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100 Group Association Chairman Wg Cdr John Stubbington: 01420 562722

100 Group Association Secretary Janine Harrington: 01723 512939 
Home to RAF 100 Group Association
City of Norwich Aviation Museum 
Old Norwich Road, Horsham St Faith, Norwich, Norfolk NR10 3JF

Telephone: 01603 893080
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Each dot represents an area where there is a cluster of members
Big dots show where members of the new RAF 100 Group Association Committee live

Members who live abroad are in the following countries:
Northern Ireland

Canada

Austria

China

Germany

Australia
USA
[image: image16.emf]

[image: image17.emf]

[image: image18.jpg]


               


COMMITTEE
[image: image19.emf]

[image: image20.jpg]



   

Representative
    

from City of

    

Norwich Aviation

    

Museum Committee
CHAIR: Wg Cdr J E G STUBBINGTON    


PHIL JAMES MBE
Trinity Hill Bungalow, Trinity Hill, 



25 Sandown Rd, Port Talbot,
Medstead, Alton, Hampshire GU34 5LT


West Glamorgan SA12 6PR
Tel/Fax:  01420-562722




Tel: 01639 899757
Email: john.stubbington@btinternet.com


Email: redphil.sqn192@talktalk.net
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RICHARD FORDER




            ROD VOWLER
211 Dobcroft Rd, Sheffield S11 9LF


19 Greenbank Gardens, Weston,
Tel: 0114 2364083





Bath, Somerset BA1 4EF
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Email: rod3798@tinyworld.co.uk
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IAN KIRK & Sec: JANINE HARRINGTON
CHRIS LAMBERT




Editors: ‘Confound & Destroy’
Whitegates Cottage, The Street,


‘New Dawn’, 7 Ashley Court, Filey,
Oulton. Norfolk. NR11 6AF



North Yorkshire YO14 9LS
Tel: 01263 733904




Tel: 01723 512939 mob: 07789 935021
Email: chrislambert@acsmail.net


Email: writers.retreat@lycos.com
The City of Norwich Aviation Museum is home to RAF 100 Group Association.
The Museum is a charity with a board of elected Trustees, some members of 100 Group Association:
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Dear Friends, 
We are now on a mainline telephone.  Da-Dah!  Fanfare of trumpets please!! The number is on the Committee page above as well as below. We do hope this makes it easier to stay in touch.
Our second bit of news? Remember those wonderful fairy stories of Hans Christian Anderson: ‘The Ugly Duckling’, ‘The Tin Soldier’, ‘The Wild Swans’, all classics of their time? I still have the book given me by my parents in 1958. So imagine my delight in discovering I too originate from Zealand, one of the islands of Denmark.  Hans would have been telling his stories when John, my great great grandfather on my mother’s side, was edging his boat towards the shore in Dragor, a little fishing village just below Copenhagen. I feel a strong pull from the past especially now as my own fairytale dream comes true - my fifth book published on 20th October and my first written for children. Finally I reach the path I was originally set on. And next year we plan to tread in John’s footsteps as we visit Dragor ourselves.
‘Secrets of the Grimoire –The First in a Trilogy of the Enchanted Kingdom of Paragon’ is published by Nightingale Books, an imprint of Pegasus Elliot Mackenzie, price £9.99. It makes an ideal Christmas gift for older children who enjoy reading fantasy. And it begs the question: if you had the power to create your own Kingdom, what kind of Kingdom would it be? In this recessional climate of change, what fun to think what it would be like to start all over again!

Finally, we give a warm welcome to Chris Lambert who has joined our Association Committee. Chris is known for arranging the wonderful Oulton tea spread and Memorial ceremony each year at Reunions. We also welcome 4 new members into our fold.  Roger Dobson made contact after reading my book ‘Nina & Vic’. Roger and his sister Susan’s father of 192 Squadron: Lieutenant Richard (Dick) William Dobson’s story is told within these pages. We also welcome John Powell & Cheryl Cairns. They share experiences of their father and uncle respectively, also from 192 in the next issue.  In the meantime, you will find they seek information from you.

All that remains for us is to hope you enjoy your reading and to wish you all a very merry Christmas and a happy New Year!  Let the good times roll!!!
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Janine & Ian
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My greetings to all members 
I would like to make you aware of the various actions and arrangements that have happened since the last Newsletter.

 

On behalf of the Association, I have had a constructive and agreeable meeting with Derek Waters and Kelvin Sloper on 19th September. We discussed many topics of concern and interest to the Association and the Museum. The future for the Museum regarding a possible change of location hangs on the continuing uncertainty about the Norwich Northern Distributor Road. That has several consequences including the provision of additional display and storage facilities for archives and other memorabilia, not only from 100 Group members but also from other groups and individuals. Alongside that uncertainty is the legislation that applies to the Museum so far as gifts are concerned; we should recognise and understand that gifts to the Museum become in effect 'Gifts to the Nation' and are held on trust. The Museum has a major problem with the handling, storage and display of so many items; and this will most likely continue until the future of the ring-road is settled. That will not happen quickly and will probably not be before 2012. The current national financial and banking situation will certainly do nothing to help. In the meantime, we should recognise that situation and appreciate the difficulties the Museum faces.

 

It has been agreed that the Association will now take direct control of the Accounts and the issue of Association annual membership cards. Action is in hand for this to happen.

