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 FOREWARD BY THE CHAIRMAN  
 

My daughter was married at the end of last November (it was a brilliant occasion 

apart from the father of the bride’s speech), Christmas is over for another year, 

and New Year has just passed.  I was beginning to wonder what further           

excitement was due to me when the draft Scorpion News came through the ether.  

Oh no, another Foreword to write.  So here goes. 

 

The New Year edition of Scorpion News traditionally waxes lyrical about the 

AGM weekend, and this one is no different, apart from having a different slant 

and plenty of humour to cover the usual reports.  I am so grateful to the new   

contributors, and praise them for their powers of recollection and fresh approach.  

It wasn’t too difficult was it, and maybe you can do it again please?  There are 

also the usual mix of interesting articles, primarily of events past, but full of mili-

tary pursuits and humour.  Please keep them coming. 

 

What pleases me so much is the way our Association has developed a bond and 

rapport with THE Squadron over the last year or three, something that had been 

missing a little.  It is all down to personalities and attitudes, and we the            

Association members have the current Squadron personnel to thank for genuinely 

making us so welcome on visits, and for feeding us vital information on current 

happenings.  There really is something about 84 that stays with you for life, and 

to be kept informed and sometimes be involved keeps us happy!  Of note was the 

short video of current life in and around the Squadron shown at our AGM dinner 

which was so well received by all.  Thank you Derek for spending so much time 

at this end at the last minute to make it happen. 

 

Another common theme often extolled in my Forewords is the need for you the 

Association members to give your Committee feedback on what you think is right 

and wrong with our Association, and almost invariably we hear nothing.  One 

major exception was the annual grumble from some about the venue for our 

AGM, so we have finally ditched the Hallmark for pastures new.  Please support 

us in this new location next September.  Another major area in which I need your 

support concerns the very future of this Association.  The need for change and the 

reasons why and are eloquently extolled in articles to follow, so please read with 

care and act upon the suggestions made.  We are approaching a crossroads, and 

the future of our Association is in need of fresh ideas and new leadership. 

 

Enjoy this edition, and look forward to celebrating our centenary in 2017.  It will 

be a momentous year anyway with both Christmas Day and New Years Day    

occurring in the same year.  Think about it! 

 

MC 



Scorpion News 

5 

EDITORIAL 

 

Happy New Year to you all, I hope you had the sort of Christmas that you 

wanted.  I, in my secondary duty role spent several happy days as the 

“Man in Red” once again, even got a new uniform this year.  Also as you 

will see throughout this edition I have been slaving away trying to come 

up with an interesting and informative Scorpion News for your pleasure, I 

hope I have succeeded? 

 

Throughout this edition there are a few items which if you are willing  

require a contribution (Not Money) from you.  Please take the time to   

respond to these for the benefit of the association as we are approaching a 

cross roads and directions are required.   

 

Not only am I asking for information later but I am also trying to locate 

any Wessex bits and pieces that may be lying around, specifically main 

wheels for the aircraft at Akrotiri and any other bits for Aeroventure at 

Doncaster where I feel our spiritual home is.  If you think you might 

know of some items please get in touch with me.  A couple of years ago 

we were contacted about a set on Nose Wheels for a Whirlwind.  These 

had been borrowed from the Navy yard in the late 70’s with the idea of 

making a portable barbeque for a local Girl Guide troop.  I picked them 

up from the daughter of an ex naval chap down south, I stripped, cleaned 

then painted them and gave them to Aeroventure as spares for their  

Whirlwinds.  

 

Are you aware of the Facebook page called “84 Squadron RAF Akrotiri 

Past and Present Sqd Members”?  It is worth a look now and again if you 

are able as you may find a little titbit for the memory banks.   

 

As usual I am asking for interesting stories or memories from you please.  

The other important annual reminder is that if you change either or both 

your email address or postal address please let us know ASAP so we can 

continue to inform about all the exciting things that may happen one day, 

if you behave yourselves.  

 

Hoot and Roar! 

Trevor 
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TALES FROM THE COCKPIT – A BUSY NIGHT 
 

It’s 8.00 pm and I’m lying on my bed reading a book, just resting, in case 

I should be called upon to do something demanding.  Yes, I’m the UN 

Duty Pilot (again), and after a pretty uneventful day I’m hoping for an 

early night and a good sleep, particularly important as there’s a cocktail 

party coming up soon and I need to be in top form for that!  How          

inconsiderate, then, of the ‘phone to ring.  “Reg it’s Paddy in ops, we’ve 

just had a request from the Turkish military for the transfer of a soldier 

who’s been stung by a scorpion.  You pick him up from XXX in the 

Mount Troodos foothills and take him to the main hospital in Turkish 

North Nicosia.  Can you give me an estimate on pick-up time?” 

 

This is special, so special that we’ve been given diplomatic clearance 

from on high!  During the 3 years I’ve been here the UN has never flown 

Turkish troops and never crossed the Buffer Zone into the Turkish       

controlled North.  Fortunately it’s still daylight so we can make the     

pick-up in about 40 minutes and get into the hospital without needing 

lighting assistance on the ground.  We still do a lot of talking on the radio, 

however, to make sure that the Turkish troops know that we’re friendly 

and don’t feel the need to treat us as hostile and open fire! 

 

So by 10.00pm, job done, I’m back at home and getting into bed, mentally 

preparing myself for the imminent cocktail party and ----- The ‘phone 

again.  “Reg we’ve got another one for you.  A soldier in the Danish   

contingent (Dancon) has a suspected appendicitis and needs to go to 

TPMH on the South side of the island.  You’ll have a medic in attendance 

and they want the transfer done at low level to minimise the chance of air 

pressure changes causing the appendix to burst.”  Well, this will be fun. 

Dancon are responsible for policing the Western end of the Buffer Zone in 

the foothills of Mount Troodos. It’s pretty lumpy country, largely          

uninhabited (so very few village lights to help with navigation), and I 

have to fly at low level over the sea with the mountains and land on my 

left.  As the pilot I’m sitting in the right-hand seat, so can’t see a lot to 

help with navigation, and Don, my crewman, has to navigate in between 

looking after the medic and patient whilst I concentrate on the low flying 

(but not so low that we get our wheels wet!).  He really earned his pay 

that night, and got us safely to the hospital. 
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The hospital staff look after us well, coffee, sarnies, a bit of light banter, 

and with the heli re-fuelled and ready to go we ‘phone ops to let them 

know that we’re returning.  “Ah, sir, glad you ‘phoned, we were just 

about to call you as we’ve got another medevac for you.  ” By this time, 

of course, Paddy has left ops and gone home to bed, so one of his staff 

gives us the details.  “Another suspected appendicitis, again in Dancon, to 

go low level to TPMH, as soon as you can, please.”  If we get a move on 

and fly direct across the mountains we can pick up the patient in about 40 

minutes. 

 

It’s a bright night with a full moon and we climb steadily to 6500 feet to 

cross the Troodos mountains.  What a sight as we cross the snow-tipped 

range and enjoy the view.  But it is lonely up here – we’re the only       

aircraft flying – and we draw comfort from the voice of the radar operator, 

based at the top of the mountain, who’s keeping an eye on us.  All too 

soon we’re descending to the Dancon main base to collect our patient. 

Troodos radar can no longer see us as we’re below their cover, but we can 

still pass position reports (so that they know where to look for us if it all 

goes wrong).  And then it’s ‘take two’ and we do the low level thing all 

over again, followed by the coffee, sarnies and banter.  We do eventually 

get home, about 5.30am, with dawn just showing in the East, tired but 

feeling pretty good after a busy but worthwhile and very satisfying night’s 

work. 

 

It has been said that life in the Military consists of long periods of acute 

boredom occasionally punctuated by short periods of frantic activity.  

That night’s activity certainly verified that adage.  And if we look back 

over our own lives we may well find that they too follow this pattern.    

 

Enjoy the boredom, those periods of peace and quiet routine – you never 

know what’s around the corner and when it’s going to get frenetic! 

 

Reg Wargent 

 
I went to the cemetery yesterday to lay some flowers on a grave.  As I was  

standing there I noticed 4 grave diggers walking about with a coffin , 3 hours 

later and they're still walking about with it. I thought to myself ,                                  

they've lost the plot!!  
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The Forgotten Battle 

 

This is a short extract from November edition of Airfix Model World magazine.  

One of the featured stories and the description of making a model is about the 

Vultee Vengeance Dive Bomber and the role it played in the Battle of Kohima, 

and of course that story would not be complete without reference to our dear 

President Arthur!  The story is written by Bob Cook  who is the curator of the 

Kohima museum in York.  Also mentioned further on in this edition. 

 

Air supply for the Allies came courtesy of 31 Squadron RAF and its Dakotas.  

The squadron was the very first RAF flying unit ever to serve in India. And it is 

still a serving unit  of the RAF (Tornado GR.4) with its motto of “First in India”  

For ground attack, the Hurricanes of 31 Squadron RAF were in the thick of the 

fighting.  The unit flew the “Hurri-bomber” a standard Hurricane fighter        

converted into a fighter bomber while in India.  It was so successful that it was 

also used in other theatres, but was replaced around D-Day with the Hawker  

Typhoon.  The type was particularly later in the campaign as a “Tank Buster” 

although it gave invaluable support at Kohima. 

 

The US-built Vultee Vengeance was operated at Kohima by the RAF’s 84 

Squadron.  This dive bomber initially bound for Fleet Air Arm use  was found to 

be too heavy for British aircraft carriers.  As such they were sent to India where 

they were employed in the only dive-bomber squadron the RAF ever had; its 

existence and efforts worried the Japanese greatly.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Blue and White China-Burma-India theatre markings are  

fully evident on this 84 Squadron Vultee Vengeance. 
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84 Squadron was almost annihilated in Sumatra and Java in early 1942, after 

Japanese invasion.  A handful of survivors went to India, where the unit was  

reformed under the command of Squadron Leader Arthur Gill and the first     

aircraft arrived in November 1942.  Despite being scheduled to go to the Arakan, 

84 Sqd were selected to train with General Orde Wingate’s Long Range      

Penetration Group, the Chindits.  The Squadron then moved to Kumbhirgam in 

Assam, in February  1944.  Five months continual flying followed, with targets 

bombed in support of the Chindits and other army units, particularly in the     

Imphal and Kohima areas. 

 

Besides the RAF, various elements of the United States Army Air Corps were 

involved in dropping supplies throughout the battle, the Hurricanes of the Indian 

Air Force flew reconnaissance and combat missions. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Squadron Leader Arthur Gill poses in his Vultee Vengeance  

named “The Queen of Quetta” 
 

Thanks goes to: 

Chris Clifford 

Editor-Airfix Model World 

A very interesting piece if you can get hold of the complete article. 



Scorpion News 

10 

THE ASSOCIATION ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING 
 

Held on Saturday, 4th October 2014 at the Hallmark Hotel, Derby 

 

32 members of the Association sat for the AGM at 16.00 hours in the Hallmark 

Hotel, Derby. 

 

The meeting was opened by the Chairman, Mike Chapple, with a welcome 

speech and then introduction of new members.  This was followed by a list of 17 

apologies read by the Secretary, Terry Butcher, not least of which included our 

President Arthur Gill who is presently 99 years old but has recently been having 

medical attention. 

 

The minutes of the last AGM were accepted unanimously as a true record of the 

proceedings and there were no matters arising. 

 

The Treasurer’s report was read out by the outgoing Treasurer Brendan Cottrell. 

The accounts were for the period 1 April 2013 to 31 March 2014 and showed 

that the total Association funds stood at £5432.50 with £651.54 in the current 

account and £4780.56 in the deposit account. 

 

The Secretary then made his report.  There have been 9 new members this year 

so far and the membership stands at 143.  We have lost a few members this year 

with some deaths and others who have not renewed memberships for whatever 

reason.  He also reported that the Association had received a gift of a photo    

album by Bud Buddington who flew with the Squadron during the Mosquito/

Harvard/Beaufighter period.  He is no longer a member and cannot travel to the 

reunions any longer.  The album has been placed with the Association archives. 

 

The Reunion Secretary, Derek Whittaker, then made his report.  He explained 

some of the difficulties we have experienced with the hotel again this year.  

Their booking system has not been robust and the previous evening’s meal was 

almost inedible for quite a few members.  The standard has dropped a lot over 

the years.  He asked for suggestions for an alternative venue to be e-mailed or 

mailed to him for discussion by the committee.  He asked the membership for 

permission to place £300 behind the bar for pre evening meal drinks.  This was 

voted for unanimously. 

 

He then told the AGM that we had dealt with three research enquiries in recent 

months and that we had managed to help the families with really useful          

information, mainly by our President Arthur Gill. 
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Our Newsletter Editor, Trevor Wright, appealed for more copy for the Scorpion 

News but also urged all members to keep us informed if they change address or  

e-mail address.  These need to be kept up to date so that members receive their 

magazines.  He also checked that the members were happy with the format of the 

Scorpion News and was assured that they were. 

 

The Archivist, Chaz Scowen, told the members about this year’s memorabilia 

display, new material on show and also some information that the Shuttleworth 

Collection SE5A aircraft has been found to have served on 84 Squadron and 

even got a kill just before the end of WW1.  This is now the oldest combat     

aircraft still flying in the world that has a kill attributed to it and it is flying in 84 

Squadron markings.  He also read out his latest edition of “Don’t tell the       

Ministry” missive of interesting facts about 84 Squadron. 

