us.  I looked up at the 

Bridge and could see the Captain tearing his hair out when he saw what was  

happening, as he had already taken evasive action to avoid the mine.  If it had 
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exploded, it was close enough to badly damage the ship as well.  Luckily the 

firer who was a poor marksman, was stopped before he could do any more   

damage and the mine and ourselves passed merrily on our way.  I was always in 

a quandary when being bombed on board ship as I could not make up my mind 

whether to go below or stay on deck.  I considered that if I stayed on deck I was 

likely to be hit by falling machinery or equipment, whereas if I went below and a 

bomb penetrated the deck and exploded I would likely to be trapped if I survived 

the explosion.  I took the former view and decided to stay in the open air. 

 

News was  soon relayed  around the ship that the Germans had occupied Corinth 

and that  we  were  just  ahead  of  them.  I can assure you that everyone was 

feeling very relieved in getting away, but of course we weren’t out of the fire 

yet.  The blowing up of the bridge over the Corinth Canal couldn’t have delayed 

them for very long.  This was 27th April 1941 my 20th birthday and so far I had 

got away with it three times.  The ships plate just missing me, the ship being 

bombed after we retrieved the Lewis Gun and the other ship being hit and not us. 

 

The Greek campaign had been a half-hearted affair with only the RAF being sent 

initially, then the Greeks not letting our bombers go forward from the Athens 

area, so their range of action was limited and then the Imperial Army not        

arriving until much later and then losing everything. 

 

The Greeks had put up a marvellous fight against the Italians and had knocked 

them for six, but they were no match against the Germans, then at that time – 

neither were we, for they soon shoved us off.  There had been problems, for at 

that time we were fighting on two fronts – in Greece and the Western desert.  

The latter forces being depleted to supply Greece.  Later it was revealed by   

General Wavell that the RAF evacuation had been carried out successfully and 

out a total force of 60,000 Imperial Forces, over 43,000 were safely evacuated. 

 

As the days passed we got further away from the Greek mainland and felt more 

at ease, although we weren’t escorted we knew we could still be attacked by  

submarines.  As we neared Crete we knew some of our squadrons and aircraft 

had been transferred there.  Little did we know that in a short time, Crete would 

fall to the Germans after a massive glider and parachute landing.  The further 

south we sailed the warmer it got and if we had remained in Egypt we would 

now be wearing KD.  As it was, all we had were the clothes we stood up in. 

 

The facilities on board were very limited as the ships had not been designed to 

carry large numbers of passengers.  It was a cargo ship primarily, so space was at 

a premium.  The holds were packed with troops and what with the heat, the 

stench was awful.           
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I found myself a spot on the upper deck and marked it with my parachute bag.  I 

still had my rifle, but many soldiers on board didn’t have theirs.  I have no idea 

what had happened to them. 

 

There was one snag in sleeping on deck and that was at six every morning the 

crew came around and hosed down, so everyone had to move otherwise we 

would have been soaked.  The small galley worked wonders with the food and it 

was wonderful to have butter and fresh fruit which had been loaded in Egypt.  

After three days at sea on the 29th April, 1941 we arrived in Alexandria after a 

journey which had been much slower than that in HMS Gloucester a few months 

before. 

 

“It was later said that the conditions prevailing regarding the evacuation from 

Greece, were in some respects more formidable than Dunkirk.  The distance to 

Egypt was more than 600 miles and to Crete 150 miles which was much greater 

than the width of the English Channel”. 

 

After a short time at Aboukir and collect as many of the Squadron personnel as 

we could we moved to Aquir, in Palestine and that’s another story. 

 

Squadron Leader George Thwaites. MBE RTD 
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''Rapid Rundown“  
Hello Brendan. 

 

It's been sometime since we have been in touch but I thought your        

association members might like to know that my book on RAF post-war 

operations is finally due to be published later this year under the title 

''Rapid Rundown“ by Fonthill.  Thanks to the help of a number of       

association members; (W. Prosser, J Gatley, J Verschoyle, F Budworth 

and D Smith).  The squadron's ops in Java and Malaya from 1945 to 1948 

is detailed in two chapters of the book.  In addition, there are a number of 

photos of the Mosquito and Beaufighters of the squadron. I'd like to thank 

both the association and yourself for getting this project to fruition. 

 

Regards 

Simon Gifford. 