 

I have visited Bylaugh Hall and agreed in principle for a 100 Group Commemorative Plaque to be installed at the Hall. The intention is that the plaque will be unveiled on Friday 15th May 2009 after lunch, with an informal ceremony. The intention is that members should arrive at the Hall by mid-day and that Lunch will be served from 12.30.  After lunch, the Commemorative Plaque will be unveiled, with a short memorial service.

 

The Plough at Marsham will host the Reunion dinner on Saturday 16th May 2009. There is some accommodation at the Plough and the landlords, Mr and Mrs Stock, have agreed to hold all accommodation for use by 100 Group members over that weekend. But room bookings should be secured before 31 December 2008.

 

The 100 Group Memorial Display cabinet in Blicking Church will be removed temporarily for refurbishment; and the small memorial plate near the little oak tree at Oulton Street will be securely mounted on a metal post.

 

There are discussions under way with the Defence Electronics History Society and the UK Chapter of the Association of Old Crows to hold a joint symposium on World War 2 and Cold War military electronics. That symposium may happen late in 2009 at the Defence Academy, Shrivenham, near Swindon. The operations by 100 Group will have a key place in that symposium. Further details will be provided in future Newsletters.

 
Most sincerely,
John E G Stubbington, Wg Cdr (ret’d), Chair
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Since the last issue of ‘Confound & Destroy’, the City of Norwich Aviation Museum has held its Annual General Meeting. The main item to report from this meeting is the appointment of 2 additional Trustees for the Museum. Graham Mitchell and Vince Taylor have been elected to the Board of Trustees to help spread the workload and responsibility of decision making involved in both the day to day running and future planning of Museums activities. Both Graham and Vince are able to represent the Museum during the normal working day, when other Trustees cannot, due to their own business and working commitments.  We hope that Graham and Vince will enjoy their time as Trustees of the Museum.
Restoration activities have continued when the weather has allowed over past weeks, but with the coming of darker evenings and heavy morning dews, the major project of painting the Vulcan has been suspended until Spring. However, members have been busy with a minor move around of aircraft to better use space available, cleaning aircraft ready for the winter and generally making sure the site and our buildings are maintained to the best standard we can achieve within our resources.

Visitor numbers have continued to please us, September figures showed an increase of around 10% compared to 2007 and it seems very likely more people will visit the Museum in October this year than we saw last year. The Museum sales and publicity stall attended the Autumn air display at Duxford in early October, but this event was a great disappointment compared to previous years due to terrible weather conditions. Needless to say, the Monday following the event was a beautiful day!  Despite this setback, we intend to be at similar events in 2009 and look forward to more favourable climatic conditions than we have endured this year.

New exhibits continue to arrive at the Museum every week. We have recently added new books to the Museum library and our collection of photographs is added to almost daily. An early Spitfire MkI propeller blade has been a valued artifact donated within the last few weeks. The massive influx of items into the Museum collection over the past few years means we are challenged for space to store exhibits. We are ensuring that we now only accept items that meet with our collecting policy. 

Maintaining our status as a Registered Museum is vitally important to the future of the Museum. Robert Walden, our Curator, has met with the Development Director of Norfolk Museums Service to define what actions we need to take to qualify for the next stage as a Registered Museum.  Over winter months, we will be making necessary changes to our exhibit record keeping bringing us up to latest standards.

In the last Newsletter we described plans to update older displays at the Museum. First to receive attention will be our USAAF 8th Air Force display, in place since 1990/1 and now looking very tired. We will be building new display boards for this display and reallocating some of the existing display cases that are currently spread around the Museum to the new 8th Air Force exhibition. We have been donated four large display case from Norfolk Museums Service, surplus to their requirements, in which we will place items displaced by the movement of smaller cases. 

As always, we have a great deal to do and volunteers will be kept busy over the next few months. From November until the end of March the Museum is open from 10.00am-4.00pm on Wednesdays & Saturdays and from 11.00am-3.00pm Sundays. We are closed from 21 December until 7 January 2009 for Christmas and New Year. 
Kelvin Sloper
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A few weeks ago I received this amazing letter … all the more amazing because it actually found me! It gives me pleasure to share it & the information which followed.
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To Janine Harrington

I have spent several evenings reading this remarkable book – ‘Nina & Vic: A World War II Love Story’, with yourself as author. Last night I reached October 1944 where I found in Vic Vinnell’s letter of the 4th October, to your mother, the account of his visit to Norwich to visit my father Flight Lieutenant Richard (Dick) William Dobson who was seriously injured in the crash landing of his Mosquito on Saturday 23rd September.  Today is the 64th Anniversary of that event and by chance early this afternoon I flew over the area en route to Amsterdam from Manchester. My father survived, albeit with 2 years in hospital. As a result I am here to write this to you. He died in 1995 after a successful career as a pharmacist in Eccles, Manchester

It would be very good to communicate directly. Many thanks for all your effort in producing the book which now has a very special meaning for me.

We have a built-in display cabinet at my home in Anglesey which contains a professional model of a Mosquito plus two models - one of a Mosquito and one of a Lancaster or Halifax, carved by my father when he was in hospital.

But I should explain what prompted me to contact you. I used to work for United Distillers in Scotland 20 years ago and was introduced to sailing in the Hebrides by a colleague who has become a friend – Dick Fresson. For the past 11 years each summer I have cruised the Hebrides first with a charter boat, more recently my own. This year we met up with Dick and his wife and entertained each other in a couple of anchorages. 