 

The Chairman then talked about the memorabilia restoration project on the 

Squadron in Cyprus.  The Squadron has a large collection of photos dating back 

many years but over the last 30 years there has been deterioration in the albums 

and some of the pictures.  The Squadron have asked for help from the             

Association to restore and protect these for the future.  It has been proposed that 

500 Euros from Albert Arnold’s bequest be sent to the Squadron to assist with 

this project.  The Chairman asked the AGM to vote to support this and the vote 

was unanimous. (See article later in this edition) 

 

Derek Whittaker then asked the AGM for permission to make a donation to the    

Kohima Museum in York.  This was a project that our President, Arthur Gill, has 

said that he would like assistance with as the museum is unfunded except by 

gifts.  84 Squadron played a pivotal role in this battle and that at Imphal, battles 

which turned the tide of the war and finally started defeating the Japanese armies 

for the first time.  The Association has since donated £500 to the museum in 

memory of all those members of 84 Squadron who took a prominent part in 

one of the major battles of WW2  (as described by the Supreme Commander, 

Viscount Lord Louis Mountbatten of Burma and Viscount Field Marshal Bill 

Slim, Commander of the 14th Army). 
 

Terry Butcher then talked about two contacts he had recently made.  The first 

was with the Beauchamp-Proctor Flying Club in Mafeking, South Africa.  This 

club is named after our very own Captain Beauchamp-Proctor VC who was from 

this area and was the only recipient of the Victoria Cross gallantry medal the 

Squadron has had to date.  The club is quite small but has a memorial fly-in each 

year to celebrate the life of Capt Beauchamp-Proctor.  It was proposed that the 

club be given Associate Membership to the Association – a non-voting member-

ship.  This was carried unanimously.  Terry also talked about 84 (Coventry) 
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Squadron, Air Training Corps (ATC).  He would like to open a dialogue with 

this Squadron with a view to involving them in our 2017 100th Anniversary  

celebrations.  The membership asked Terry to continue to pursue links with this 

unit. 

 

The Vice-Chairman, Mike Faulkner, discussed the future of the Association with 

the membership.  He pointed out that if we were to have a healthy future, then 

the younger generation would need to take on the various committee posts as 

they fell vacant.  Several members of the current committee had served for a 

good few years and some were on their second or third stint on the committee.  

In addition, he felt that the posts of Chairman and Vice-Chairman needed to be 

put into proper context, as the Association had always prided itself on its ‘no 

rank’ approach to reunions and to the Association in general.   

 

He explained that the original President, Owen Greenwood, had been an airman 

and that he had been succeeded by Arthur Gill who had commanded the    

Squadron in Burma.  Arthur had himself been the Chairman until he became  

unwell in 1993.  He was followed by Mike Faulkner in 1994, and then by Mike 

Chapple in 2008, again both ex C.O.s.  He then pointed out that there is in fact 

no constitutional requirement for the post to be held by an ex C.O.   

 

There had been discussion in the committee on this subject and it was felt that 

the membership should look to replace the present Chairmanships at the next one 

or two AGMs.  Mike then encouraged all members to consider who would be 

their ideal replacements, irrespective of specialisation, and perhaps including 

members from the younger generation.  He also asked everyone present to     

contact as many ex-84 friends and associates as possible, so as to encourage 

them to join the Association and to attend future reunions. 

 

In Any Other Business Dave Mabon asked if the members would be kind enough 

to make donations to the SSAFA fund by using the envelopes left on the dinner 

tables that evening.  The members were also asked if anyone would be capable 

of re-vamping the Association Website. 

 

With no other business to discuss the Chairman closed the meeting at 17.10 and 

the membership dispersed until the evening meal. 

 

Terry Butcher 

Association Secretary 
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TAKING THE ASSOCIATION INTO THE FUTURE 

 

At the AGM in October, the meeting expressed a unanimous wish that the      

Association should continue in its present form, despite the fact that the 2014 

attendance was almost as low as the 2012 reunion in Southampton.  Whilst the 

reduction in numbers was partly due to some members’ reaction to the Hallmark 

Hotel’s poor performance in recent years, and also to difficulties caused by   

having to delay this year’s reunion by a week, there was nevertheless a need to 

look at the measures necessary for a secure future.  Well, here goes. 

 

Of prime importance is the need for members to attend the Reunion weekends, 

of course, and there was a good number of new attendees this year.  That’s great 

because after all, it is the people who are going to be at the reunion, the people 

we want to see again that matter – or it should be.  However, perhaps we may 

also need to be prepared to help with running things – or, if we do not feel able 

to help directly, then at least to suggest someone who could!  The committee 

feels that we should make this a priority, and the Chairman has asked me to   

begin the process by writing to you. 

 

At the next AGM we need to have nominations in hand for as many of the    

committee posts as possible.  This is not because the current committee intends 

(at the moment) to resign en masse, but because we need to be able to respond to 

future needs as they arise.  In fact, the current line-up is comparatively fresh, 

(with some notable exceptions – and some very recent additions!) and we all 

hope I am sure, that the core will remain happy to continue for some years yet.  

However, the changing membership and the eras represented present a good  

opportunity, at least to begin the desired ’roulement’.   

 

Our current Chairman, Mike Chapple, would ideally like to hand over to his  

successor at the 2016 AGM.  To provide suitable continuity, it would be good if 

that successor could take on the role of Deputy Chairman beforehand, as Mike 

Chapple did when I had the Chair.  Therefore, Mike and I have agreed that I 

should stand down at the next AGM and as a result nominations for Deputy 

Chairman will be needed.  The post of Chairman has until now been held by  

former squadron commanders, but this is not required by the constitution.  It is 

simply the way it has been hitherto, since the first Chairman was Arthur Gill.  I 

followed him when he temporarily became too ill to continue, and Mike Chapple 

kindly agreed to take over from me.  Times change, and whilst in the past it 

would perhaps have been normal to have such an arrangement, today there is no 

reason why the election should not be open to all.  Indeed, rank has never been 

acknowledged at our reunions and groundcrew have always been at the heart of 

things, as they were on the Squadron itself.  Members will doubtless remember 



Scorpion News 

14 

that the Association’s first president, Owen Greenwood, was himself ground-

crew.  A nomination form for your use will be published in this and the Summer 

edition of the Scorpion News. 

 

Mike Faulkner Vice Chairman 
 

Nine thoughts to ponder  
 

Number 9 
Death is the number 1 killer in the world. 

 
Number 8 

Life is sexually transmitted. 
 

Number 7 
Good health is merely the slowest possible rate at which one can die. 

 
Number 6 

Men have two emotions: hungry and horny, and they can't tell them apart …       
If you see a gleam in his eyes, make him a sandwich. 

 
Number 5 

Give a person a fish and you feed them for a day.  Teach a person to use the 
internet and they won't bother you for weeks, months, maybe years. 

 
Number 4 

Health nuts are going to feel stupid someday, lying in the hospital,  
dying of nothing. 

 
Number 3 

All of us could take a lesson from the weather. It pays no attention to criticism. 
 

Number2 
In the 60's, people took acid to make the world weird. Now the world is weird, 

and people take Prozac to make it normal. 
 

Number 1 
Life is like a jar of Jalapeño peppers.   

What you do today might burn your ass tomorrow. 
 

...and as someone recently said to me: 
Don't worry about old age; it doesn't last that long.  
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84 SQUADRON ASSOCIATION  

COMMITTEE NOMINATION FORM 
 

If you would like to help keep the Association alive by volunteering for any of 

the committee positions, please nominate yourself against the jobs you feel you 

could do.  If you are unable to help personally, but would like to suggest a fellow 

member, please place his or her name against the relevant position.  If you know 

that the individual is willing to be nominated, please write ‘willing’ after the 

name.  If you do not know, please write ‘not known’. 

Do not worry if the person concerned is already serving on the committee – 

nominate them anyway.  They may wish to continue! 

Nomination forms will become the basis for a list of willing candidates, to be 

used if an election for that position becomes necessary.  If a ‘sitting’ member is 

happy to continue in post, ratification will be sought at AGM as usual. 

 

CHAIRMAN:……………………………………………………………... 

 

DEPUTY CHAIRMAN:………………………………………………….. 

 

REUNION ORGANISER:……………………………………………….. 

 

SECRETARY/MEMBERSHIP SECRETARY:………………………... 

 

TREASURER:…………………………………………………………….. 

 

SCORPION NEWS EDITOR:…………………………………………… 
 

HISTORY AND MEMORABILIA MEMBER:………………………... 

 

Mike Faulkner Vice Chairman 

 

 

Please return to Mike Faulkner by email or to the address shown in the front of 

this issue.  Thanks. 

Oh, and I nearly forgot:  HOOT and ROAR! 
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My First Overseas Tour 

by 

George J Thwaites MBE 

 
Throughout my Service Career of 33 years I did six overseas tours serving in the 

Middle East, Ceylon (Sri Lanka), Cyprus, Egypt, Malaya and the USA. In fact I 

spent more time overseas than in the United Kingdom and my first tour com-

menced on Monday the 19th February, 1940. I was 18 and I departed from Mrs 

Baldwin’s, my civilian billet since I left RAF Upwood, the Recruits Centre in 

1939 for overseas. It was a sad occasion with lots of tears and even I felt so sorry 

to be leaving such a pleasant family for they had been so good to me, just like a 

second home. You may be wondering how I came to be in civilian accommoda-

tion; well the fact is that when I finished my basic training at Upwood I was 

posted to Headquarters No. 16 (R) Group, Black Lion Fields, Gillingham in 

Kent. 

 

I was in full marching order when I moved and arrived at Gillingham Railway 

Station late afternoon and when I came out of the Booking Hall a Corporal, 

whom I was later to discover called Les Chevis was standing beside a RAF Blue 

Hillman van. As I approached he said are you “Thwaites”, to which I replied 

“Yes Corporal”. His next question was, where are you going to live. I was taken 

aback with this statement and I said “doesn’t the RAF provide accommodation” 

and the answer was “Yes” but we all live in civilian “digs”. When he said that, I 

had visions of walking around Gillingham looking for a place to rest my head. 

However, he quickly replied “there is a room to spare where I live, would you 

like to stay there”?. Having agreed, the next minute I was in the van and being 

whisked down Balmoral Road beside the station and then we stopped at number 

110 and was soon ensconced in a bedroom unpacking my kit. That evening he 

briefed me that the RAF gave us 30 shillings a week of which I gave Mrs Bald-

win 25 shillings and for that I got three meals a day and all my washing and 

mending, plus being taught cribbage and whist by Mrs Baldwin. 

 

When I left Gillingham my Route Form, which is issued before proceeding on a 

journey and indicates that the move is official, stated that I was to report to the 

Railway Transport Officer (RTO) at Waterloo Station. All other details were 

secret and when I asked about them, was told “Don’t you know there’s a war 

on”. An expression which was found most useful by officers in command on 

many occasions. At this stage you wouldn’t think there was a war, except for a 

few inconveniences. 
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On arriving at Waterloo Station, the place was milling with troops, all in uniform 

of every shape and size. I had never seen so many servicemen in one place be-

fore and from so many different countries. After a search, I found the RTO and 

was told to report to a platform where I found a large RAF contingent waiting. I 

joined in and we were checked against a nominal roll, this seemed to be a con-

tinuous occurrence. Eventually a train arrived, it wasn’t anything special expect 

it appeared to be older and dirtier than the normal rolling stock. We climbed 

aboard and later I was to learn that the proper word was “entrained”. 

 

There was an air of excitement and wondering about the unknown. The whole of 

the RAF  Draft from what I could see had only been in the RAF since            

September, 1939 and I with my Leading Aircraftsman Propeller badges on each 

arm was an “old sweat having enlisted in 1938”.  The other factor to confirm this 

was that I had a six figure service number, which was pre-war while those 

around me had a seven figure number.  There was a real mixture, those who had 

joined voluntarily had “VR” badges on their lapels indicating that they were 

“Volunteer Reserve” and had been in the RAF before war commenced.  These 

came to be known as “Very Recent” – (VR’s).  The others were “Auxiliaries” 

who were serving in the “Royal Auxiliary Air Force” and had served pre-war. 

Then there were those who had been called up under National Service. 

 

I had some sandwiches which I had brought from Gillingham packed by Lou 

before I left.  As I hadn’t eaten since breakfast, I soon polished them off.     

Eventually we set off and made our way south westwards and in due course   

arrived at Portsmouth Dockyard in the late afternoon.  It was now getting dark 

and we came to a stop beside an old tub of a ship which had seen better days.  

We detrained – (the other word), formed up and then crowded on board, still  

carrying our two kitbags.  We found places on deck and marked it with our kit, 

some people decided to go below, however I felt if I remained on deck I could 

get off quickly if we were mined or torpedoed.  After all it was war and this type 

of occurrence was actually taking place in the English Channel. 

 

I have often thought since, how in those days you could leave things lying about 

with never a thought of anything being stolen – it just didn’t happen.  I cannot 

recollect throughout my service career ever having anything stolen.  I suppose 

the Air Force Act was a deterrent, for stealing was a serious crime, treated as 

seriously as murder. 

 

After the ship was loaded we moved away from the quayside and anchored in 

the harbour.  As I looked around, I could see ships of every size and shape. 

There were many warships which was reassuring and also lots of Barrage      

Balloons.  The defences appeared to be good or at least I hoped they were, for 
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although I had said that little was going on, the odd German aircraft had been 

carrying out “hit and run” raids on South Coast Ports. 

 

We had been wondering if we were going to get a meal then we learned a field 

kitchen had been set up on the foredeck which consisted of two very large POT 

bellied stoves each with a large copper bowl and fuelled with wood.  We        

discovered that one was being used for brewing tea and the other was a          

concoction called M and V which is short for Meat and Vegetables.  Usually 

there was plenty of V but very little M, also we were told that the Cooks had 

added a few tins of Bully Beef (Corned Beef) – opened of course with the     

contents removed.  This was our evening meal – a mug of tea plus a dollop of 

the stew in our mess tins.  We were also given two slices of  bread about one and 

a half inches thick spread with margarine  or “grease” as it was commonly 

known. 

 

I am not sure if this was the right type of meal for we had some troops being sea-

sick before we had even left harbour.  The boat was rocking a bit even at anchor. 

Also we were given a free issue of fifty cigarettes, so you could say that the 

Government encouraged smoking.  There was nothing to do except lay about the 

decks trying to sleep, but we had no blankets just our greatcoats which kept us 

warm.  At about midnight I heard the sound of the engines and the anchor being 

raised and shortly after we slipped quietly out of harbour.  There were no lights 

anywhere as there was a blackout and also it was pitch dark. 