 
A  government survey has shown that 91% of illegal immigrants come to  

Britain so that they can see their own doctor. 
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Picure of 233 Squaadron 1962 Kkormakar 

   

More of the Valletta Boys 
 

 

European Union Directive No. 456179 
 
In order to bring about further integration with the single     
European currency, the Euro, all subjects of the United Kingdom 
of Great Britain and Northern Ireland must be made aware that 
the phrase  

“Spending a Penny” is not to be used after 31st December 2014. 
 
From this date onwards, the correct term will be: 
  

“Euronating”. 
 

It is hoped that this will be a great relief to everyone. 
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THE No 84 SQUADRON STANDARD AND ITS  

EMBLAZONMENTS 
 

By Terry Butcher 

 

For some time I have been intending to write an article about the Squadron  

Standard and the Battle honours awarded to No 84 Squadron during its long and 

glorious existence.  One day I will reproduce the entire list of honours available 

to all RAF Squadrons, for those who are interested, but for now I will concen-

trate just on those applicable to our own No 84 Squadron.  The first thing I will 

write about is the actual honours awarded to the Squadron and then I will quote 

the AP 3327, Appendix D, Schedules 1-4 entries  applicable to our own        

Standard. 

 

The first Standard was presented by Air Chief Marshal Sir Francis Fogarty on 5th 

January 1956.  This Standard now hangs in honour at Beaulieu Abbey Church in 

Hampshire close to the site at which No 84 Squadron was formed in 1917. 

 

The second Standard (as this goes to press) was presented by Air Marshal Sir 

Keith Williamson on 23rd October 1980 and also resides at Beaulieu Abbey 

Church. 

  

The third Standard was presented by AVM TW Rimmer on 8th November 

2001 and is presently held by the Squadron at RAF Akrotiri. 

  

HONOURS WITH THE RIGHT TO EMBLAZONMENT  

AND EMBLAZONED. 

  
Western Front                         1917-1918 

Somme                                     1918 

Hindenburg Line 

Egypt & Libya                           1940-1942 

Greece                                      1940-1941 

Iraq                                           1941 

Malaya                                      1942 

North Burma                               1944 
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HONOURS WITH THE RIGHT TO EMBLAZONMENT BUT  

NOT EMBLAZONED. 

  
Cambrai                                    1917 

Amiens 

Habbaniyah 

Syria                                         1941 

Manipur                                    1944 

  

HONOURS WITHOUT THE RIGHT TO EMBLAZONMENT 

  
Iraq                                           1920 

Iraq                                           1923-1925 

Iraq                                           1928-1929 

 

There now follows the excerpts from the AP 3327 to show what was required to 

gain the right to an honour and whether or not it could be emblazoned: 

  

 Honours with the right to emblazonment and emblazoned 
 

Honour                                           Conditions of Eligibilty 
Western Front, 1914-1918              For operations in support of the Allied  

          Armies in Belgium and France. 

 

Somme, 1918                                  For squadrons participating in operations on 

          the Somme 21st March to 5th April 1918 and 

          21st August to 3rd September 1918.   

 

Hindenburg Line                             For squadrons participating in the Allied   

          offensive operations against the Hindenburg 

          Line 12th September to 9th October 1918. 

 

Egypt & Libya, 1940-1943             For operations in the defence of Egypt and 

          the conquest of Libya, from the outbreak of 

          war against Italy to the retreat of the Axis 

          forces into Tunisia 10th June 1940 to 6th  

          February 1943. 

 

Greece, 1940-1941                          For operations over Albania and Greece   

          during the Italian and German invasion,  

          whether carried out by squadrons based in 

          Greece or operating from external bases 28th 
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      October 1940 to 30 April 1941. 

 

Iraq, 1941                                    For operations in the defeat of Rashid Ali’s  

       rebellion 2nd to 31st May 1941. 

 

Malaya, 1941-1942                     For operations against the Japanese in Malaya, 

      Sumatra and Java, from 8th December 1941  

      until the final capitulation in Java on 12th March 

      1942. 

 

North Burma, 1943-1944            For the supply by air of General Wingate’s first 

      long-range penetration into North Burma  

      (February to June 1943) and for the air supply 

      and support of his second expedition 5th March 

      to 26th June 1944. 

 

Honours with the right to emblazonment but not emblazoned 
 

Cambrai, 1917                             For squadrons participating in operations in 

      support of the Allied armies during the period 

      of the Battle of Cambrai 20th November to 7th 

      December 1917. 