As happens when good whisky flows we reminisced and Dick explained that this year is the 75th Anniversary of his Father establishing a regular air service to the Orkneys.

This Caithness website provides more detail:
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70th Anniversary of Commercial Air Mail Services 28 May 2004

The 70th Anniversary of the first official internal British airmail service will be commemorated on Saturday 29 May at Kirkwall Airport in Orkney.
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Captain Ernest Edmund Fresson OBE, the pioneer of flight in the North of Scotland, flew the first airmail service from Inverness to Wick and Kirkwall on 29 May 1933.  Earlier, in the same month, he flew the first scheduled passenger service on the same route and in November of 1934 he operated the first UK air ambulance flight.
Captain Fresson and De Havilland Gypsy Moth at Kirkwall, 1932

Captain Fresson’s son, Richard Fresson, will be amongst those marking the Anniversary at Kirkwall.  Members of the Fresson Trust will recreate the journey from Inverness to Kirkwall with BenAir, the company that currently operates the mail flights to Orkney.  The original pennant presented to Capt Fresson by Royal Air Mail on the occasion of the first flight will also be flown to Orkney and put on display in the airport terminal by Kirkwall Museum.
The pennant will be received at Kirkwall by Councillor Brian Taylor, John Morrison, Royal Mail islands Manager will also make a presentation to Richard Fresson to recognize the Anniversary of his father’s achievement.

The Anniversary is being marked with support from Royal Mail, Orkney Islands Council, Kirkwall Museum, Highlands and Islands Airports Ltd and BenAir.

The Fresson Trust was set up to honour Capt Fresson, who pioneered aviation in the Highlands and Islands of Scotland with the formation of Highland Airways Ltd in 1933.  Capt Fresson’s vision and determination saw the airline establish commercial and mail flights to and from Orkney, Wick, Shetland, Inverness, Aberdeen, Perth and Glasgow.  Another first attributed to Capt Fresson was the tarmac runway at Stornaway, which is acknowledged as the first of its kind in Great Britain.

Between 1933 and 1948 he established a network of air services and aerodromes in the region and he continued to fly charters until 1958.  Capt Fresson died in Inverness in September 1963.
The Fresson Trust continues to further knowledge of aviation throughout the Highlands and Islands.  This includes providing financial assistance to those aspiring to careers in aviation, particularly prospective pilots, engineers and air traffic controllers.  The Trust also organizes events to commemorate Anniversaries of Capt Fresson’s significant achievements.

Bob Macleod, Managing Director of Highlands and Islands Airports Ltd and secretary of the Fresson Trust said: ‘Captain Fresson was a visionary who led the way in connecting the islands with the mainland by establishing air links.  His dedication and skilled flying paved the way for aviation as the main mode of transport to the remoter parts of Scotland.  HIAL is extremely proud to be involved in the Fresson Trust and we actively support its continuing work in the field of aviation.

Today commemorates one of the many aviation firsts achieved by Ted Fresson and we are delighted to be displaying some items associated with the first internal UK air mail service in the terminal at Kirkwall.’

John Morrison of Royal Mail said: ‘Seventy years on from Capt Fresson’s first air mail flight air services continue to play a vital role in mail delivery both to the islands and across the UK.  His pioneering vision saw aviation develop to play the vital role it fulfills in the Highlands and Islands today.’

*   *   *   *

Ted Fresson flew in WWI with the RAF and spent WW2 surveying Scotland and the Western Isles for emergency landing strips.

Naturally I told Dick about my father and Dick immediately made me promise to write down what I know for the benefit of my Grandchildren. So that is the quest I am engaged in.  The following is what I have found out so far …
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Flight Lieutenant Richard (Dick) William Dobson
192 Squadron
by his son, Roger Dobson
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Richard William Dobson, my father, was born in Eccles, Manchester on 23rd March 1916. He left school at 16 (my Grandfather had been out of work for several years) and was apprenticed at the local Pharmacy. He qualified as a Pharmacist via Salford Tech and Manchester University. In fact, fifty years on from joining the pharmacy he sold it and retired to Anglesey. 
He joined the Home Guard in 1940 and yesterday I found the RAFVR document confirming his enlistment as being on 5th April 1941.

I can remember him talking about basic training at RAF Bridgenorth in Shropshire and cycling back to Eccles at weekends. The internet reports that No 4 Recruit Centre was at Bridgenorth until June 1941.
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I also found a photo of him in a formal group. He has written on the back ‘23rd February 1942 Flight 32/35A ‘A’ Squadron A.C.R.U. St Johns Wood:

photo taken 3rd March 1942, Richard Dobson middle row, 7th from left
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Flt/Lt Richard Dobson, middle row, extreme left
Cunningham, Bartlett, Adams, Adams, Welch, Lamon, Levic, Stearn

Richard Dobson, Bone, Foster, Francis, Weekes, …son, Power, Stapleton, Mercer

… mos, Gilliam, Fillng, French, …, Neill, Barton, McLaren
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Beyond that there is very little of him in uniform – the little being a wedding photograph with my mother: 8th Dec 1943 (see above) and a photograph of my parents sitting on the grass with my sister Susan as a child. This would have been taken I estimate in Spring 1946. I also found two letters to my Father from his pilot Nobby (Gordon) Clark. These were written December 1945 and February 1946 and refer to him visiting the pub in Briston (see later). Nobby was my sister’s Godfather. There seems to have been no contact with him after the early fifties.