 

One thing I found out then and forever after, you never knew where you were 

going, by what means and what the timetable was.  It was a waste of time asking 

– so I never did.  I let fate take its hand and have all the elements of surprise.  In 

this case I had been instructed to report to Waterloo, but that was it.  Nobody 

ever said “you will go here, catch a train which will arrive at so and so, then you 

will do this etc and so on”.  It just did not happen that way – the only time I ever 

knew what was taking place was when I was in the operational planning stage 

and involved in its execution.  In this instance the ship had weighed anchor, yet 

no one had any idea where the next port of call would be, where or when.  We 

could have been going direct to Egypt for all we knew, so the inevitable rumours 

abounded.  When I left Gillingham all I had been told was that I was going to the 

Middle East and had been fitted out with Tropical Kit and a Topee. 

 

There wasn’t much sleep that night, as everyone was excited and yet at the same 

time a little homesick at the thought of leaving dear old “Blighty”.  We stood by 

the ships rail looking at the dark outline of Portsmouth, Southsea and the Isle of 

Wight receding in the distance.  There were no lights on shore, just the darkness 

of the land.  There was no smoking on deck for it was said that the light from a 
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cigarette could be seen for miles at night.  Also, as we were a valuable cargo we 

were escorted by two Destroyers.  This gave us confidence in having the Royal 

Navy look after us. 

 

The sea was very rough and very dark.  There were troops being sick all over the 

place and over the side too.  The smell was awful, but I am a lucky one as I do 

not suffer from seasickness.  At first light the decks were washed down and in 

the distance we could see land and later we were gently eased into the Port of 

Cherbourg.  We all disembarked and were told to stay put.  We had nothing to 

eat except the meal on board the previous evening. 

 

At lunch time we were given thick bully beef sandwiches and a mug of tea. We 

stayed sitting on the dockside all day and were not allowed to move from the 

area.  In any case our way was barred by Military Policemen.  It was boring   

sitting there with nothing to do, but luckily the weather was fine.  There were no 

washing facilities and the toilets were atrocious, it being the first time I had   

experienced continental toilets or as the French call them “Turkish Toilets”.  

What a good beginning. 

 

We had no idea what was going on and nobody told us anything.  However, in 

the early evening a decrepit old train arrived which had obviously been taken 

from the local commuter service.  After waiting around for a long time, we  

eventually climbed aboard and found that it was a corridor train with separate 

compartments with wooden seats and a continental toilet at the end of the       

carriage.  There were eight of us to a compartment, but one good thing was that 

our kitbags had been stored in a luggage van, so all we had with us was our 

small kit.  Even so, it  didn’t give us a lot of room. 

 

We had nothing to eat and to sleep I climbed on to the luggage rack and 

stretched out.  There wasn’t much sleep for the train kept stopping and starting 

and we had no idea where we were.  In the morning we got more bully beef 

sandwiches, except this time they had been made the night before and were stale. 

We made slow progress with many halts in sidings.  By now the toilets were in a 

terrible state.  Each time the train stopped at a station, we would pour off and try 

and buy food at the station buffet or mobile trolley which went up and down the 

platform and usually we bought cheese, bread, wine or beer.  The staff were 

pleased to see us, for by the time we left again they would be sold out and had 

made a fortune on a poor rate of exchange.  They weren’t used to getting so 

much from a serviceman, for French troops were only paid a pittance.  The  

problem was when we moved off again, it was nothing to see a crowd of airmen 

racing down the platform with loaves of bread and wine tucked under their arms 

trying to catch the train.  I don’t think we lost any. 
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When we passed a train travelling in the opposite direction I then realised that 

we were travelling in luxury compared with French troops who were being  

transported in wagons marked on the side 8 Cheveaux or 40 Hommes.  At the 

time I felt very sorry for them, but little did I realise that some sixteen months 

later I would be travelling across the Sinai the same way. 

 

We travelled that day and all the next night and the following morning we      

arrived at Marseilles.  We were unable to see much from our carriage except that 

the area we passed through appeared to be very run down.  We travelled through 

the suburbs and then into the dock area where we came to a halt beside a      

beautiful ship which was moored alongside.  We could read the name on the side 

which was “SOBIESKI”.  By now we were filthy and as we had been unable to 

wash or shave – it had been a most unpleasant thirty six hours. 

 

It was still early morning when the RAF contingent embarked.  It was a        

wonderful ship, spotlessly clean and as soon as we stepped on board a member 

of the crew escorted us to our cabins where we were to be accommodated.  I was 

in a four berth cabin with three other airmen.  We had a bathroom attached, so 

the first thing we did was to strip off, get ourselves clean and wash our clothes. 

Our cabin was on B deck on the starboard side so we were above the water line 

and would have the sun shining into our cabin throughout the voyage for we had 

guessed that Egypt was most likely to be our next stop. 

 

Our meals were taken in the restaurant with waiter service and after the rationing 

at home the food was superb.  I travelled in a lot of ships after the Sobieski, but 

none came up to this standard. I found out that the ship had been a Polish cruise 

liner and on the declaration of war had made its way to England where it had 

been commandeered for carrying troops.  It still had a Polish crew and was   

waiting to be converted into a troopship.  The days passed slowly and even 

though it was February it was sunny and warm and we were able to sunbathe on 

the decks.  So different from the cold and damp at home. 

 

Tombola schools (called Bingo to-day) sprang up everywhere on deck and this 

activity passed away the time.  Whenever I boarded a ship the first thing that 

happened was for Tombola schools to start up.  For some reason or other they 

always seemed to be run by naval personnel.  They were strictly legitimate, for 

the person running the school had to obtain permission from OC Troops and also 

was required to pay in a certain percentage of the takings into the ships           

Benevolent Fund.  Before the start, the caller would announce the type of game 

to be played such as four corners, or first five numbers, or a pyramid, which 

would be at least one number on the top line, at least two in the middle and at 

least three on the bottom line.  Then there would be the inverted pyramid and a 
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NAAFI sandwich which would be three on the top line and three on the bottom 

line with nothing in the middle.  All these combinations would be followed by a 

full house.  The caller had various ways of calling out the numbers, such as 

Kelly’s eye (1), Doctors orders (9) (a number nine was a laxative pill), shiny ten, 

one and two one dozen, Royal Salute (21), 1 and 3 unlucky for some, was she 

worth it (76) 7/6d being the price of a marriage licence and so on.  One caller I 

knew – a Sergeant Bridgeman used to call out one and nine – Denton Carr, 

which I understand was a bus service near his home in Manchester.  Although I 

said it was legal, large sums of money were made by the caller, his collectors 

and checkers, as it was normal to tip them if you were lucky enough to win. 

 

When half way across the Mediterranean we had a terrible storm and many    

passengers were ill, but I and a few others were the only ones taking meals.  It 

wasn’t till then that I realised that even though the Med. is an inland sea, that it 

could be so rough.  As I said before, I have never been affected by rough seas 

and have never been sick and also it has never stopped me from having my food. 

Like all good things there was a routine which took place every day, such as 

morning parades, life boat drill and various compulsory lectures regarding the 

tropics, diseases and other subjects. 

 

After days of unescorted sailing during which time we had seen neither land or 

any other ships but plenty of porpoises and flying fish, we arrived at Alexandria, 

commonly known as Alex.  From the deck we could see the town stretching 

along the sea front through a heat haze.  It was quite warm and we were still 

wearing our blue service dress.  A pilot came aboard and we slowly crept into 

the harbour which was filled with naval ships of all shapes and sizes till       

eventually we tied up at the quayside.  We were sad to leave the Sobieski, which 

we learned had been named after a famous Polish warrior of bygone days, who 

in fact had been king of Poland and defended his country from attack by       

Cossacks, Tartars and Turks in the 17th century. 

 

We disembarked and took our kit with us and piled it on the quayside.  Our deep 

sea kitbags which had been in the hold came off separately.  It was now early 

afternoon and we formed up in threes, this being the first time I had done this 

type of drill, for at the Recruits Centre we did our drill in fours and the change 

came through after I left Upwood.  Our kit was loaded on to vehicles and we set 

off marching to the station.  It was said that the reason for us to march through 

the town was to let the locals know that we had arrived and also the Germans 

and Italians, whom it was reported had spies all over the place.  We marched 

through the streets for over an hour taking different routes and I was to learn 

later that in fact the station was only a short distance from the docks.  To us,  

Alexandria looked filthy, the streets and houses dirty, although I did find out 
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later that the areas occupied by the Greeks, French, British and Italians was quite 

lovely, with grand houses and parks.  I suppose the first thing that really got you 

was the smell which seemed to permeate everywhere, but I suppose it was the 

result of the locals using anywhere as a toilet.  The local inhabitants – Egyptians 

wore Gallabiahs which was something similar to a long nightshirt. 

 

When we eventually arrived at the railway station, we had to wait for our train 

and when it did arrive we were plagued with all types of vendors who were   

usually young boys trying to sell all manner of things such as – leather goods, 

bottles of “pop”, tea, fruit and “dirty postcards”.  It was a hot afternoon and 

wearing our heavy UK uniforms we sweated profusely and what with the myriad 

of flies we felt very miserable. 

 

There appeared to be no regulations regarding the locals, as they climbed every-

where on the train.  We had been warned previously not to buy food from them 

unless it was cooked properly and certainly not to allow them to put ice into 

drinks.  Fruit was not permitted unless it could be peeled or washed in potassium 

permanganate for it was a certain recipe for dysentery or “gyppy tummy”. 

 

When the time came, the train moved off with the locals still clinging to the 

sides and on the roof and many stayed with us until we reached RAF Aboukir, 

which was a large camp to the east of Alex.  On the way we passed beautiful 

gardens surrounded by trees and buildings and this was the summer palace of 

King Farouk.  Aboukir was a long established camp which owes its name to the 

close proximity to Aboukir Bay where Horatio Nelson defeated the French Fleet 

in 1798.  The train pulled into the camp and we detrained near the Depot.  Our 

accommodation was in cool brick buildings where every room had overhead 

fans.  We made ourselves at home and waited for the next move.  The airmen 

here were still in winter dress, which was the normal RAF blue uniform, except 

they did not wear jackets, but the RAF pullover instead. 

 

I soon learned I was being posted to No. 80 Fighter Squadron which was located 

at Amriya in the Western Desert and part of the Middle East Air Force (MEAF). 

The Headquarters of MEAF was in Cairo.  On Wednesday morning the 28th of 

February, 1940, together with other airmen who were providing re-enforcements 

for the squadron, we loaded our kit into the back of a three tonner, climbed 

aboard and set off for our new unit.  As the vehicle was open we were able to 

look around and see where we were going.  We travelled through Alexandria and 

headed westwards, passing Shafakhana and then a vast expanse of sand.  At one 

point we passed the oasis of Ikingi Maryut and then saw nothing for miles until 

in the distance we could make out a cluster of buildings through the desert haze. 

As we neared we could see a hangar and some buildings which appeared to be in 



Scorpion News 

23 

a good condition while others seemed dilapidated.  The aircraft which were 

parked outside the hangar we came to recognise as Gloster Gladiators and we 

then realised that this was RAF Amriya – our new home  - isolated and          

surrounded by the sand of the Western Desert. 

 

The place looked a real mess and not a bit hospitable.  It had been built during 

the First World War and used to train Australian pilots, but after that it had been 

allowed to become derelict.  However, during 1937 it had again been occupied 

by the RAF and some of the buildings made habitable.  The camp was divided 

by the Cairo to Alexandria road.  So there were aircraft hangars on one side of 

the road and the domestic area where we lived, on the other. 

 

On arrival we were met by the Squadron Warrant Officer, A little portly man 

who had a bellow like a roaring bull and could be heard miles away.  He        

proceeded by telling us what would happen if we stepped out of line.  He also 

told us that the squadron crest was a picture of a bell and below, it read “Strike 

True”.  After this briefing I learned that my accommodation was not to be in the 

tents with the other airmen, but being a clerk in the Headquarters building, in a 

room beside the Squadron Orderly Room.  The other offices housed the       

Commanding Officer, Squadron Leader R C Jonas, the Adjutant, Flying Officer 

“Imshi” Mason and the SWO.  There were five of us living there – the NCO in 

charge and the other clerks. 

 

It wasn’t a large room, built of stone with a window at the side and end.  The 

roof was corrugated iron.  Our bedside lockers were the empty wooden boxes 

which normally held two “Shell” four gallon cans of petrol.  Our beds consisted 

of three planks of wood with a cross piece at each end on which the planks 

rested and on top a straw palliasse.  The whole thing was kept off the floor by 

the use of four empty petrol cans.  Empty petrol cans were used as scarab      

beetles, centipedes and scorpions are unable to climb up the sides.  Over the bed 

we hung a tent type mosquito net to keep out sand flies which caused sand fly 

fever. 

 

When not occupied by the RAF, the buildings were used by Bedouins to house 

their goats and consequently the rooms were alive with flees and bugs.  When 

we awoke in the mornings the ridge of the mosquito net would be lined with 

them and we would lie there and look up at them.  One way of killing them was 

to touch them with a lighted cigarette.  Periodically, we would take our bed 

boards outside, douse them in paraffin and then set light to them and you could 

then see the bugs dropping out.  The other unpleasant visitors were scorpions 

and centipedes.  The scorpions carried a vicious sting in its tail and whereas it 

had been known to kill a local, it didn’t appear to have the same effect on us  
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although the sting was most painful.  The centipede was about six inches long 

and half an inch wide and the danger was in the many legs it had.  If you tried to 

knock it off it would dig its legs in and if the legs were not removed from the 

skin would turn sceptic.  However, we had a very good antidote called 

“Aquaflavine” which was the panacea which cured all ills. 

 

We would never put on our shoes without first shaking them to make sure that 

there were no lodgers inside, as this seemed to be the favourite home for       

scorpions.  The locals used to put two scorpions in a tin and the wait for them to 

kill each other with their stings. 