 

Amiens                                        For squadrons participating in the Allied       

      offensive during the Battle of Amiens 8th to 11th 

      August 1918. 

 

Habbaniya                                   For units engaged in the defence of Habbaniya 

      30th April to 6th May 1941. 

 

Syria, 1941                                  For operations over Syria during the campaign 

      against the Vichy French 8th June to 12th July 

      1941. 

 

Manipur, 1944                             For operations in support of the besieged forces 

      at Imphal March to July 1944. 

 

Honours without the right to emblazonment 

 

Iraq, 1920 

Iraq, 1923-1925                           All these are determined by the Air Council 

Iraq, 1928-1929                           after scrutiny of squadron records. 
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Robert Cook Esq 

Curator of the Kohima Museum 

York 

  

Dear Bob, 

  

Thank you for your email of yesterday, acknowledging my short message.   As I 

mentioned, the retired members of No 31 Transport Squadron, RAF were great 

supporters of your Museum in the early days.   Few, if any, will still be alive  

today, but I hope their successors are still interested in your Museum.  31  

Squadron played a vital part during the Battle of Kohima, keeping the Allied 

occupants supplied with food, ammunition, medical supplies and other essen-

tials, including a set of false-teeth ! 

  

After WW2, I was described by Air historians - as ‘Britain’s premier dive-

bomber pilot’ (whatever that means).  As a result, I was requested by budding 

young would-be authors who wrote to me, to tell them all about 84 Squadron and 

our dive-bombing tactics in Burma.   Up until 1943, the Air Ministry was not at 

all convinced that dive-bombing had any part to play in warfare.  The Air     

Marshals were convinced that a bomber should fly straight and level at 6,000 

feet to bomb accurately.   How wrong they were.  Up until 1943, Bomber    

Command crews were dropping their bombs 10 miles from the target, but      

reporting direct hits on the target they thought they had attacked.  We proved 

that the ‘Vengeance’ dive-bomber, flown properly, was the most accurate form 

of bombing in WW2.  Our problem was that, as the Air Ministry had dismissed 

dive-bombing, there were no manuals or instructions issued to the ‘Vengeance’ 

crews on dive-bombing.  So we had to test the aircraft and discover what the  

aircraft was capable of doing, by trial and error.  We devised our own tactics and 

I then wrote the first manual on dive-bombing tactics, which was also issued to 

the other three dive-bomber squadrons.  Our only limitation was that we could 

not bomb at night, as the heavy bombers did.   But we bombed at dawn and up 

until dusk. 

  

I replied to those young correspondents who had written to me, telling them 

about our tactics, our failures and our successes.  I was surprised to read my   

article, word for word, in an American aviation magazine about a year later  - not 

by me, but ‘written’ by the correspondent who had written to me in the first 

place!  I am therefore reluctant to write any more articles about 84 Squadron, 

when asked.  However, I am making an exception in the case of the Kohima  

Museum!  You are special. 

  

I sometimes wish that the people who write books, or are interested in various 
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battles in which 84 Squadron fought, would have asked me years ago for details 

and not wait until I am in my 99th year!  (My legs are giving up, but thankfully 

my mind and brain are still working well!)  Please do not take this personally, 

because all you did was to ask Derek Whittaker to announce to the members of 

our 84 Squadron Association, the existence of your Museum in York.  He replied 

that, of course, he will - at our next annual reunion in September this year.  But I 

should mention that there will not be one member of the 84 Squadron             

Association at the reunion who took part in the Burma campaign.  However, the 

publicity given to our members about your Museum will, I hope, be of interest to 

many of those present.  

  

I kept in touch with the 450 members of the Squadron when I commanded it, 

who were still alive after WW2 ended - by letter, telephone, emails and the 84 

Squadron Association magazine.  Sadly, the last member died last year, leaving 

me as the sole survivor. 

  

Flight Lieutenant Alan Blackburn and I visited your Museum every year, when 

we attended the Kohima Memorial Services in York Minster and the reunions in 

York every year, until old age overtook us!  I do not know if you were then the 

curator, but I remember meeting various members of the staff in the early 

days.  We discussed various ways in which we might help and Alan suggested 

that we make a large frame on which we could mount photographs - which I  

supplied and he mounted.  I also presented to your Museum, a copy of the book 

‘Scorpions Sting’ - the history of No 84 Squadron, in which the Battle of       

Kohima is mentioned briefly. 