My Father said remarkably little about his war service believing that he was bound by secrecy and it was only in the 1980s that we learnt a little. 
He crashed on 3 occasions, including once on the Isle of Man. The first 2 were not serious. He was inordinately proud of being associated with the Mosquito. He flew all over Europe and visited Peenemunde on a number of occasions crossing the North Sea at low level. He did say they flew along the length of the Zuider Zee below the level of the Dam. What he did on these trips we were never told.

It was only when I read the obituary of Flight Lieutenant Hank Cooper in the Telegraph (Sept 2004) that I understood what he had been doing.

I was able to persuade him in retirement in Anglesey to tell me what happened in the crash. You should remember this was a pretty big thing for all the family. All my life he had an artificial leg and what I didn’t realize until he needed help bathing in old age was just how damaged his other leg was. 

It was Saturday 23rd September 1944. He and Nobby Clark were assigned to fly the CO’s (or Flight Commander’s) Mosquito to test it after maintenance. They were to rendezvous with a Halifax over the North Sea to the North of East Anglia and simulate fighter attack on the Halifax to give them some practice. This they did and having fulfilled the mission with time to spare they engaged in some aerobatics for fun. When it was time to return they headed South at approx 5000 feet over the sea.  Shortly afterwards the problem occurred. 

The feathering mechanism in both engines malfunctioned simultaneously; I assume causing the blades to adopt a fine pitch and to create an awful noise. Crucially the propellers were no longer providing forward thrust and they began to lose height. Parachuting was considered and rejected. Leaving a Mosquito in flight was not easy and swimming was not appealing. Throughout their descent they were in radio contact with base and being tracked on radar. By the time they were over the coast it was too low to bale out. 

They made it to within 7 miles of Foulsham. 

They were now low and between them and home was a large wooded area which was not attractive for a forced landing. They identified what looked like a suitable field on the north eastern edge of the village of Briston. My father described coming in over the roof of a farm house and making a belly landing in the field. They must have seen the track that crossed the field diagonally but what they couldn’t have seen was that on either side of the track were stone walls covered in grass. I think the port wing hit the wall first, which caused the whole aircraft to rotate anti clockwise with the exception of the port engine, which left the wing and travelled on through the cockpit, hitting the legs of the crew. We know the crash was at exactly 12 noon because the field was immediately in front of the local pub (called in 1984 when I visited the John H Stracey) and observing events was a small crowd of locals who were waiting for opening time. 

Badly injured and trapped in the wreckage of a wooden aircraft well soaked in aviation spirit was not good. Apparently the pub barmaid had the leadership qualities of Joan of Arc and harangued the locals into entering the wreckage and extricating the injured crew. 

At that moment by coincidence an army ambulance which happened to be driving through the village arrived complete with a Doctor who gave immediate aid. My Father was conscious through all this and fulfilling his pharmacy training instructed the Doctor to write down the drugs he had administered and tie the documents to their respective necks. 

We know now that the AOC and Vic Vinnell visited them in Norwich on the 4th October. One amazing (to me) part of Vic’s letter was his reference to my father speculating about playing rugby. All my life he apparently took no interest in rugby! Vic’s letter also referred to news my father’s condition had worsened. I believe this was the case. Some years ago one of my father’s aunts said that for a time they thought he wouldn’t survive. My Mother must have had a tough time through all this because she was five months pregnant with my sister. I believe it was some time after the crash that they were able to arrange transport for her to visit him.

At some time he was moved from Norwich to Ely and spent a long time there. As he recovered he emulated the high japes of Douglas Bader terrorizing the countryside with two of them operating the controls of one car travelling between pubs. By August 1946 he must have been invalided out of the RAF because, in August 1946, they were allocated the first Council house built in Eccles since the war. To my Mother’s horror there was lots of publicity and a formal handing over of the keys by the Mayor.

Not surprisingly they became friendly with the people at the Briston Pub and Nobby Clark’s letter (below) reports on those people. Incidentally, I think Nobby suffered two broken legs and was nothing like as seriously injured. He was released from hospital and, en route to his next posting, tripped on a station platform and broke his leg again. Before the end of the day he was back in hospital with Dad.
Nobbie Clark’s letter referred to in the last paragraph was sent either to the RAF hospital in Ely or home in Eccles, Lancashire.  It reads as follows

 ‘February 7th 1946

My Dear Dobbs,

Thank you for my own letter of some time back and please excuse this somewhat belated reply but I’ve been more than a little ‘browned off’ since my return to the active Air Force.  I’ve been at home now for nearly four weeks waiting for a flying posting of some sort and I am just about fed up with it.

As you know I was posted to Little Snoring and I arrived to find the place deserted except for the presence of two dilapidated F/Lts who didn’t view my arrival with very much favour.  100 Group HQ had officially closed down two days previously and although they were still in charge they wouldn’t have anything to do with me, making the excuse that ‘officially we’re not here’.

So next day I went to Swannington which is, if anything, little better.  Having fooled around there for about a week they decided I was more of a nuisance than a help so they sent me on Leave pending a flying posting.  And here I have been ever since.  It looks as though I have been forgotten for good especially as they have omitted to send me my extra ration cards.