 

After our arrival the first thing we had to do was the get into our Khaki Drill 

(KD) and hand our “blues” into store, as the sunshine quickly faded them.  Our 

KD was just as it was when issued and when we put it on we really looked 

sights, whereas the “old sweats” (airmen who had been overseas for some time) 

had had their uniforms tailored or had bought new from the camp tailor,       

commonly called in the Indian name of “Darzi”.  Our shorts and trousers were 

long and the trousers fell over our ankles.  So the first step was to get them    

tailored which would only take a day.  Although we had now got our KD fitting 

properly we were being told to “get your knees brown” and we lived with these 

remarks until we were sufficiently sun tanned.  Consequently when a new draft 

arrived we passed the same remarks. 

 

Our first evening at the camp was one of great festivity as it meant that a number 

of airmen who had completed their tour of duty overseas would now be able to 

return to the UK.  Some had been overseas for five years and others had been 

with the squadron when it was based at Debden in the UK before the squadron 

came overseas to Ismailia in 1938.  After a period of time the squadron had 

moved to Amriya for a couple of months, then back to Ismailia.  In 1939 it was 

based at Helwan just outside Cairo and finally moved to Amriya in April, 1939. 

 

The evenings were spent in the canteen where I was introduced to the marvellous 

charms of Mackeson’s Milk Stout with lemonade, fried egg sandwiches and the 

inevitable Tombola.  There was also an open air cinema which gave shows once 

a week, so the only other place to go was the canteen.  All we had were these 

stone buildings, sand and dust.  There were no paths or roads, except for the 

main road running through the camp which was covered with tar. 

 

Every afternoon without fail we had a sandstorm which we could see              

approaching us from across the desert.  There was no way in which it could be 

stopped as there was nothing around us but the flat desert.  There were no   

buildings, trees or shrubs in any direction, just miles of sand and the only   
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movement was the occasional car passing along the main road.  It looked just 

like a wall of sand slowly creeping towards us through the still of the afternoon. 

When it arrived it got into our hair, eyes, clothing, beds, lockers, typewriters in 

fact everything and it normally arrived at about two o’clock.  To protect the   

barrels of the Browning Machine Guns on the aircraft, the armourers obtained a 

supply of condoms from the Medical Officer and fitted them over the flash guard 

at the nose of the barrel.  It didn’t affect the trajectory of the bullet. 

 

In the Headquarters Building we had a native working for us named Mahmoud. 

He was quite elderly and was employed basically to keep the whole building 

clean.  We also used  him to make our beds, press uniforms, clean shoes, get our  

tea  and act as general “dosgbody”.  Of course for making tea and doing the 

other jobs we paid him each week when we drew our pay.  He would arrive 

about 0530 in the morning and get hot water for washing and then go to the 

cookhouse and get our can of tea or “gunfire” as it was called.  We worked from 

0730 until 1300 each day with every afternoon off which would usually be spent 

lying on our corrugated iron roof trying to get brown.  Sometimes we would 

work in the evenings when there was plenty to do, especially at the months end 

when we had to get the all the returns off. 

 

We kept pretty healthy, except we all seemed at one time or another to suffer 

from “gyppy tummy”, “screaming abdabs”, “the trots”, “Montezuma’s revenge” 

and many other names.  Whatever it was called, it was the same thing - 

“Diarrhoea”.  Which, whilst not crippling, meant that you couldn’t be far from 

the nearest latrine?  It came on for no apparent reason and quite suddenly.   I  

remember a chap taken short on the so called parade ground, not quite making it 

and performing there and then.  Luckily there wasn’t a parade on at the time and 

also there weren’t any women on the camp.  Though he still had an audience 

everyone was sympathetic as we had all suffered at one time or another.  The 

scourge attacked even if you had taken precautions, but a dose of “kaolin” from 

the “Quack” (MO) soon worked wonders, unless you had the more virulent form 

– dysentery. 

 

Once a week we would go by three ton truck to Shafakhana for a swim.  It was 

lovely in the Mediterranean, especially as the water was so clean and different 

from the Med. of to-day, which is so heavily polluted.  We would stay about a 

couple of hours and then return to camp.  We worked five and a half days a week 

with a CO’s parade every Saturday morning.  This meant the whole squadron 

forming up and marching on to the “square” (parade ground), facing the flag 

pole.  After the CO had brought the parade to attention the RAF Ensign would 

be hoisted to the accompaniment of Jock Sewell on his trumpet. 
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Then there would be prayers, when all the Roman Catholics and Jews were    

ordered to fall out, it being a C of E service.  When they fell out they stood at the 

edge of the parade ground facing outwards.  This I could never understand as 

they were in hearing distance of the Padre.  Our dress for the parade was No. 1 

KD’s which was topee, tunic, trousers, shirt shoes and black tie.  The Dhobi 

(Laundryman) always made a special job of our uniforms by applying extra 

starch.  Once we were dressed it was difficult to sit down as the material was so 

stiff and we never put on our tunics until the last possible moment so that       

perspiration wouldn’t show through. We could only wear the uniform once and 

then it went back to the Dhobi. 

 

As we were serving overseas and the cost of living being higher in Egypt than at 

home we received four pence (one and a half pence in to-days money) a day  

Local Overseas Allowance (LOA).  This was supposed to buy the extras needed 

abroad.  The Orderly Room Corporal had until recently been an LAC and then 

promoted Acting Corporal as the previous NCO had been Court Martialled as he 

had been found guilty of working a “fiddle” regarding days off with the two  

civilians who worked in the office. 

 

Then on Monday the 10th June, 1940, Mussolini declared war so we were now 

fighting the Italians as well as the Germans – as a result our lives at Amriya were 

to change for ever. 

 

Before I returned to the UK tour expired in 1943 I had served in Greece,        

Palestine, Iraq, Persia and South Africa and it took me seven months to get 

home. 

 

 
 

The wife and I decided to take an organised trip to Afghanistan to see for       

ourselves  what the place was like. 

It  didn't start well when the train we were travelling on broke down a few 

miles  North of the capital. 

What a third world dump! Streets full of angry bearded types glaring at 

us, and the Mrs stood out in her sun dress, as all other women were 

dressed head to toe in burkas. We are so dead I thought. 

 

Anyway, Dave the organiser suddenly remembered that Finsbury Park 

had a tube station, so we were able to get safely to Kings Cross and then 

on to Kabul from Heathrow. 
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Take Care 
 

Fred was in the fertilized egg business.  He had several hundred young 

'pullets,' and ten roosters to fertilize the eggs.  He kept records, and any 

rooster not performing went into the soup pot and was replaced. 

 

This took a lot of time, so he bought some tiny bells and attached them to 

his roosters.  Each bell had a different tone, so he could tell from a       

distance, which rooster was performing.  Now, he could sit on the porch 

and fill out an efficiency report by just listening to the bells. 

 

Fred's favorite rooster, old Butch, was a very fine specimen, but this 

morning he noticed old Butch's bell hadn't rung at all! 

 

When he went to investigate, he saw the other roosters were busy chasing 

pullets, bells-a-ringing, but the pullets, hearing the roosters coming, 

would run for cover.  To Fred's amazement, old Butch had his bell in his 

beak, so it couldn't ring.  He'd sneak up on a pullet, do his job and walk on 

to the next one.  Fred was so proud of old Butch, he entered him in the 

Brisbane City Show and he became an overnight sensation among the 

judges.   

 

The result was the judges not only awarded old Butch the "No Bell Piece 

Prize," but they also awarded him the "Pulletsurprise" as well.  Clearly old 

Butch was a politician in the making.  Who else but a politician could  

figure out how to win two of the most coveted awards on our planet by 

being the best at sneaking up on the unsuspecting populace and screwing 

them when they weren't paying attention. 

 

Vote carefully in the next election, you can't always hear the bells. 
 

 

 I was driving this morning when I saw an RAC van parked up. The driver was 

sobbing uncontrollably and looked very miserable. I thought to myself that guy's 

heading for a breakdown. 

 

Statistically , 6 out of 7 dwarves are not Happy.  
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84 SQUADRON MODEL BEVERLEY 
 

Back in July 2014 the Chairman and I were contacted by Malcolm Douglas, he 

was obviously stark raving mad as he wanted some information if possible about 

building a “Flying” model Beverley of 84 Squadron era.  He has now started the 

project so I asked him to write a story about himself and why he wanted to build 

a model Beverley?  Please enjoy the following short story.  If you can help at the 

end of it please do not hesitate to contact Malcolm as he would be overjoyed. 

 

My very first overseas posting in 1965 was to Masirah.  I flew from Gatwick to 

Khormaksar in a BUA VC-10.  At Khormaksar, I recall that blast of hot air as 

the door was opened at the dispersal, and amused to see all the 

“WOGS” (Western Oriental  Gentlemen) as we called the locals back then.  I 

was put up in a hotel, the name of which I cannot recall, for a couple of days  

until my flight to Masirah had been arranged.  I recall the pong as the tide went 

out, something we cannot really forget?  This was about the time the Winnie had 

died and the Aden locals were full of it, what a great man he was and all 

that.  The questions they asked seemed to suggest that I was somehow, at the age 

of 19, to know all about this bloke, the truth being I knew who he was and had 

some respect for him, but that was it.  The truth is, these Arabs probably knew 

more about him anyway! 

  

My flight was to be in a “Flying Tit” Argosy for all the young one’s, very      

exciting for an erk to board a real RAF plane.  I had just spent two & half years 

in Three Group Bomber Command with Victors and Valiants, so was never   

allowed anywhere near an aeroplane.  I saw the other side of RAF life on that 

flight, landing firstly at Ryan and very amused to be greeted by a single airman 

wearing nothing more than khaki shorts and flip flops.  I had come from a much 

regimented RAF, parades coming out of your ears, bull nights, saluting          

everything that moved and some that didn't etc, and there I was, not believing 

how relaxed and easy going it was ‘on the other side’.  There was to be two other 

stops on the way, all too familiar to 84 Sqn people. 

  

During my 13 months at Masirah, I had several trips to Aden and Bahrain for a 

variety of reasons, one, I recall, was for dental treatment.  This could only     

happen in the RAF?  Most of these trips were on 84 Beverleys, and once I    

managed a trip on a Pembroke to Muharraq, it seemed to take ages. 

  

There were many occasions when I was called upon to help load/unload        

Beverleys and Flying Tits, all this at the time that AVM Johnny Johnson was up 

to his tricks.  Apart form Beverleys loaded with soil from Africa for his Steamer 
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Point Garden, he decided to have a holiday at Masirah, much to our                

consternation, and as a part of this he was to go fishing.  He had an MT Launch 

flown up from Aden, which arrived on a Tit, and a spare Marine Griffon flown 

down from Muharraq on a Bevereley.  We unloaded all this only to receive a 

signal a few hours later to say that he could not come due to commitments in 

Aden.  More like getting his wrist slapped I’d say? 

 

Watching aircraft is something you seem to do as an erk, and it often amazed me 

how these giants ever got off the ground, but even more amazing was on one 

occasion having seen a Bev take of on the sand runway bound for Muharraq, it 

turned to overfly the camp as they often did, but this time it was to be a bit     

different.  It looked very much as though this thing was going to side slip out of 

the air as it flew sideways around the MT hangar, wing tip clearly below the 

hangar roof level, quite similar to a Spitfire.  You would never have believed this 

unless you saw it, and I did.  We heard some time later that the pilot had a    

massive rollocking for that one.  To add to that, one return flight from Aden to 

Masirah in a Tit, we were astonished to discover that the pilot on this trip was 

Johnny himself.  Talk about Spitfires, I’m certain he thought he was in one?  Off 

at Khormaksar out over the sea and headed straight for the barren rocks up and 

over and a very low level over the roof tops of Crater and through the gap and 

away.  Talk about pooing the old nicks? 

  

So one way or another, I had a lot to do with Beveleys, and thoroughly enjoyed 

my jollies on them.  Now that I am well established in my retirement, I decided 

it was time to return to model making, something I did avidly as a kid in Royal 

Tunbridge Wells prior to joining up in 1961, and a limited amount of model 

making in Singapore in the late 60’s.  It occurred to me that although Beverleys 

have been modelled a few times, it does not seem to be a popular subject, and I 

was bugged by the necessity to make one that flies.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

FUSELAGE SO FAR SHOWING CENTRE SECTION 
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Noting the sort of scales of many models are in the Large Model Association 

(LMA), I thought that a 1/10 scale Beverley would be about right.  At 16 ft+ 

wingspan, it will be perfect, and so I joined the LMA and set about producing 

some drawings for my model.  I found it almost impossible to find any suitable 

drawings, so in the main, have had to resort to scaling from photos against 

known measurements and several drawings in small scale made available to 

me.  There may well be a few errors in the design because of this method, but I 

feel certain that it will be indistinguishable from the real thing in most re-

spects.  Because of the size and eventual weight of this model, it comes under 

the gaze of the CAA, and it will have to undergo several inspections and con-

trolled flight testing to get a cert from them.  Should be quite exciting? 

 

However, the very last thing we do with any model is to paint it in a suitable 

scheme.  I rather fancy the grey and white that I recall from my days in the   

Middle East, and of course 84 Sqn colours would be the best identity for this 

model.  If any one would like to suggest a specific aircraft number and its     

relevant markings, and provide me with some pictures or descriptions, I would 

be eternally grateful!  I would like to get this right. 

 

I joined the RAF as a Boy entrant in September 1961 at RAF Credenhill and 

trained as a Supplier.  Posted to RAF Honington where 55, 57 and 90 Squadrons 

were based as part of Three Group Bomber Command (this is the badge I wear 

on my blazer).  I witnessed the scrapping of the Valiants, horrible to see.  After 

Masirah, I went to 16 MU Stafford.  Whilst there I did a detachment to Aden and 

worked at both Khormaksar and Steamer Point.  This was the same time as Col. 