  

As you will know, both Admiral Earl Louis Mountbatten, the Supreme Allied 

Commander in the Far East during WW2,  and Field Marshal Viscount Bill Slim, 

the commander of the 14th Army in Burma (who, incidentally, flew with me in 

my ‘Vengeance’ and enjoyed it) both said that the Battles of Kohima and Imphal 

will go down in history as two of the greatest battles in World War II.  I,        

personally,  and 84 Squadron are proud to have taken part in those outstanding 

battles.                                                             

  

Alan Blackburn joined 84 Squadron, as a sergeant wireless operator/air gunner 

when the squadron was fighting the Germans in Greece, then in the Western  

Desert and the Far East.  When I reformed the squadron in India, after the 

Squadron had been destroyed by superior Japanese forces in the Far East, I    

recommended Alan and several of the other aircrew for commissions (all of 

which were approved).  Alan then became my ‘Gunnery & Signals Leader’,   

responsible for the training of all the other air gunners and the navigators in their 

part in flying the ‘Vengeance’.  Sadly, Alan died in October 2012, aged 90. 
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Going back into history, No 84 Squadron was formed at the First World War 

RFC airfield at Beaulieu, SE of the New Forest in Hampshire, as a fighter  

squadron equipped with SE5s.   It distinguished itself in France and Belgium 

until 1920 when it became part of the Army of Occupation in Germany.  After 

the war, 84 became a bomber squadron and, with five other RAF squadrons, they 

kept the peace between the tribes in Iraq for 20 years from 1920 to 1940.  The 

Squadron then moved, first to Egypt, to re-equip with the Bristol ‘Blenheim’ Mk 

1 bomber, before taking part in the war against German and Italian forces in 

Greece, until the Allies were overrun and had to withdraw. 

  

84 Squadron had then taken part in the war against the enemy, first in Iraq and 

then the Western Desert in North Africa in 1941, when I joined the Squadron.  In 

January 1942, the Squadron was withdrawn from the desert and hastily              

re-equipped with the ‘Blenheim’ Mk 4, before flying out to the Far East, after 

Singapore had surrendered to the Japanese.  Three flights, consisting of 24     

aircraft, manned by 603 officers and airmen, operated again the Japanese from 

Sumatra and Java until the Squadron was wiped out by superior Japanese 

forces.  Many of the Squadron personnel were either killed by the Japanese or 

imprisoned for nearly four years.  Having lost my aircraft (when a pilot of      

another squadron stole it and crashed it in Singapore) I was left behind in       

Sumatra, in charge of the remnants of the Squadron, by my CO when he flew the 

five remaining Blenheims to Java.  As fate would have it, I managed to catch the 

last ship -  the ‘Yoma’ to leave Oosthaven, with other members of the Squadron. 

  

The survivors, consisting of some 140 of us, eventually reached India, under my 

command as an acting Flight Lieutenant.  I reformed the Squadron,  which was 

then equipped with the new American Vultee ‘Vengeance’ dive-bombers.  After 

training on the new aircraft, we were based at Ratmalana in Sri Lanka (Ceylon) 

when the Japanese fleet was preparing to invade India via Ceylon in 1943.  The 

Squadron was then selected to train with General Wingate’s Long Range     

Penetration Group, the 3rd Indian Division (the ‘Chindits’) in Gwalior in North 

India in 1943. 

  

When 84 Squadron was selected to be re-armed with the de Havilland 

‘Mosquito’, General Wingate, who had been so impressed with our bombing and 

the close support he had received from the Squadron during training, appealed to 

the Supreme Allied Commander, Lord Louis Mountbatten to approach the Air 

Officer Commanding-in-Chief, ACM Sir Richard Pierse, to allow 84 to support 

the Chindits when they were flown deep into Burma to operate behind the    

Japanese lines.  Sir Richard sent for me and gave me the choice of re-equipping 

with the new ‘Mosquito’ fighter bombers or supporting the Chindits.  I had no 

hesitation in deciding to go forward with our trusted ‘Vengeance’ dive-bombers 
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and support Wingate’s LRPGs and the 14th Army.  (The tough all-weather metal 

‘Vengeance’ was the most accurate bomber used during WW2; whereas the 

Mosquito was a disaster in India in the heat, when the glue melted and the 

wooden wings fell off).  