However, I made the best use I could of my visit to Norfolk where I saw Eddie, Sister Struddy (probably nurse at Norwich hospital where Clark and Dobson were treated after crash), who I took out to dinner, and the folks at Briston.

At Briston (site of the Mosquito crash 23rd September 1944) I couldn’t even recognize the spot where we made contact with the ‘immoveable object’.  They all asked after you and I said that you were even ‘skunkier’ than ever.  Struddy was in great form and just the same – you know fat and happy.  Unfortunately things don’t seem to be going too well with Mr Brittain, but I think she has him in full control.

I must say I had a fine time in Norwich.  That can be judged by the fact that I spent only one night in my bed at camp.  The others were spent in various hotels and with (… inces?)

Swannington is a dead loss and I don’t think it will ever be necessary for you to go there.  You can do all the necessary by letter.

By the way, congratulate Susan (Susan Janet Eccles, nee Dobson, born 29th January 1945, god-daughter of Nobbie Clark; her first birthday was 1946) for me on her first birthday.  I’ve been frantically looking for something appropriate but somehow all the toys seem to have disappeared from the shops now Xmas is over.  However, I will find something if you will excuse my lateness.

Well, Dobbs, that’s about the lot for the moment.  Please excuse the writing but I got a pen of the Post Office variety.

Give my love to Edna (Edna May Dobson, wife of F/Lt Richard William Dobson) and my respects to the family.

Yours Nobbie’
When my father was 75 he and my mother were both in poor health. They were staying with us in Scotland prior to moving to a flat near my sister Susan. My father, who had an amazing view of immortality; decided to give his medals and log books to my eldest son – also Richard (further information on this below). 
One final point of note: Vic’s letter referred to my father as Dick, as my Mother always did and a small number of close friends. Only his parents called him Richard. Everyone else including Nobbie Clark called him Dobbie!
My sister Susan made an interesting comment which I share with you.  At the time they were serving together in 192 Squadron in 1944 our father was 28 years old and married compared with Vic who was 22 (23 the weekend of the crash) and embarking on an intense relationship.  From the letters it appears Vic had periods of intense loneliness and looked forward to a new life with Nina, your mother, after the war and military service.  Whereas from our recollection the time in the RAF for Richard Dobson was the best of times and he had decided to stay on and forge his career in the RAF (as his pilot Nobbie Clark went on to do).  Dad’s biggest disappointment was that the crash prevented him from ever flying again and if he couldn’t fly he didn’t want to stay on.  They both greatly admired the Mosquito.

Recently I was able to visit the RAF Museum at Hendon looking for a record of my father’s crash. In fact, my visit was successful. Having persuaded them to give me access to the Reading Room without an appointment, a very helpful official found the relevant microfilm and within less than two minutes I had a copy of the official A M 1180 Form which reassuringly confirms much of what we know and provides a little more information.

The aircraft was of course a 192 Squadron Mosquito Mark IV.

But we now know the serial number of the aircraft was DZ 535.  Flight duration was 1 hour, 2 minutes.  Duty was Fighter affiliation.  Port engine Merlin 21: No 256877.  Starboard engine Merlin: No 251588.  Place: Briston, Norfolk, grid reference 520/499 Fakenham.  Pilot Clark A C G F/Lt, No: 107051.  Total hours: 954 (105) on Mosquito.

The report states: ‘Pilot crash landed in field and went through hedge and dyke when one engine would not maintain flight following attempted feathering of other engine which ran away a/c would not maintain height on one engine. Pilot in no way to blame.

Failure due spinning of rear prop shaft outer race in housing and subsequent fracture of oil transfer tube after seizure of prop shaft tail bearing 1022 ???? (unreadable).  Belly landing made.

Additional evidence: mods 844 & 887 not ??? (unreadable) – All Mosquitoes on the unit withdrawn from Ops until mod has been carried out.  AOC AOC in C concurs Mods 844 & 877 now Class 3.’
Whilst this is all very interesting, unfortunately I am not much clearer on just what went wrong. My recollection of Dad’s account was that there was a problem in feathering both props. He certainly described the ‘engine running away’ phenomenon. Perhaps someone with knowledge of the Merlin engines will know. By chance I worked at Rolls Royce, Hillington, outside Glasgow a few years ago which was built in 1939 to produce Merlins!                 

I have just managed to pick up material my father gave to my oldest son Richard in 1991 when we lived in Dunblane. I knew there was a log book and some medals but couldn’t recall any detail. It turns out to be a treasure trove:

· His RAF hat (Austin Reed Regent Street, London)
· 2 x epaulettes
· 2 x brass buttons Crown above Eagle with ‘U R Gaunt & Son London on reverse
· A small brass Crown with screw thread possibly for button hole
· A brass Eagle with two screw threads
· A single metal star on cloth with a split pin for securing
· A button hole metal badge with Crown above GRI with ‘FOR LOYAL SERVICE’ around the edge (Home Guard?)
· The RAFVR badge no 14112 for which we have a receipt issued 25 June 1941
· A cloth badge with 4 x red chevrons (I don’t know what this denotes)
· 3 single wing badges with ‘N’ for navigator
· Four medals - The Defence Medal, The War Medal  1939-45, The 1939-45 Star, The France and Germany Star
· A small card upon which he records all his postings
· Book: Air navigation 1 (much annotated)
· 9 maps of N Europe with the tracks taken on Operations between 17thJ  July and 1st September 1944
· His ‘Sight Log Book’ with observations from his time at RAF Bridgnorth and RAF Jurby Isle of Man
· And most importantly his ‘OBSERVER’S AND AIR GUNNER’S FLYING LOG BOOK’.  This records all his flying hours.