Mitchell and the Argyles were there.  We felt safe with him in theatre, but he 

was rollocked by the then government for doing his job far too well!  Following 

this, I later married (Mrs P No. 1) and No 1 son was born at Cosford. From 16 

MU went to Seletar on a three year accompanied posting where two further sons 

were born at Changi Hospital, the last six months working at Changi as Seletar 

had closed by then.  From Singapore to Brize Norton from where I was          

demobbed in 1976.  I finished up as I began, an SAC.  This was mainly due to 

my big gob, then as now, I do like to utter the truth! 

 

Malcolm Douglas Porter  

West Lindsey 
Telephone No: 01427 717820 
Mobile: 07767 770388 
Email:  manofkent1946@yahoo.com  
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Last Hurrah For The Derby Hallmark?/! 

And Other Culinary Adventures 
 

Those of you that know me well or even those that stalk me from afar on 

Facebook should well know my penchant for fine dining and my particu-

lar fondness for anything edible if accompanied by a fine wine.   Much 

has been talked and written about the recent food issues with the Hallmark 

and I have no doubt that it will be commented on well into the future even 

if we do move or even contemplate returning (as we have in the past). 

 

I must say though, for me it's all about the people and always has been.  It 

is always so great to meet you all again every year, reminisce about days 

gone by and absent friends.  I'm sure I will slip back to food at the slight-

est provocation as it's in my nature but I'd still go if it was self catering at 

a camp-site in December.  As long as I could rustle up a fry up in the 

morning on a primus stove of course, there I go back to food again, that 

didn't take me long!   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Polis Camp Site 

 

The last 84 camping experience I had was around 92 / 93 at Polis in         

Cyprus with an off road motorcycle expedition round the Akamas Penin-

sular.  Turned up at the campsite in a Eucalyptus grove, the guy looked at 

us and said he'd put us in the far corner as we'd be noisy, to which we 
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whole heartedly agreed.  Then we emptied the site shop of all the beer and 

wine, yes all of it the shelves were bare. Food consisted of Sheftalia, pork 

chops and Halloumi, not a salad leaf in sight.  Once the small ground level 

BBQ had been used for cooking we just piled wood and leaves on top of it 

and turned it into a bonfire, how we didn't burn the place down I just do 

not know.  Midnight rides around the Eucalyptus grove followed by     

listening to Lloyds tape of Jethro the Cornish comic.  I didn't understand a 

word of it!  The Akamas detachment consisted of  Chris Whitehead, Ian 

“Bully” Buller, Tony “Noseby” Naseby, Les Wood, Lloyd West, Martyn 

Turle (support vehicle), myself and one or two of the guys out from the 

UK to support the Sqn at the time.  Apologies if I've missed you out.  Eve-

ryone had a spill except myself but the only injuries were light gravel 

rash, a miracle!  Eucalyptus campsite for the next AGM, I'm up for that 

one.  The campsite is still there! http://www.tripadvisor.co.uk/

Hotel_Review-g190388-d1119398-Reviews-Polis_Camping_Site-

polis_Paphos_District.html 

Akamas Detatchment 

Well here I am writing an article for the SN (Scorpion News) having   

willingly volunteered, which goes against my forces training of never  

volunteer for anything as you'll regret it!  How did that happen?!  Well I'm 

sure Mike Chapple had probably been tipped off or more likely had     
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witnessed my antics during previous engagements.  I bet if I ring him after 

half seven he'll probably have had a glass or two.  Well you were spot on 

Mike, my third day of four off shift and I was relaxing with my feet up 

just about to finish my second glass of red.  Of course I was going to say 

yes, if only to get you off the phone and to pour myself another.  Sam's 

immediate response was, “what are you up to now? You’ll regret that” 

laughing.  Well I do like a bit of a story telling and besides it'll get me out 

of cleaning the conservatory roof, painting, putting the new blind up etc, 

etc, etc, well at least for a bit anyway. 

 

For the second year running we took advantage of Sam's Disabled Persons  

Railcard (DPR) and asked for assistance (free).  Take note all!  Cost us 

£45 of Tesco’s clubcard points return for the two of us which is cheaper 

than the cost of the diesel and quicker.  Although I think Sam's primary 

reason was the state I might be in after Saturday evening’s adventures.  

Although for the past few years I've been not quite myself so have retired 

around midnight or before, Sam as ever was spot on and I'm sure glad we 

were on the train!  More of that later. 

 

All booked by my P.A. (Sam) 08:58 short trip from Sunningdale to Read-

ing arriving at 09:30 to catch our connection the 09:40 to Derby.  Blimey 

Sam that's cutting it a bit fine isn't it? 10 minutes to change!  I got on to 

the internet whilst on our way to find out it's platform 13.  Booking      

assistance though meant we were met off the train and the poor fellow had 

to man handle Sam's enormous case with all the “essentials”, but at least 

unlike me he knew where he was going.  Running across the bridge    

puffing (well Sam was rolling along in Wally the wheelchair) our cheeky 

cockney chappy said it was going to be tight.  Fortunately the beleaguered 

baggage carrier spotted the train had changed to platform to 14, a different 

lift to 13 so we were saved.  Arriving on the platform at 09:39.42, the  

platform guys opened the door threw down the ramp, up we rolled and the 

door slammed shut, phew!!  We hadn't even stowed our luggage before we 

departed the station.  The easy part now, 2hr 26 minutes to Derby a total 

travel time of 3hrs and 8 mins.  Route Planner says 2hr 34 min by car, are 

they kidding!!  Never done it in under three coming back on the Sunday 

and it's taken eight going up on the Friday.  Off through the countryside 

sipping a cup of British Rail tea (to me they always will be BR) munching 

on a few mini Melton Mowbry pork pies.  My head nodding leaning 
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against the window we glided into Derby station a minute or two early.  A 

slight downhill slope to the Hallmark Hotel 50 yards away eyeing up the 

bar on the way to reception, we had arrived.   

 

A very friendly cute young lady told us our room was ready, so it was  

upstairs and unpack.  Nice big room, nothing grand, a little rough at the 

edges but very comfortable and straight back down to the bar, obviously! 

A pint of Tetleys Smooth and a Vodka Lime and soda in front of us we 

settled down to the much practised on previous occasions “are they or 

aren't they game”, not the Silvikrin hairspray advert but are they 84 or 

not?  Of course it's now lunchtime isn't it!  Back to the reception to find 

out how the evenings food was being sorted and told we were eating off 

the main restaurant menu, great news, or so I thought!  Prawn & Marie 

rose sandwich for Sam, a Club sandwich for moi.  Not bad, nice chips. 

 

Good news this year, with a combined effort we had got two new      

members  to come along from the early nineties, Pete & Carol Hersey and 

my old eating Buddy Dave “Damij” Cocker and Marina.  During my tour 

on 84 I think Damij and I ate out most nights a week working our way 

from one end of the Akrotiri strip to the other and back again, Perfect 

Pizza, A&P Chicken, Chris Kebab, Silvanas, Hill Cape, Aphroditie Steak 

House, the list goes on and on.  I barely ever ate in the mess, 2 and a half 

stone and 2 and a half years later it was all over :-  As the rest of the 90's 

crew showed up our table booking went from four to twelve.  Then a set 

menu was handed out, hang on a mo what about the normal restaurant 

menu?  Oh well, it was going to be ham hock terrine and a lovely sound-

ing slow roasted belly pork with bubble and squeak for me.  Great to 

catch up with everyone, though it's amazing how much you forget.  Damij 

filled in some missing gaps I didn't know I had, “did I really do that, 

krikes”!  A few more pints in the bar and it was time for a siesta ala      

Cyprus style for what could always potentially be a very late one! 

 

Down for dinner and we were told you could have steak for an additional 

£4, so Sam was happy, I stuck with the belly pork.  Ham hock was lovely 

then the belly pork turned up, oh dear.  It looked like an old fashioned 

school dinner, who's nicked my crackling?!!  Blander than a very bland 

thing, more like boiled pork and soggy cabbage, a severe lack of season-

ing.  Never mind Sam was never going to eat all that steak so I helped her 
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out and everything seems better after a glass or two of red wine.  Retire to 

the bar and spend the rest of the evening telling war stories and catching 

up.  Not too late an evening as it turned out, although Keith Edwards was 

on fine form he was without John Plant so the four in the morning both 

Saturday and Sunday a few years ago was not repeated.  John – where are 

you? we're all missing you!  Now I'm not too keen on most things our ex 

colonial cousins over the pond come up with, however, lots of ice in my 

drink is surely one of them.  I love an occasional (ahem!) Bacardi & coke 

or G&T, but when the tallest glass the bar has is only 5 ½ inches by 2 ¼ 

inches wide you're not gonna get a lot of ice in there or mixer.  Don't order 

a double or it's almost neat.  On the other hand the cognac glasses are 

huge, as I found out the following evening. 

 

Saturday for me is usually taken up with a) going on the organised day 

trip, b) recovering from the night before or c) a shopping trip to Into 

Derby (the big shopping centre).  The day trip was a train journey on the 

Derwent line so that was out seeing as I'd spent the day before on the 

train.  I was feeling pretty good from the previous night so no need to 

wrap myself in cotton wool.  That left shopping!  Fortunate as I was Sam 

was not feeling up to it, I was saved!  One thing I always look forward to 

when away is breakfast, things haven't changed you'd be surprised to hear.  

Not a bad effort really, bacon was a little soggy and hunting for Sam's 

crispy bit was a fruitless exercise, but like the dutiful husband I did try.  

Runny fried eggs, reasonable sausages, half decent mushrooms and even 

proper fried bread instead of that deep fried stuff.  Ok the scrambled egg 

was a bit rubbery but I'm not complaining.  What to do then?  “Off to the 

bar” I hear you cry. Well no, I was very good, spent some quality time 

with Sam and took her round the block for a walk and surprise surprise 

had a bite to eat in the bar of all places.  Not a bad burger actually. 

 

Four o' clock and time for the AGM, nip downstairs and just enough time 

to get myself a pint before it kicks off.  Well that was a busy meeting, just 

over an hour, I'm not going to bore you with the details as you'll find then 

elsewhere in the SN.  Although my ears did prick up when the 100th     

anniversary was briefly mentioned.  I was on the squadron when the     

association came out for the 75th and remember it well.  The main thing I 

remember was thinking what a bunch of party animals the association 

members were, things haven't changed!  I've not been back to the     



Scorpion News 

36 

squadron or Cyprus since I left in 94 and it's about time I did.  I'm up for 

that one for sure, the big discussion about dates and venues I'm sure will 

go on for the next couple of years, in fact it's already started!  I know a 

good campsite at Polis!  Off to the memorabilia room for a root around, 

cracking job Chaz, you put a lot of effort in every year.  Where on earth 

do you keep it all?! 

 

Almost time for the main event, best bib and tucker on, a couple of “yes 

dear you look lovely”, “don't forget the raffle prize”, “where's my       

cufflinks” and we're off.  Immediate conversation starts off in the bar with 

“I hope we can at least eat the food this year rather than resole our shoes”!  

Free drinks at the bar, whoop whoop!  I always feel it starts off a bit on 

the quiet side.  The starter arrives and I immediately remember the chefs 

inability to season anything, a quick douse of salt and pepper makes an 

amazing difference, I'm happy.  Things don't start livening up till the main 

course, with the odd paper aeroplane floating around not like the old days 

at a Sqn kebab when it was chop bones.  Anyway who started all those 

paper aeroplanes, riff raff on the other table I reckon, quite disgraceful ;-)  

Pretty good roast beef I thought, veggies were good and plenty of them, 

loads of gravy, not a bad show Hallmark, I'm stuffed and we've still got 

desert to go.  Lemon Tart to follow and not bad at all, great improvement 

over last year. 

 

Speeches time and the riff raff on the other table start by launching a 

massed paper aeroplane attack on Mike Chapple, inexcusable, you  

wouldn't catch me doing that kind of thing, oh no!  Well done Mike great 

jokes or should I say terrible jokes told very well.  Coffees up and El Tel 

(Terry Butcher) cracked open a bottle of Filfar, lurvly stuff and going 

down very well thank you.  Highlight for me was that video from the 

squadron, absolutely loved it.  Now I haven't been back for twenty years, 

what a great idea wandering round with the camera, it brought a lump to 

my throat.  Quite amazing how much hasn't changed.  From now on 

things start getting a little hazy I'm afraid.  The staff were great and let us 

carry on uninterrupted until two, when they kindly asked if we could 

move to the bar as they needed to get the room ready for a function the 

following day.  We all decamped to the bar on mass and carried on party-

ing again, Sam lasted until three which was quite amazing.  Just a handful 

of us left and the Filfar earlier in the night had given me a second wind  
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and we sailed past the previous 4 a.m. target with ease.  What on earth we 

were talking about I've no idea, although I do believe we actually sorted 

out all the Worlds problems in one sitting, problem is I can't remember 

anything about it.  What I do remember is Keith Edwards suggesting at    

6 a.m. that we have a bucks fizz and go through to breakfast, OMG!  We 

settled for a large Cognac in a pair of unfeasibly large glasses and off up 

to bed, blimey I haven't been up that late for twenty years. 

 

So, here the gauntlet is thrown down,  you've got to get past six in the 

morning and make it to breakfast! 

 

Breakfast at nine and was much appreciated.  Keith made it too, good job 

we were all travelling by train.  Keith & Marion off to Cyprus from     

Birmingham the following morning, with Sam and myself off home to 

Windlesham.  Another cup of BR tea with a BLT sandwich saw us 

through to Reading, where it didn't quite go to plan.  It seems the driver of 

our train to Sunningdale failed to show and they cancelled our train, so it 

was tea and a raspberry sorbet at Tutti Frutti's at the station, run by a   

couple of friendly young chaps making a go of a great little eclectic ice 

cream shop.  Just over an hour late we rumbled into Sunningdale station, 

our lift was waiting for us. 10 minute car journey home and put our feet 

up, then Sam pipes up “we can get a refund on our tickets as we were de-

layed over an hour”, really?!.  Looks like we're getting 50% of the ticket 

price back, not bad £22.50 for two people return to Derby, I don't think 

it'll cover my bar bill though! 