  

So No 84 Dive-Bomber Squadron moved into Burma on 11 February 1944 and 

we were based at Kumbhirgram airfield.  For over five months, seven days a 

week, the Squadron bombed Japanese bases, headquarters, troop concentrations, 

airfields, supply dumps, dug-outs, road blocks and bridges.  When the Japanese 

invaded the town of Kohima and dug themselves into deep bunkers and blocked 

the supply route from Silchar, 84 Squadron was called upon to destroy their   

positions, which we did.  After the War, at the reunions in York, when I met  

several survivors of the Kohima Battle, they told me how terrifying it was when 

our bombs fell on the Japanese in their dug-outs and bunkers only 100 yards 

from where they were dug-in!   Thankfully, not one of the British or Indians was 

injured, which was most gratifying to me personally ! 

  

One last point of interest.  After the war, I read an American medical report 

which stated that no dive-bomber crews should do more than 70 vertical dives, 

due to the adverse physical effects caused by the g-forces during the pull-out 

from a dive.  Every time I pulled out of a dive, the blood drained from my head, 

and my crew member’s head, down into our bodies - causing us to ‘black 

out’.  After we had levelled out at ground level, the blood flowed back again.  I 

must have dived hundreds of times - first testing each aircraft we received, then 

trials devising our tactics, then testing each pilot’s capabilities, then during  

training and finally on operations.  During the Burma campaign, I led 1,476   

operational sorties against the Japanese.  I sometimes wonder if those dives were 

responsible for the early deaths of most of my aircrew, some in their thirties and 

forties.  I will never know.  

  

I have rambled on for long enough !   I hope these few lines may be of help to 

you in your valuable work.  Good luck. 

  

We will certainly mention your Museum to all he members of 84 Squadron    

Association, which I hope will interest them. 

  

Sincerely.   

  

Arthur Gill 
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Visit to 84 Squadron – 5 June 2014 

By Terry Butcher 
 

In June my wife, Melissa, and I visited Cyprus for our belated honeymoon.  We 

had pre-arranged a visit to RAF Akrotiri to visit the Squadron with the kind per-

mission of the Commanding Officer, Squadron Leader Cameron ‘Mac’ 

MacLachlan.  We were asked to be at the main gate at 10am by our point of con-

tact, Flt Lt Ben Welch.  We arrived at Akrotiri a little ahead of time and were 

met by Flt Lt Pete ‘Mungo’ Towill as Ben was crewed in for his first flight as 

captain on the Squadron at that very time. 

 

 
 

We were taken to the Squadron where we met several members and were given a 

welcome cuppa! Unfortunately the CO could not be with us as he was unwell 

(hopefully fully recovered now).  It was great to find out that the Squadron es-

tablishment for aircrew had increased due to new rules.  There are now seven 

pilots, four winch operators and four winchmen as well as several groundcrew 

responsible for Ops and Safety Equipment. 
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Pete showed us around the squadron buildings. A few changes since my time but 

hey, that was 21 years ago!  There is a nice training room with some of the    

history on display as well as plenty of history displays in the main building.  It 

was great to see some of the models that Chaz Scowen and myself made for the 

75th Anniversary are still extant too. 

 

We then went to look at the present aircraft with one undergoing a “major”    

service and modification programme in the hanger and two on the line.  There 

was plenty of flying going on that day.  We also had a look around a live aircraft 

and discussed the merits and problems of such a small aircraft with Ben Welch.  

The newer pilots had been on the Merlin and Puma previously so the Griffin was 

really quite small compared to those aircraft.  Engineering wise the Griffin is a 

relatively serviceable helicopter.  The aircraft are actually civilian owned and 

leased to the RAF and maintained by a small section of civilian helicopter      

engineers. 

 

 
 

We were then treated to lunch in the Officer’s Mess by Ben Welch.  This is now 

pay as you dine as with most other RAF stations I have been to recently.      

Compared to the 90s the whole feel of the Mess was very quiet.  The food was 

good! 
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On return to the Squadron we looked over the newly repainted Wessex HAR2 

XR504.  It is intended to try and get this back to a reasonable condition but 

needs many parts.  One of the required items is a pair of main wheels and tyres, 

presently replaced by some Landrover wheels!  Also needed are some main rotor 

blade wind socks to try and avoid damage on windy days.  The old girl looks 

better than in 2007 that is for sure. 