We now know he was posted to 192 Squadron on 16 May 1944. In fact he flew as Wireless Operator from RAF Wrexham 11 (P) AFU in Anson ‘M’ N9839 on 15 May 1944. My recollection from your book is that Vic arrived at Foulsham at about the same time.

Before commencing operations he flew at 192 on Wellingtons (F/Lt Dixon twice, F/Sgt Earl three times), Halifaxes (F/O Passmore once, F/Sgt Sanders once) and Ansons (W/O Pearn twice). At the end of August 44 he had one flight on a Lightning P38 with Lt. Richards (an American?). His first Mosquito Flight was with F/Lt Clark on 18th June 1944. They did a further 7 training flights together before their first operation looking for V1s in the Calais area. In total they flew together on 52 occasions: 47 on Mosquitoes, 3 on Ansons and twice on a Tiger Moth. 
This latest was on 20th & 21st September which seems to confirm the story that they were both on a charge for reckless flying having landed to ask the way to Cambridge. Flying time Foulsham to Cambridge was 50mins and the return journey 35mins! There was also a story that they put on a small flying display for my Mother and other inhabitants of Eccles by circling the Church where they were married. It appears likely that they did this on the 21st June 1944 when they were returning from a flight to St Abbs Head in Berwickshire. They carried out 20 ops together ranging from southern France to the Baltic. Their last six operations were patrolling the Dutch coast presumably trying to pick up transmissions related to V2s at Peenemunde. Their longest flights were the last two - 4hrs 20mins.

The log book confirms he was in ‘C’ Flight. It was signed in June by O.C. ‘C’ Flight F/Lt R Stone & W/Co. D W Donaldson & in July and August by O.C. ‘C’ Flight F/Lt J Cartwright and W/Co. Donaldson.

They flew a number of Mosquitoes. There were two previous brief test flights on Mosquito ‘J’ DZ535 before the final crash. 
Most of their operations were with Mosquito ‘I’ (15). They had two ops each with ‘K’ and ‘L’ and one Op with ‘N’. On their only other fighter affiliation exercise on 3rd September with Mosquito ‘N’ (DZ491) the starboard engine failed and they returned within 10 minutes of take off.

After the crash my father was admitted to the Norfolk and Norwich Hospital which of course is where he was visited by Vic and presumably W/CO Donaldson. He was transferred to the RAF Hospital at Ely on 2 January 1945 and invalided from the RAF on 7th October 1946.
I hope the above will be of interest to you and to members of RAF 100 Group Association of which I have just become a member.
Roger Dobson
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John Powell, another new Association member, writes:

My father was W/O John Rhys Powell.  He was a rear gunner in 192 Squadron Wellingtons between April and November 1944, His active service was out of RAF Foulsham, Norfolk from where he was involved in around 40 operations.
I would be interested in obtaining information from anyone who might remember him.  Please contact: JohnPowell7@aol.com
Summary of Service Record of John Rhys Powell (1924 – 1992)

whilst at RAF Foulsham with 192 Squadron

(I would appreciate any information from anyone who recalls him during that time)

5th April 1944
Arrived at RAF Foulsham. 

Attached to Special Duties flight crew with G.R.Dixon (Pilot), H.Boyd (Wireless Op), J.C.McCutcheon (Navigator) and F.J. Young (Front gunner).  John Rhys Powell served as a rear gunner.  All operations in which he took part were in Wellington aircraft along with various Special Duties Operatives I have recorded only by their surnames.  These included Cheetham, Mulholland, Parker, Phillips, Simpson, Thompson and Webster.

18th April 1944
First operational flight

The crew of which John Rhys Powell was a member took part in at least 35 operations out of RAF Foulsham, two out of RAF Ford and one other possibly out of RAF Farnborough. (WJ & JE Rees ‘Espionage in the Ether’ page 96)

18th October 1944
Last operational flight

After this John Rhys Powell moved on to ACAC at Brackla, Scotland and later to 20(APU) at Kidlington, Oxfordshire. 
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The only wartime photograph I have of him is below. I do not know where or when it was taken but it was possibly somewhere in Oxfordshire in 1943 whilst training.  He is third from the right (kneeling) in the front row.