 

Another 84 Sqn Association AGM Hoot and Roar weekend over, time to 

check the diary for next year.  I'm off shift great.  It was fantastic to see so 

many old faces and to see a few new old faces, see you again next year 

wherever we are.  

 

It's all about the people not the food, anyone know what's for tea?!!!! 

 

 

David Wilkinson. 
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UPDATE FROM THE SHARPEND 
 

What a great year for 84 Sqn! 

 

The Sqn received a much need inject of personnel.  Squelchy and Mungo       

increased our pilot numbers up to a total of 7.  Our rearcrew numbers were main-

tained at 8 without any ‘soft-gaps’ for the first time ever.   Although we said 

good-bye to Jona and sent him on his cross-Europe bike ride (complete          

mad-man), we welcomed Greig and Bart.  And so for the first time during the 

past 3 years, manning was not an issue: until OP SHADER!?! 

 

Also of note on the people front, Liam left our ranks to go to Shawbury.  We 

congratulate him on his promotion and recent wedding to Angie.  Jim Hill took 

up the reigns of 2IC and the burden of keeping me in-check.  Squelchy and 

Lynne added baby Sam to our extended Scorpion Family.  We also bid a very 

fond farewell to Dick Lawtey who had been with us for a very long time and had 

become the defacto corporate memory of 84 Sqn and led the way in terms of 

ethos and Sqn spirit.  Gav took over from Dick and is still paying off the cost of 

moving his wife Allie’s menagerie of pets from Brunei.  Mikey got married to 

Hayley and a number of us managed get to Paphos to join in the celebrations 

with some joining in more than others: Coops!   We also saw our last ‘holdie’ 

Tony head-off to fly Chinooks… Now we have to make our own brews. 

 

Sadly, Mr Ken Wiltshire one of our Cobham engineers, but ex-RAF through and 

through, passed away.  A top-notch engineer and a key part of our Sqn life, he 

will be sorely missed.   We did, however, say good bye in true 84 style with     

No 1s, a flypast and a crackin’ wake in The Scorpy… Hoot and Roar Ken! 

 

This year, we also had loads of visitors.  We had John from the CAA… Terry 

Butcher was out and Trevor Wright too!!!  Brian Farrer joined us for a 

beer.  Paul Smooker came out a presented us will a fabulous inter-war period 84 

Sqn pewter tankard:  thanks!  Tony and Lynda Wright were out.  They gave us a 

lovely photo collection some of which was used to decorate the Scorpy.  John 

Cilff also dropped by and spun a few of his best SAR dits.  Tony Barker visited 

with his family and sampled the beer.  2 ex-OCs even came out to make sure I   

wasn’t letting standards slip; Mike Chapple and Nicky, it was great to see you. 

 

The Sqn has accomplished a great deal.  Our overseas engagement with the 

Lebanese Air Force was a huge success.  We furthered CBF’s defence engage-

ment plans by bring together the RoC National Guard, the UN, Lebanese Air 

Force, and the Cyprus Police Aviation Unit for the first time.  We continued to 

support important Land Forces training including pre-deployment training for 
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operations.  Although the fire-fighting season was slow, we maintained our SAR 

stand-by commitments to both the SBAA and the RoC. 

 

‘In-house’, however, is where we had our biggest success.  In the air, all of the 

chaps passed their STANEVAL with flying colours and our senior shags are  

putting the new lads through their paces.  On the ground, we have been grafting 

hard.  We managed to create a new rearcrew currency and med qualification 

which is sustainable.  Our flying orders and governance is now on solid 

ground.  Our training is now compliant with higher defence policy.  We finally 

replaced that dodgy old stretcher, the Neil Robbo, and we are getting a new 

weather radar/traffic advisory fit installed.  These are but a few examples of wins 

which we thought to be near impossible. 

 

I have seen the Sqn ethos continue to develop and the sense of team-spirit      

increase.  Of course the work (and play done in The Scorpy) helps, but it was 

down to the members of 84 Sqn, pulling together and driving our Sqn forward.  I 

am very proud of what 84 Sqn has accomplished in 2014. 

 

Of particular note for the Association, I would like to thank Mike, Terry, and all 

of the crew for your support.  The grant from yourselves, on behalf of Albert 

Arnold, will be used to further preserve our Sqn photo collection and ensure that 

the best items are professionally displayed.  I must also give a huge thanks to 

Tony and Lynda Wright who flew out and spent over 10 days cataloguing our 

photo collection and drawing up a preservation plan.  Thank you all! 

 

Next on my agenda is the creation of an 84 Sqn memorial garden.  We have   

finally moved the Wessex XR504 ‘Joker’ and positioned it in Sqn lines.  The 

aim will be to create a memorial garden around the aircraft commemorating 

those who lost their lives whilst serving on 84 Sqn in BFC.  We have set an   

aggressive timeline to have it completed by Jun 15.  We will need some help 

with historical information and replacing the Landrover wheels current fitted to 

Joker; so please wait out! 

 

Lastly, our 100th anniversary is fast approaching!  We will soon be forming a 

team which will be keeping you abreast of our plans. 

 

We, the serving members of 84 Sqn, wish all of you the very best for the New 

Year and hope to see you soon! 

 

Hoot and Roar!!! 

Mac 
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Preserving the Squadron’s Photographic Archive 
 

Tony Wright, son of a former Squadron Member, tells the story behind the     

current exercise to preserve and digitise the Squadron’s photographic and       

historical archive. 

 

You have Flickr mail…… 

 

“I have been admiring your 84 Sqn photos.  I am the current Officer             

Commanding 84 Sqn and would like to get in contact with you.  We are         

redecorating the Sqn and I would very much like to get some copies of the sepia 

photos from your album; they are fantastic!  Thank you ever so much and kind 

regards, Sqn Ldr CC 'Mac' MacLachlan, BA, RAF OC 84 Sqn.” 

 

The photos that Mac had found on the internet had come from two albums of my 

father’s collection that contained about a hundred photographs of his service 

with 84 Squadron in Iraq between 1938 and 1940.  These were a mixture of   

personal and official photographs.  Several of these have appeared in other   

internet photo collections of the period, so there seemed to be a fair bit of photo 

swapping between members of the Squadron, the Instagram of its day!  I 

scanned the required photos at high resolution and two of them are now gracing 

the Scorpy Inn as very impressive four by three foot framed prints.  

 

The Scorpy Inn with two large prints of the Squadron’s Iraq years 
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The story might have ended there.  However, I felt that the Squadron was the 

best long term home for my father’s albums and set about preserving them.  

Whilst the photographs were in reasonable condition, the albums were in a poor 

physical state.  After consulting with Museum Conservation Services Ltd. at 

IWM Duxford, it was apparent that retaining them in the original poor quality 

albums would cause the photographs to degrade over time and they should be 

removed as quickly as possible.   

 

 

A typical album page 

On their advice, suitable archival storage sleeves and containers were purchased 

from Conservation by Design Ltd.  Fortunately the photographs had been 

mounted using photo corners and were easy to remove without any damage.  The 

earlier scans provided a comprehensive record of the original page layouts, 

meaning the photographs could be placed in their new archival folders in size 

order.  It is anticipated that the collection should now last for another hundred 

years provided they are given a reasonable storage environment. 

Whilst the contents had been preserved, the resulting photographs remained rela-

tively inaccessible and the historical context had been lost.  To address this I cre-

ated a photobook using the best images from the albums and other material from 

my family’s service days to tell the story contained in the albums. 
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The photobook and archived albums 

 

Armed with the photobook and the archived photographs, I visited the Squadron 

out in Cyprus in May 2014 to present the collection.  My wife and I were enter-

tained by Mac and Gareth Cone with suitable squadron hospitality. 

 

Presenting the collection to Mac in May 2014 
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As the approach I had taken could provide a model for preserving the rest of the 

Squadron’s collection, we were invited to come back and work on it.  The    

mantle of Squadron historian was then passed on to Gary Carr and we arranged 

with him to stay at RAF Akrotiri for two weeks in November.  Gary was        

fortunate to secure funding for more conservation material that would enable 

urgent conservation work to be undertaken. (see AGM minutes 2014) Between 

Air Support Command and British Airways we shipped out 75kg of material and 

technical equipment to a bungalow on the base and the project began. 

 

The Projects “Operations Centre” 

 

Laying out the collection of over twenty albums revealed its eclectic nature; 

documents from 1918, comprehensive records from 1942, photo albums from 

the fifties, heavy albums of photographs and press cuttings from the years on 

Cyprus, compilation albums cannibalising original material, photos glued to 

heavy card, ancient acid-based paper beginning to crumble to the touch, faded 

envelopes containing touching personal contributions and gems of information 

on the back of seemingly insignificant images. Nearly a hundred years of     

original intimate history carpeted our lounge. 
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Some of the albums and document in the Squadron’s archive 

 

The magnitude of the task was apparent; in the time available we would only be 

able to carry out a detailed review of the collection’s status and develop         

proposals for its future.  In addition we would conserve all the loose photographs 

and documents using the sleeves and folders we had purchased.  The assessment 

took into consideration the material’s significance, its current state and ease of 

archiving. 

 

The various albums presented many different challenges.  Some were text based 

journals, which required the photographs to remain in context, some had photo-

graphs firmly stuck to heavy card and others used standard office filing material.  

Several albums had been cannibalised over the years and composites created, 

often with a loss of context.  The simple approach taken with my Iraq albums 

could not be repeated across the whole collection.  However, it remained the 

case that the current collection is virtually inaccessible and hence of little value, 

either due to the bulk or the fragility of the albums.  The sheer volume            

discourages all but the most dedicated historian.  Something needed to be done 

so we agreed that the best way of preserving the collection and making it acces-

sible for future generations would be to scan entire pages, create a digital archive 

and produce photobooks of the images and accompanying text based on major 

eras of the Squadron’s history.  The original albums could then be returned to the 

UK for permanent archival storage by an appropriate organisation.  Future 

Squadron year books could then follow this “digitise, create photobook and send 

to off site archive” routine. 
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The four albums created from loose photographs  

and documents rescued by the project 

 

Aside from mapping out future strategy, the project did achieve a great deal. The 

cataloguing of albums means we understand the extent and nature of future 

work.  A large number of loose photographs and other documents, one dating 

back to 1918, were retrieved from old envelopes and boxes and carefully sorted 

into four archive files.  Many of these were digitised, including the vital informa-

tion on the back of many photos and an informal digital archive created.  There 

was also the opportunity to put on an “end of project” display to other interested 

parties on the base to help obtain backing for further activity.  One particularly 

interesting, poignant and fragile album created in 1952 has been brought back to 

the UK for full restoration. 

 

Of course, as you would expect from 84 Squadron, it wasn’t all hard work.  We 

enjoyed warm, sunny weather and a very varied programme of events,            

entertainments and aviation activities.  The excitement of Bonfire Night con-

trasted with the solemnity of the Remembrance Day Service.   A visit to No. 1 

Squadron and a tour round one of their Tornados reminded us of history in the 

making.  On a lighter note, the Scorpy Inn was well frequented and a noble if 

unsuccessful attempt was made on the Five Pork Chop Challenge. Undoubtedly 

the highlight was a flight in the Griffin around the Sovereign Base Area. 
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An example of the digitised collection showing the  

information on the backs of photos 

 

 

Pre-flight Briefing with Gary Carr 

 

We are most grateful to Mac and Gary and all the Squadron for making us so 

welcome and looking after us so well during our stay.   
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References: 

Museum Conservation Services Ltd. 

http://www.paperconservation.co.uk/ 

Conservation by Design Ltd. 

http://www.conservation-by-design.com/home.aspx?pagename=home 

The project’s informal digital archive can be found at 

https://www.flickr.com/p 

Part of the project assessment document detailing the condition of the albums 

http://www.paperconservation.co.uk/
http://www.conservation-by-design.com/home.aspx?pagename=home
https://www.flickr.com/photos/timelapsed/collections/72157647155500573/
https://www.flickr.com/photos/timelapsed/collections/72157647155500573/
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An Email from Ex UN Medic After  

Finding XP-345 On The Internet 
 

Hello YHPG 

 

I'm a Danish man who was a UN soldier, Lance Corporal, medical Assistant at 

Cyprus in 1980.  Once we pulled out a poor UN chap, from under a small      

armoured personnel carrier.  He didn't survive sadly.  But we helped a lot of the 

local people, by picking them up with the Whirlwind and bringing them to our 

own infirmary, or to the hospital in Nicosia or Limasol.  We also helped the 

Turkish soldiers who "by accident" shot themselves in the foot, so they didn't 

have to stay as a soldier. "Funny world" 

 

I was often flying with the Whirlwind, helping sick and injured people to our 

sickbay in Xeros camp.  It was an English helicopter pilot, I can't remember his 

name but he  was always called Frankenstein.  Not a very good looking guy, you 

can imagine. Terrible guy! On the way home from action he always flew like an 

ass, to try to make us throw up ... lots of fun :-)  

(Can anyone identify the Pilot)? I think I know. 

 

I have a few pictures of the Whirlwind from the base and from some training, if 

you want them?  I wouldn't mind having 2 pictures in high resolution from your 

homepage, if  possible?  It is the one "Re supply mission to UN Dancon         

contingent (photo Sean Ekburg)" and "Ready for operations at Nicosia (photo 

Reg Wargent)".  It was always great fun having a party with the English soldiers.  

They always got very drunk, singing and got naked. I dont know why, cause 

there was seldom any girls. ??!! 

 

Great work you are doing with the helicopters. 

Looking forward to hear from you. 