 
 

We then returned to the Squadron where some other crews had arrived and 

bumped into MACr Mark Stevens who had been on 84 towards the end of my 

tour in 1993.  He is nearly at the end of his career now and it was great to see 

him again.  There was time to look around and generally chat with the aircrew  
 

Flt Lt Gaz ‘Gummy Bear’ Carr has the honour of being the present Squadron 

history man and he picked my brains on a few things.  I hope he is now aware of 

some extra info and that we have a very active Facebook page “84 Sqn RAF  

Akrotiri. Past and Present Sqn members.”  One thing I was asked about was the 

Shaibah Blues.  Does anyone have the CD with the song in its entirety and with 

the correct tune? 

 
 
     



Scorpion News 

40 

 
At around 5 it was time to go to the Scorpy Inn for a drink to celebrate a depar-

ture, an arrival and a re-arrival.  As we arrived there was a SAR callout – the 

first for quite a while. The guys re-acted quickly but the waterborne “casualty” 

was already ashore by the time they reached the shout. 

 

I donated a bottle of Filfars for old times sake and enjoyed a beer or two with 

plenty of chatting. Speeches were made and it was very kind of Flt Lt Jim Hill, 

the Squadron 2 i/c, to mention me as well.  Towards the end of the evening we 

played a game of banging a nail into a tree trunk.  There were hard rules and I 

am glad to say I did not come last – or first for that matter. 

 

Around 19.00 it was time to say goodbye. It was a good trip and the guys really 

looked after us. I hope this goes a short way towards showing my gratitude for a 

busy Squadron being fantastic hosts. 

 

I have discovered that I want to be posted there again, but age is against me, but 

I will be back in 2017 for the Squadron 100th Anniversary. 

 

Hoot and Roar 

 

El Tel 
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What is that smell? 
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New Crewman?  

Taken during a recent visit to the Squadron at Akrotiri.  Waiting for the Red  

Arrows to taxi past and take off.  I would like to offer thanks to Mac and all the 

Squadron personnel who have given up their time and made everyone very    

welcome from all who visited the squadron this year. 
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MURPHY'S OTHER 15 LAWS 
 

 

1.  Light travels faster than sound.  This is why some people appear 

     bright until you hear them speak. 

 

2.  A fine is a tax for doing wrong.  A tax is a fine for doing well. 

 

3.  He, who laughs last, thinks slowest. 

 

4.  A day without sunshine is like, well, night. 

 

5.  Change is inevitable, except from a vending machine. 

 

6.  Those who live by the sword get shot by those who don't. 

 

7.  Nothing is foolproof to a sufficiently talented fool. 

 

8.  The 50-50-90 rule: Any time you have a 50-50 chance of getting 

     something right, there's a 90% probability you'll get it wrong. 

 

9.  It is said that if you line up all the cars in the world end-to-end, 

     someone from California would be stupid enough to try to pass them. 

 

10.  If the shoe fits, get another one just like it. 

 

11.  The things that come to those who wait, may be the things left by 

       those, who got there first. 

 

12.  Give a man a fish and he will eat for a day.  Teach a man to fish and 

       he will sit in a boat all day drinking beer. 

 

13.  Flashlight:  A case for holding dead batteries. 

 

14.  God gave you toes as a device for finding furniture in the dark. 

 

15.  When you go into court, you are putting yourself in the hands of 

       twelve people, who weren't smart enough to get out of jury duty. 
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84 Squadron Association Annual Reunion 

Hallmark Hotel, Derby  3/4th October 2014 
 

Arrangements for this year’s reunion are now well advanced.  

The itinerary is as follows: 

 

Friday evening – Meet & greet, dinner in the dining room from a          

preselected menu.  Please select your menu and book your table time 

upon arrival.  No official dress standard applies. 

Saturday day – Please see details below for this year’s outing. 

Saturday 1600 – AGM.  Members only, room to be advised. 

Saturday  1900 for 1930.  Pre-dinner drinks  in the Garden Room Bar. 

Dress, minimum of lounge suit/jacket and tie please. 

Sunday morning – Farewells and depart. 

 

As stated in the last SN we have been carrying out prolonged negotiations 

with the hotel, including the managing director, to put right everything 

that was wrong last year.  We appreciate that some of you held the view 

that your next visit to the hotel would coincide with the proverbial “Hell 

freezing over” but we ask that you give the management of the hotel one 

more chance and join us.  We have looked at other venues and have come 

to the conclusion that if the hotel performs to the level of the old Midland 

Hotel then the value for money is considerably better than anything else 

that is on offer.  The price includes a slight increase of about £3-00 to  

ensure that the food and service we receive on the Saturday evening is of 

a high quality. 