Royal Air Force Oulton, September 1944

by Peter Lovatt
My first glimpse of the airfield at Oulton Street and of a few dispersed, and very darkened, B-17 aircraft of No. 214 Squadron came just before 8am one September morning in 1944 from the carriage of the Peterborough East train to Norwich, belonging to the long extinct M & GN railway. 
I was one of thirty-eight reluctant air gunners, reluctant because all had been previously mustered under training as pilots, navigators and air bombers, who had to be persuaded to qualify at No.10 Air Gunnery School, Walney Island, Barrow-in–Furness. Strictly speaking we should have gone to an Operational Training Unit but, at the time these were all full, so instead we were given indefinite Leave. 
On our penultimate day, however, at Walney Island, a highly classified signal was received from the Air Ministry calling for thirty-eight volunteers from among the sixty-strong course to help form a special and secret unit in Bomber Command. No other information was available, but the task turned out to be the reformation of No. 223 Squadron, which had recently been disbanded in Italy. Unsurprisingly there were no volunteers, and so the first thirty-eight names were simply taken from the passing-out order of merit. As I had come top of the course, which had lasted ten weeks, my name was placed first on the list of ‘volunteers’. 
It had been impressed on all concerned of the urgency of the situation and that the detachment of ‘volunteers’ should reach its destination as soon as possible. So we travelled through the night in order to do so. 
After this first glimpse I resolved to find out why exactly Bomber Command in 1944 came to be equipped with American aircraft. This was a subject which was then a closely guarded secret, and remained so for many years long after the war was over. 
It was to take me some time before I could find the answer as to exactly why Oulton received American and not British aircraft and involved me in the acquisition of a PhD.

Peter Lovatt


By Ernie Hughes
I had wandered about the lower slopes of the mountain for most of the afternoon, now I made for the summit, which I knew to be just over 2,500ft above sea-level.  It was early in December and already the curving bulk above me was dusted with a layer of frozen snow and ice.  It gleamed against the dark winter sky like the dome of some lost Temple.  A chill wind out of the East brought a scattering of snowflakes which whirled around me, then drifted silently on; the mountain was waiting.  A sense of complete solitude now surrounded me and it might well have discouraged a more timid soul, but I was too intent in absorbing the sheer pleasure of being back on the mountain to allow any intruding thoughts of danger spoil the hour.  You may well murmur that ‘such an irresponsible outlook often spells catastrophe’ and I would agree with you, but – we are what we are.  I continued my upward path without a single care in the world.
I paused on the rocky slope and above I could see the concrete pillar which marked the true summit; over to my right a deep scar had been chiseled out of the bare rock and all around was scattered loose scree.  Low in the Western sky the sun was just visible behind a towering bank of white clouds that gradually melted apart allowing the sunlight to spread across the flanks of the mountain, transforming its dull russet into a golden glory as the coarse grasses and rushes reflected the purity of the light.
Now, below me on the distant slope I caught sight of a figure moving steadily upwards, two sheepdogs darted out, then were called to heel.  I moved back into a hollow among the rocks and waited.  Twenty minutes later I heard feet scrabbling against loose stones, then his head came into view, then his body, and lastly the two dogs.  Difficult to judge his age, somewhere between sixty and seventy I’d say – nearer seventy more than likely.  He was wearing a peaked cap and an old Army greatcoat, in his hand he carried a shepherd’s crook and over his shoulder was slung a worn leather satchel.

He paused and I could see that for all his years, he breathed easily and his stance was firm.  “Now Bob”, he said; “you like down by there and Bess – over by here,” the dogs watched him, muzzles resting on their paws.  He unslung his satchel and knelt to open it, from inside he carefully withdrew a small wreath of holly ripe with berries and this he carried across to where I had noticed the scar in the rock.  He took off his cap and kneeling on it, he reverently placed the wreath against the rock face, wedging it into place with a few small stones, then he bowed his head.  After a minute silence he got to his feet and started to sing that most touching of hymns ‘Abide with me’; his voice for all his years was as sweet and clear as an angel’s.  I noticed that his pale blue eyes were watering and a tear was trickling down his weathered cheek, but as I have said – that East wind was bitter.  Next he sang that lovely Welsh hymn ‘O Fryniau Caersalem’ – I remembered it being sung at my Grandmother’s funeral long ago.
Someone joined in the singing in a soft, lilting Welsh voice; I spun around.  It was Taffy, my tail-gunner, and standing behind him were the rest of my crew; so – here we all were – once again.  The old man’s voice died away and a little smile dispelled the aura of formality which had enfolded us all.  Perhaps he was aware of our presence for he said aloud “Together now” and started to sing ‘While shepherds watched …’   I looked at the others and we all joined in the singing, with gusto.
We watched as he finally bowed his head, then looking up and all around, spreading his arms wide, he said “Thanks boys for all this”.  “Thank you” someone murmured in reply, but he didn’t hear.  Up among the rocks a piece of broken metal glinted where it reflected a last glimpse of the sun – a tiny Star in the East; strange it hadn’t corroded after all these years.  The old shepherd pulled his cap firmly down, slung his satchel over his shoulder and picked up his crook.  “Come” he said to the dogs.  They bounded over to him, leaping up and licking his bare hands.  We watched him moving steadily down the steep slope and way below we saw the lights of the distant farmhouse blink on; soon he was lost to sight.
“Perhaps it was not in vain after all” I remarked; they looked at me and smiled. “Peace on earth has its price” sighed Taffy and Jim, who was still gazing after the old shepherd, said “They also served”.  I nodded; “Time for take-off then, chaps” and together we sped silently away into the dusk of the evening sky.
Ernie Hughes

 
We’ve included these for fun. They are genuine GCSE exam results from pupils in Swindon, Wiltshire.  All 16 years of age, in reading them you can’t help laughing, but on the other hand, wonder about the future as they make their way in the world!

Geography

    Q: Name the four seasons.
    A: Salt, pepper, mustard and vinegar.
    Q: Explain one of the processes by which water can be made safe to drink.
    A: Flirtation makes water safe to drink because it removes large pollutant like

        grit, sand, dead sheep and canoeists.