 

Many greetings 

 

K. Lennart Madsen 
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84 Squadron Association Annual Reunion 
 

You should already be aware that the reunion is being held at The Albrighton 

Hall Hotel, near Shrewsbury on the 26/27th September 2015.  Details of the hotel 

are available at http://www.mercure.com/gb/hotel-6629-mercure-shrewsbury-

albrighton-hall-hotel-and-spa/index.shtml. This includes the description of; 

“Albrighton Hall Hotel is nestled in an idyllic location in the heart of Shropshire, a little over 4 
miles from Shrewsbury town centre. Set amidst 15 acres of landscape gardens, our hotel is an 18th 
century Manor House, overlooking a lovely ornamental lake offering 87 en suite rooms, flat screen 
TV, mini-bars, iron, ironing board, tea-coffee making facilities across 4 different areas in the  
hotel”. 

 

The cost is £68-00p per person, per night, DB&B.  This also includes free usage 

of the hotel’s well equipped gym and swimming pool.  There is also a 20%    

discount on any treatments booked prior to arrival in the spa facility (details on 

the website).  There will be no single supplement.  At the time of booking 

(November 2014) a taxi costs about £5-00p from Shrewsbury railway station. 

There is a bus service that passes the hotel entrance with buses about every hour 

throughout the main part of the day. 

 

I feel that the hotel chosen is a step up in quality.  Your committee has           

concluded that the past policy of looking for the cheapest deal has perhaps not 

produced the best value for money so this is an attempt to avoid the short     

comings of the Hallmark over the last three years. 

 

The programme of events for the weekend is that on Friday upon arrival you will 

be asked to book a dining time in the main restaurant to avoid lengthy delays at 

the table.  On Saturday we are investigating a visit to RAF Shawbury or the RAF 

Museum at Cosford which impressed so many members a few years ago.  If   

neither of these options come to fruition there are plenty of other attractions in 

the area.  For those “ladies that shop”, Shrewsbury will tick most boxes.  The 

AGM for members will be held at 16-00 in the Lakeside Room.  Later in this 

room at 19-00 for 19-30 we will also be holding “the Banquet”.  The only    

guidance for dress is jacket and tie for the Saturday evening. 

 

We urge you to try to encourage any other former members of the      

Squadron who haven’t attended to do so.  I am sure we all would like the 

numbers to return to the 100+ attendees we had only about five years ago.  As 

usual please contact me with any queries or comments as detailed in the front of 

this edition of the Scorpion News. 

 

Derek Whittaker 

http://www.mercure.com/gb/hotel-6629-mercure-shrewsbury-albrighton-hall-hotel-and-spa/index.shtml
http://www.mercure.com/gb/hotel-6629-mercure-shrewsbury-albrighton-hall-hotel-and-spa/index.shtml
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Letter from the Association President to Kohima Museum 

 
31st October 2014 

 

Robert Cook Esq 

Curator of the Kohima Museum 

The 2nd Division 

Imphal Barracks 

YORK 

YO10 4HD 

 

Dear Robert 

 

At the 84 Squadron Association annual reunion held earlier this month, Derek 

Whittaker spoke about the Kohima Museum and the part the Squadron played 

during the battle of Kohima.  He also encouraged  Squadron members to visit 

your museum when in York. 

 

I enclose a cheque for £500 - a donation from our members, in memory of those 

men of 84 Squadron who died fighting the Japanese army under the command  

of General Sato, who had besieged the town of Kohima and had dug themselves 

into the surrounding hills in deep bunker positions and blocking the road        

between Silchar and Imphal.  When food, ammunition and medical supplies 

were in short supply the 2nd Infantry Division arrived to destroy the remaining 

Japanese troops and relieve the British and Indian forces who had been trapped 

in the town. 

 

This battle was described by Lord Louis Mountbatten, the Supreme Allied   

Commander, and General William Slim, Commander of the 14th Army in 

Burma, as one of the greatest battles fought during World War 2.  I personally 

and 84 Squadron are proud to have fought in this battle destroying the Japanese 

forces and helping to defeat the Japanese Army, Air Force and Navy in the Far 

East. 

 

 

Sincerely yours 

 

Arthur Murland Gill 

Wing Commander 

Officer Commanding 

No 84 Squadron Royal Air Force 1942 - 1944 
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Ken Wiltshire 

10 November 1947 - 24 May 2014 
 

The Country rejoiced as the now immortal and God like Bobby Moore wiped his 

muddied hands on the scarlet baize before receiving the Jules Reme Trophy from 

a beaming and radiant looking young Queen. 

   

England’s Golden Summer of 1966 is swinging like never before as a slight and 

youthful Kenneth Melbourne Wiltshire stepped off the train at Newark Station 

for immediate transfer to RAF Swinderby to ‘Get Some In’ Kenneth joined a 

Royal Air Force of power and presence honed against the constant threat of Cold 

War Confrontation.  With Military bearing and standards ruthlessly indoctrinated 

along with the essential life skills such as making a dam decent bed pack and 

cleaning a urinal with a toothbrush firmly in his locker, Ken bolstered by three 

meals a day headed off to RAF St Athan to begin the transformation into the 

highly skilled technician we came to know and love.  20 weeks of filing a block 

of mild steel would prove to be valuable experience as Ken headed off to what 

would seem an Idyllic first posting, South Yorkshire and RAF Linholme     

working on Hastings and Varsitys.  Now, for the younger members of the  

Squadron Association I should point out that these are Aircraft rather than      

ancient battles or sporting teams made up of ‘silver spoon ‘ fed  acne’d          

academics. 

 

Now Ken was no Heathcliff, and the wind swept moors of Yorkshire soon lost 

their appeal and the call ‘Go East Young Man’ was soon ringing in his ear.  The 

jewel of the Mediterranean, the Island of Aphrodite, the Island we all love and 

now call home, yes, Cyprus was drawing Kenneth Melbourne as sure as sirens 

onto the rocks.  In 1969, dear old Aki was a power house, a mini Air Force all in 

one Station.  Ken joined a potent force made up of 56 Sqn Lightnings, Nos 9 and 

35 Sqn Vulcans, No 70 Sqn Hercules and Argosy’s and the soon to join in the 

fun, 84 Sqn (Hoot and Roar) providing Search and Rescue with the iconic  

Whirlwind. 

   

Ken whiled away his time on the Transit Aircraft Servicing Flight, (VAHS) in 

new money, and for all those that know, universally hailed by the call ‘Easy 

Life’ In between carefree days of Volleyball and Hookers games, love was about 

to enter Ken’s life, the love was appear in two forms and is as enduring today as 

it was all those blissful Summer’s ago, the first was the taste for Keo beer!  The 

second came by the way of a shapely WRAF Cpl Dianne Jacobs working in 

SCAF that had caught Ken’s eye.  No brief encounter at the bop this, it was true 

love and on Friday 25th September 1970 at Phasouri Plantation Court Room,  
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under Cypriot law, Di, given away by OC Supply, Sqn Ldr Cartner (I have to say 

at this point that it did take quite a bit of persuasion for OC Supply to give away 

Di, his first inclination was to say, no, you can’t have her, I need to keep her in 

stock in case someone else might need her!) Ken and Di were pronounced Man 

and Wife.  A blessing the following day at St Pauls Church RAF Akrotiri was to 

seal the knot.  An interesting footnote to this ceremony, with Ken an SAC and Di 

the lofty rank of Cpl, Di was not allowed to ‘Honour and Obey’ the scruffy 

irk !!! a vow that Ken and Di maintained throughout their married life. 

 

Before it all ‘kicked off’ on the Island of Love, Ken and Di were off, and in 1973 

headed to Germany and to Laarbruch and the Phantom F4.  1976 and a final tour 

at RAF Odiham on 33 Sqn Puma’s before Ken walked out of the Gate for the 

last time in Blues in 1978.  

 

The immediate post service years saw Ken employed in a variety of roles 

throughout the Middle East and Germany, at one point working for The Ford 

Motor Company in a research capacity or the DDDD as it was called, The 

Dagenham Dustbin Design Department, it wasn’t called that, but I thought it 

sounded good!  In 1991 Ken arrived at RAF Shawbury to work for Marshalls on 

the Mighty Wessex of DHFS.  Marshalls became Serco, Serco became FBS, 

FBS became FBH.  The twists and turns of corporate amalgamations and 

changes of overalls made little difference to Ken who continued to provide    

excellence and expertise. 

 

It was as Shift Boss of the Squirrel line that Ken first got wind of an opportunity 

to return to Cyprus.  His hat was quickly thrown in the ring and after a quick 

conversion to the Griffin, Ken found himself heading for the Sun once more. 

Ken has been part of the 84 Squadron MRCO story since day one, his work ethic 

and understanding making the whole process so seamless and successful. 

Quickly re-establishing his life back in Cyprus, Ken and Di live out the Ex-pat 

dream.  On shift or more recently running the scheduled maintenance             

programmes Ken’s experience and industry have been invaluable.  Most of you 

will look back to last September when Ken very dramatically and quite scarily 

collapsed to the crew room floor suffering from a major Heart attack.  We were 

visibly shocked particularly when we quickly realising that Ken owed 4 weeks 

money on the tea swindle.   

 

That near tragedy was averted by the rapid and professional response of Flt Sgt 

Chris Scurr, Flt Lt’s Hazel and Wilders who quickly coppered up and managed 

to come up with deal that included €8.78 in cash and a confirmed agreement not 

to steal milk for at least one week.  In all seriousness, our thanks and Ken’s, go 

to all of those who saved Ken’s life that day. 
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I would like to say that the ‘Defibrillation’ that Ken received that day was the 

biggest shock he has had on 84 Squadron, but that was to be surpassed only last 

week when Mac departed on a Night Flying Sortie on time! 

 

After 22 years service with FBH, after 47 years of service to The Royal Air 

Force, and that is how we do see it, extended loyal service, no matter what     

uniform we wear, Ken retired.   As we talk of milestones of service to the RAF, 

Ken shares this occasion with another faithful workhorse.  In April 1966 the VC 

10 entered service with No 10 Squadron at RAF Brize Norton, it like Ken, shares 

a lifetime of memories and service. 

 

Ken’s well-deserved rest in retirement was sadly all too short.  Ken’s health   

deteriorated over the last year, which finally saw him hospitalised in Limassol 

General hospital for some weeks.  Ken was a proud and dignified man and hated 

being in hospital.  He was finally discharged to return home to his Kolossi home 

under the care of his beloved Di.  Ken was rushed to hospital on the evening of 

24th May 14 and sadly passed away in the ambulance. On the 28th May 2014 and 

under a crystal clear sky and a warming breeze, Ken’s friends and colleagues 

gathered to say farewell at the British Cemetery in Kolossi.  With perfect       

precision and timing, The Griffin HAR 2 of 84 Squadron completed its fly past 

in honour of a lovely man, a fine engineer, a loyal servant and a greatly missed 

friend. 

 

Hoot ‘n’ Roar 

 

Raymond Morley 
 
I have been asked to circulate a name to you all and ask if anyone remembers the 

person?  He is called Raymond Morley and he was an engineer in Aden around 

1961.  If anyone does know of him please contact Trevor at email or address 

shown at the front.  Many thanks. 

 

My neighbour knocked on my door at 2:30am this morning , can you believe 

that , 2:30am?! Luckily for him I was still up playing my Bagpipes. 

 

Paddy says "Mick , I'm thinking of buying a Labrador ."Bugger that" says Mick 

"have you seen how many of their owners go blind?"  

 

Man calls 999 and says "I think my wife is dead" The operator says how do you 

know? He says "The sex is the same but the ironing is building up!"  
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Kenneth Melbourne Wiltshire 1947 – 2014  
 

In 1966, Kenneth joined a Royal Air Force of power and presence, honed against 

the constant threat of Cold War confrontation. 

 

With military bearing and standards ruthlessly indoctrinated, along with the   

essential life skills such as making a dam decent bed-pack and cleaning a urinal 

with a toothbrush, Ken, eventually escaped basic training and was dispatched to 

RAF St Athan in South Wales to begin the transformation into the highly skilled 

aircraft technician that we all knew so well.   

 

20 weeks of filing a block of mild steel would prove to be valuable experience as 

Ken headed off to his first posting at RAF Lindholme working on Hastings and 

Varsity’s.  For the younger of our congregation here today, I should point out 

that these are aircraft rather than ancient battles.......! 

 

However, the windswept moors of Yorkshire eventually lost their appeal, and the 

call, “go East young man” was soon ringing in his ear.   

 

The jewel of the Mediterranean, the Island of Aphrodite, and the Island all of us 

now call home.  Yes, Cyprus was drawing Kenneth Melbourne as sure as sirens 

onto the rocks.   

 

In 1969, Royal Air Force Akrotiri was an absolute power-house.  A potent force 

made up of numerous aircraft types and the island’s Search & Rescue provided 

by, the then Whirlwind helicopters of 1563 Flight.   

 

In those days, Ken worked on the Transit Aircraft Servicing Flight, (TASF). 

Now called VASS.  It was here that love was to enter Ken’s life, in the way of a 

shapely WRAF Diane Jacobs, working in SCAF that had caught Ken’s eye.   

Already, you can tell that the military do like their abbreviations.   

 

On Friday 25th September 1970 at Fassouri plantation court room, under Cypriot 

law, Di was given away by her boss Sqn Ldr Cartner.  Whereby, Ken and Di 

were pronounced man and wife.  A blessing held at Akrotiri’s St Pauls Church 

the following day sealed the knot.   

 

An interesting fact regarding the quirks of military law back in those days; with 

Di holding the higher rank of Corporal, she was not allowed to say “honour & 

obey”........something I think quite tickled Di at the time.  “What’s for dinner 

tonight Di”; “I have no idea Ken, as you haven’t cooked it yet Senior             
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Aircraftsman – now fetch me my wine”..........!  In reality of course, Ken was 

only too pleased to fetch his Di her favourite glass of wine.   

 

Before more turbulent times hit this island, Ken & Di were posted to RAF   

Laarbruch Germany in 1973, and his Service career finally ended at RAF      

Odiham, whereupon he walked out of the main gate in uniform for the last time 

in 1978.  Post service years saw Ken employed in a variety of engineering roles 

throughout the Middle East and Germany, at one point working for the Ford mo-

tor company in their research department.   