 

Please also note that next year’s reunion has been provisionally booked at 

the Hallmark, Derby IF the hotel meets our expected standards. 

 

This year’s outing is a day out on the Derwent Valley Railway.  The time-

table for October is not published yet but it is expected that a departure 

time of 0952 will be continued at the end of the summer season. A day 

return ticket at present costs £5-90 and you can get off and on at any    

station along the route as long as you re-board in the same direction.  This 

also applies to “Groupsave tickets” which apply to 3, 4 and 5 people   

travelling together.  One ticket is issued for each group and the cost is  

reduced to £3-70p per person.  Tickets can be bought on the day or        
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pre-booked at eastmidlandstrains.co.uk  (telephone number:  08457 

484950). 

 

The Derwent Valley has been designated as a World Heritage Site.  It is 

visually beautiful and is of great historical importance.  The River       

Derwent was at one time the hardest working river in the world and its 

flow was used to power the engines and factories that played a huge part 

in developing the ideas of mass production in the cotton spinning industry 

and subsequently most other industries of The Industrial Revolution, 

which saw Great Britain rise to such prominence throughout the world. 

 

The line runs from Nottingham to Matlock where if the weather is        

reasonable there is a quite pleasant market town with many individual 

shops and a popular riverside park to wander around. 

 

Another stop is at Belper.  Within a ten minute walk of the station is 

Strutt’s North Mill including a guided tour (small charge).  This mills 

construction used a metal sub frame with masonry in-fill and some people 

are of the opinion that this in turn led to the development of methods that 

enabled the American “sky scrapers” to be built.  Prior to this many mills 

were of timber construction which along with the cotton created a high 

incidence of destruction due to fire. 

 

At Cromford you will find Arkwright’s Mill.  This was probably the first 

attempt to use the power of a river to drive engines that moved cotton 

spinning from a cottage industry to mass production overseen by only a 

few operatives (not welcomed by everybody). 

 

There are other stops along the way including Matlock Bath with the 

“Heights of Abraham” cable car spanning the valley.  Usually Matlock 

Bath is full of “Bikers” out for a day’s ride. 

 

The included guide overleaf is intended for schools but it is the best     

description of the valley that the railway company has available. 
 

IMPORTANT MESSAGE 

 

Please can you inform Derek when you have booked for the reunion.  This 

will enable him to cross refer everything and ensure all is booked correctly. 
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Flying Officer  MAURICE SMITH 

NAVIGATOR  Jan. 1957 – Nov. 1957 
 

We are sorry to have to report the passing of Maurice on 7th February at 

the age of 84 years.  He was serving with the Aden Protectorate and    

Support Squadron when it was transformed into 84 Squadron at        

Khormaksar. 

 

Maurice joined the RAF in November 1951 and trained as a Navigator at 

No.5 F.T.S, Thornhill in what was then Southern Rhodesia.  He also 

served at Feltwell, Bishops Court, Driffield and Wyton to mention just a 

few postings.  He served with 213 squadron at Bruggen and with 97 

squadron at Watton also with 56 Squadron at Akrotiri.  On leaving the 

RAF Maurice worked as a Computer Technician at Peterborough      

Technical College and as O.C. Computer Operations Squadron, Jaric at 

RAF Brampton. 

 

Maurice was a widower and is survived by his two daughters to whom we 

have extended our condolences. 

 

B.C. 
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CORPORAL DON B. FLETCHER, B.E.M.   

1950 – 1952 
 

We have just learned of the death of Don Fletcher at the age of 87 years 

on 4th April.  He served on the squadron as an Air Wireless Fitter at    

Tengah when the squadron was equipped with Brigands.  Don served for 

25 years in the RAF and saw service in a number of places ranging from 

Germany via the Far East to Japan.  He had many postings at home 

mostly as an Instructor and retired as a Chief Technician in 1968. On 

leaving the RAF he trained as a teacher and worked as a Primary School 

Teacher from 1970 to 1991 in Wallingford.  On retirement from teaching 

Don busied himself in a great number of capacities in the local           

community and was awarded a B.E.M. for his work.  He even found time 

to work as an instructor for 999 Squadron A.T.C. 

 

He will be missed by his wife Josephine and two children to whom we 

send our sincere condolence. 

 

BC 

 

Type 164 Brigand  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Torpedo bomber, ground attack/dive bomber  
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