 

In 1988 Ken & Di arrived at RAF Shawbury to work for Marshalls on the 

mighty Wessex at the DHFS (Defence Helicopter Flying School).  He even    

accompanied the Red Arrows on occasions, when a helicopter was utilised to 

ferry around team managers to the various air shows.  Considered very much 

part of the team, Ken was afforded access to the best clubs in the land, which 

tickled him pink. 

 

It was at Shawbury that Ken got wind of an opportunity to return to Cyprus, and 

following a quick conversion to the Griffin helicopter, Ken & Di found       

themselves heading for their beloved island once more. 

 

From day one in 2002, Ken was very much part of the contractorisation of 84 

Sqn engineering.  His work ethic coupled with his knowledge and understanding 

helped to make the whole process so seamless and successful.   

 

On a more personal level; my early recollection of Ken was not long after I 

started with the company.  We were removing the very heavy, main rotor blades 

and Ken said to me “excuse me Brian, would you mind awfully being really 

careful not to touch the tab ends”.  The “tab ends” being a small, adjustable and 

fragile part of the blade.  OK..........this is not exactly what Ken said to me, but I 

am unable to repeat the words actually spoken on the day.  What I will tell you 

though; even now, whenever we need to remove the blades, I always volunteer 

for the heavy, stumpy bit, in order not to go anywhere near those “tab ends”....! 

 

Whenever someone pushed their broken car into the hangar, it was usually Ken 

who would first appear, have it stripped down, find the fault and he either fixed 

it there & then or very quickly discovered what part was required.   

 

One would see OC 84 Sqn – Mac wandering into the hangar to see how his    

aircraft was progressing only to find Ken’s backside protruding from under a 

bonnet, or his suede desert boots sticking out from beneath the vehicle.  Mac 
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never really said much as more often than not, it was his car....!  I recall, he 

spoke fondly of Mac’s classic Morgan.  A £100,000 major helicopter service had 

to wait until Ken sorted everybody’s life out.........”sorry Boss”..........!   

 

Could Ken be cantankerous?  Yes, he certainly could be.  Like all of us at times.  

Could he be difficult and stubborn?  Yes, he could be.  Like all of us at times.  

Indeed, he came with all the negatives and positives, the good bits and bad bits 

that make us all human beings.  That said; Ken was also a very kind man.  There 

are those amongst us who  benefited greatly from his understanding and generos-

ity, in time of need.   

 

Whenever he became aware of somebody’s plight, he would very quietly step in 

to offer sound advice along with practical assistance.   

 

Another thing that often amazed me; no matter what song was being played on 

the radio – he would instantly name the tune, the band & the year.  Something of 

a music guru would best describe our Ken; he loved it. 

 

With summer temperatures approaching 40 degrees on the pan, Ken was      

regularly seen leaping on top of the helicopter (with the agility of someone half 

his age) cleaning the head after a day’s flying, listening to the radio blaring 

away.  “A good clean up here; this is when you find things wrong” he would say. 

 

He was careful and certainly not an extravagant man.  Enjoying the simple  

pleasures of life, Ken loved nothing more than sipping a cold Keo, with an arm 

around his cats that he & Di rescued many years ago.  Even they sense that 

someone so important to them is no longer here.    

 

To conclude; Ken was an honest, genuine and thoroughly decent man, who was 

taken from Di, his family and his many friends far too soon. 

 

Whether in or out of uniform, let us remember today that Ken gave a total of 47 

years service to the Royal Air Force, which is surely an accomplishment worthy 

of the highest accolade.   

 

Rest in peace Ken, and remember, “God’s in charge”    

 

Brian C Smith  

Written 26th May 2014 
Delivered at the graveside on 28th May 2014,  

whereupon a single helicopter carried out a low (100ft) fly pass.   
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D. J. (TEX) Payne BEM  
 

Please note that that I have been notified by Valerie Payne (wife of         

deceased) that Mr D J Payne BEM (nicknames Tex and Dallas) Propulsion 
Fitter passed away on the 31st Aug 2014.  I do not know if he was a   
member of 84 Squadron but he did serve on 84 Squadron B Flt at     
Nicosia after I left in Nov.1974.  I met/knew/worked/socialised with him 
whilst we were both serving on The Queen’s Flight.  He was an excellent 
tradesman albeit a bit scruffy, but that was because of his deep           
Involvement in work and also illustrated a side of his most enjoyable 
character!!  When we met up at a RAF Halton Triennial he said that  
wherever he looked in the Chopper F700s my name was all over the 
place!!  I never had the chance to have a long chat when we met and I 
regret that as it was the last time I met him. 
 
He certainly will be missed by his family and friends, and none-the-less 
myself  
 

John Welch 
 

BLONDE TEACHER? 
 

A woman gets a job as a physical education teacher of 16 year olds. 

 

She notices a boy at the end of the field standing alone, while all the 

other kids are running around having fun, kicking a football. 

 

She takes pity on him and decides to speak to him. 

 

'You ok?' she asks. 

 

'Yes,' he replies. 

 

'You can go and play with the other kids, you know,' she says. 

 

'It's best I stay here,' he says. 

 

'Why's that, sweetie?' asks the blonde.. 

 

The boy looks at her and says:  
 

"Because I'm the goal keeper !!!  
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Acting P/O Watson 
 

Farewell to a trusty co-pilot! 

 

This past May I had to say good-bye to a friend who has served alongside me 

since I joined the RAF:  Watson the bulldog. 

 

It all began after winning the big cash prize at the Aldergrove Officers’ Mess 

Xmas Draw.  I won enough cash to cover my mess bill and then had just enough 

left over to buy a dog.  In a previous mess, I had lived across the corridor from a 

cavalry officer who had a wonderful bulldog; I was determined to join forces 

with just such a hound. I called around to numerous kennels on the ‘mainland’ 

asking for a dog to come and enjoy ‘singly’ life on 72 Sqn: partying in the mess, 

wooing the ladies, and flying around in a Wessex.  Unsurprisingly, not one    

kennel would agree to sell me a dog.  I then called around in my best (still very 

poor) Irish accent asking for a dog to keep my wife and 2 children company on 

our farm near Lurgan whilst I spent the day lecturing at Queen’s University.  I 

finally got a bite.  I then paid off Sqn Ldr ‘Stopie’ with multiple bottles of claret 

to drive me to the kennel near Cannock and act like my teaching assistant (he 

was the Sqn QHI and so was more than a bit put-out by being demoted).  The 

plan worked; Watson joined 72 Sqn and most importantly the Wessex Flight! 

 

He integrated well into mess-life.  The mess had a running custom that if one 

was able to stand at the bar, shoot a champagne cork from a bottle across the 

room, and hit the fire-bell, the bubbly went on to the PMC’s bar book.  Watson 

spent many an evening under the fire-bell and got quite adept at catching 

corks.  To his last days, he would bark at the sight of a champagne bottle in   

anticipation of the flying cork-snack!  His other favourite mess trick was when 

asked ‘Would you rather fly a Puma or be dead,’ he would spin around twice, 

roll on his back, and stick out his legs in a mock death-throw worthy of the RSC. 

On the downside, his taste for the box hedging which ran along the front of the 

mess, ran my mess bill through the roof!   

 

On ops, he became quite well known by soldiers serving in South Armagh as we 

would often greet them in the back of the cab when they were extracted from the 

field.  When he wasn’t flying, he spent his time accompanying soldiers (who 

were missing their own dogs) back and forth to the NAAFI for bacon and egg 

banjoes.  He was particularly fond of the ‘jocks’ in the KOSB Regt and of their 

fondness for deep-fried treats!  During one month, Watson and I lived with the 

KOSB at Bessbrook Mill whilst I was the BALO.  Some members of the newly 

formed PSNI were being a tad abrasive with the HQ staff.  Watson decided one 

afternoon to ‘re-decorate’ the office of one particularly grumpy copper who then  
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complained to the colonel.  The next morning, on parade, Watson was called   

forward and received an award for his outstanding efforts in a ‘bombing         

campaign’ against harassing forces.  To his dying day he wore his KOSB flash on 

his dog-collar.  On that note, Gieves of Savile Row made him his bespoke GSM 

dog collar.  A junior shag on 72 Sqn once complained about Watson wearing his 

GSM in the mess when it was pointed out that the dog had more ‘op flying time’ 

than he; the matter was dropped.  During the final cross-UK Wessex formation 

flight marking the disbandment of 72 Sqn, Watson flew as Wessex 18 and made 

his final landing at the Officers’ Mess RAF Odiham.    

 

He settled well into Odiham mess life and was happier not having any stairs to 

navigate between his room and the bar.  I started my Chinook course in late 

2002.  At the end of our OCF, we had a role disposal where Watson was provided 

with a small bowl of Guinness.  After licking the bowl clean there was a message 

at the bottom of the bowl notifying him of his posting to 18 Sqn, B Flt; luckily we 

both got the same posting! 

 

The Iraq War then kicked-off and Watson stayed back to protect the ‘home-front’ 

and lived in a cottage in the village with my then fiancée Jocelyn.  Life slowed 

down to walks to the pub and the occasional adventure into the West End of   

London.  After Jocelyn and I were married in Sep 03, both Watson and I had to 

give up the ‘mess-life’ and settle into a quarter.  Years later, if I ever asked him 

‘fancy a pint in the bar’, he would make a direct line for the door and walk right 

to the mess bar without a lead or any guidance. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

WATSON R.I.P 
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Postings to Holland and back to Odiham followed.  Whilst I was training at CFS, 

Watson became accustomed to long drives sat-up on the parcel shelf of my 2-

seater Morgan.  He tried using goggles but his lack of nose was an issue.  During 

this time, he also had the honour of sharing the Shawbury mess with HRH The 

Prince William whom he met.  Back at Odiham he was often found snoring   

under my desk whether on 18 Sqn or in the HQ.  After leaving the SH Force, 

Watson joined Jocelyn and I out on 84 Sqn.  More elderly and lazier in this stage 

of his life, Watson tended to never stray far from an aircon unit.  He could still 

be found on 84 Sqn, however, snoozing in my office during ‘staff work days’ or 

mooching snacks from the crewroom.  It was during his time of 84 Sqn when he 

was ‘immortalised’ as a cartoon character becoming Wg Cdr Spry’s dog in RAF 

Flight Safety promotion material alongside P/O Prune. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

He was an outstanding dog, mess mascot, and a regular part of mess life on the 

SH Force in the early 2000’s. 

Mac 
C C MACLACHLAN  
Sqn Ldr 
OC 84 Sqn 
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Dear Arthur and Trevor 

  

My father, Gordon Guest, served on 84 between 1981 and 1984 (or there-

abouts).  He was a sergeant at the time.  My mother, Barbara, and I were posted 

with him.  All my earliest memories are from Akrotiri and Cyprus: the camp, 

playschool, yellow helicopters (Whirlwind and Wessex), Red Arrows, flamin-

gos, bondhu, Charles Street, Phantoms taking off first thing in the morning, 

snow on Troodos, etc, etc.  Last night I spent several hours scanning photos from 

our time there.  A lot of old clips of distant memories came flooding back.  I 

loved that place!  I also realised what a great time my parents had there: there are 

smiles and laughing friends in almost every other picture, plus some evidence 

that they did their best to support Keo! 

  

Unfortunately, Gordon died suddenly and unexpectedly on 27 October 2014.  A 

massive heart attack.  A surprise for an active, diet-conscious 66 year old who 

was already receiving treatment to keep his naturally high cholesterol levels 

down. 

   

I'm not aware that he ever got around to joining your association, but I think he 

would have done had I found you earlier and told him about it!  Having retired 

earlier this year as a licensed aircraft engineer, he was starting to discover how 

finding lost RAF friends was relatively easy on the Internet. 

  

If I may, I would like to join you.  My fondness for Akrotiri has never left me 

and I've been back twice since (although, as a civvie, I didn't go on camp).  We 

also have some Squadron photos that need guys' names added! 

  

I would also appreciate it if you could do anything to alert people that he may 

have served with.  We have a remembrance service on Saturday 6 December at 

14:00 in Brecon Cathedral.  Gordon was never good at keeping in touch, but 

(and I know this is a long-shot) if any old chums from 84 turned-up, it would be 

fantastic. 

  

Kind regards 

  

Bryan 
  
If anyone remembers Gordon and is prepared to help Bryan please contact me 

and I will pass on his details etc. 

 

Trevor 
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The Jewish Mother… 

 
A 25-year-old Jewish girl tells her mum that she has missed her period for 

the last 2 months. 
 

Very worried, the mother goes to the local pharmacy and buys a pregnancy 
test kit. The test confirms that her daughter is pregnant. 

 
Shouting and crying, the mother says, "Who was the selfish bastard that 

did this to you? I demand to know!" 
 

Without answering, the girl picks up the phone and makes a call.  Half an 
hour later, a Bentley stops in front of their house.  A middle-aged and very 

distinguished man steps out of the car and enters the house.                
 

He sits in the lounge with the father and mother, and tells them, "Your 
daughter has informed me of the problem.  I can't marry her because of my 

personal family situation but I'll take charge.  I will pay all costs and       
provide for your daughter for the rest of her life." 

 
He continues, "Additionally, if a girl is born I will bequeath two retail furni-

ture stores, a deli, a chateau in France and a $1m bank account." 
 

He continues, "If a boy is born my legacy will be a chain of jewellery stores 
and a $25m bank account." 

 
"However, if there is a miscarriage I'm not sure what to do.  What would 

you suggest?" 
 

All silent at this point, the mother placed a hand firmly on the man's    
shoulder and told him,  

 
"You'll try again." 

 

 

The wife was counting all the 5p's and 10p's out on the kitchen table when she 

suddenly got very angry and started shouting and crying for no reason. I thought 

to myself , "She's going through the change." 

 

When I was in the pub I heard a couple of plonkas saying that they wouldn't feel 

safe on an aircraft if they knew the pilot was a woman. 

What a pair of sexists. I mean,  

it's not as if she'd have to reverse the bloody thing!  
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