    Q: How is dew formed?
    A: The sun shines down on the leaves and makes them perspire.

    Q: What causes the tides in the oceans?
    A: The tides are a fight between the Earth and the Moon. All water tends
         to flow towards the moon, because there is no water on the moon, and Nature
         abhors a vacuum. I forget where the sun joins in this fight.

Sociology
 
    Q: What guarantees may a mortgage company insist on?
    A: If you are buying a house, they will insist you are well endowed.


    Q: In a democratic society, how important are elections?
    A: Very important. Sex can only happen when a male gets an election.


    Q: What are steroids?
    A: Things for keeping carpets still on the stairs.
 

Biology
 
    Q: What happens to your body as you age?
    A: When you get old, so do your bowels and you get intercontinental.
 
    Q: What happens to a boy when he reaches puberty?
    A: He says goodbye to his boyhood and looks forward to his adultery.
 
    Q: Name a major disease associated with cigarettes.
    A: Premature death.
    Q: What is artificial insemination?
    A: When the farmer does it to the cow instead of the bull.
 
    Q: How can you delay milk turning sour?
    A: Keep it in the cow. [He got an A!]
 
    Q: What is the Fibula?
    A: A small lie.
 
    Q: What does 'varicose' mean?
    A: Nearby.
 
    Q: What is the most common form of birth control?
    A: Most people prevent contraception by wearing a condominium.
 
    Q: Give the meaning of the term 'Caesarean Section.'
    A: The caesarean section is a district in Rome 
 
    Q: What is a seizure?
    A: A Roman emperor.
 
    Q: What is a terminal illness?
    A: When you are sick at the airport

    Q: Give an example of a fungus. What is a characteristic feature?
    A: Mushrooms. They always grow in damp places and they look like
        umbrellas.
 

English

    Q: Use the word 'judicious' in a sentence to show you understand its meaning.
    A: Hands that judicious can be soft as your face.
 
    Q: What does the word 'benign' mean?
    A: Benign is what you will be after you be eight.
 

Technology
    Q: What is a turbine?
    A: Something an Arab or Sheik wears on his head
Thank you, Bob Histed, for the laughs, although Janine hated being reminded that she lived in Swindon over a number of years and went to school there! She hopes her answers might have been different!!


ICE - 'In Case of Emergency'
We all carry our mobile phones with names & numbers stored in its memory but nobody, other than ourselves, knows which of these numbers belong to our closest family or friends. 

If we were to be involved in an accident or were taken ill, the people attending us would have our mobile phone but wouldn't know who to call. Yes, there are hundreds of numbers stored but which one is the contact person in case of an emergency?  Hence this 'ICE' (In Case of Emergency) Campaign 

The concept of 'ICE' is catching on quickly. It is a method of contact during emergency situations.  As cell(mobile) phones are carried by the majority of the population, all you need to do is store the number of a contact person or persons who should be contacted during emergency under the name 'ICE' ( In Case Of Emergency). 

The idea was thought up by a paramedic who found that when he went to the scenes of accidents, there were always mobile phones with patients, but they didn't know which number to call.  He therefore thought that it would be a good idea if there was a nationally recognized name for this purpose.  In an emergency situation, Emergency Service personnel and hospital Staff would be able to quickly contact the right person by simply dialling the number you have stored as 'ICE.' 
For more than one contact name simply enter ICE1, ICE2 and ICE3 etc.  A great idea that will make a difference!

Let's spread the concept of ICE by storing an ICE number in our Mobile phones today!

It really could save your life, or put a loved one's mind at rest. ICE will speak for you when you are not able to. 


Sent in by Jill & Bob Histed

A place where members can keep in touch
Vera James earlier this year had a heart attack.  She started feeling poorly during the evening and luckily Phil rushed her straight to hospital where she remained for a while.  She is now recovering and doing well.

Shirley Whitlock has also been in hospital: ‘I am in hospital at the moment having had another hip replacement this afternoon - came in at 11:45, operation at 1:30. Seems I may go home on Monday! Amazing isn't it? I had a spinal anesthetic this time, so much better as I am always ill after general anesthetic. Michael is sending this email for me even though I was able to write it up for him within hours after the op.’ Shirley assures us she is doing fine.
Ian Kirk this year attended the Cenotaph Remembrance Day Parade in Whitehall, marching with the National Malay & Borneo Veterans Association. He says ‘it was a proud and a once in a lifetime experience.  He has been very unwell and is currently having tests and barium x-rays at the hospital. With duodenal ulcers and a hiatus hernia his stomach is delicate anyway. We now fear something worse is happening as he has been unable to eat properly, and has felt very out of sorts.
Rod Vowler has started a new job. ‘I worked for the MOD Police & Guarding Agency for 8 yrs as a Security Guard. The base pay is low but with extras of enhanced payments for weekends and allowances. The MOD wanted some of us to drop to base pay. Not enough volunteers then names would come out of a hat. So I voted with my feet. I now do the same job with the University of Bath. The pay’s the same for a new starter as I was getting with the MOD after 8 years. The job is different. The site is open and people come and go as they please. Daytime is not bad once you’ve opened the various doors & rooms. One has to do 3 hours in the reception in the library - a focal point for enquiries and checking the students in. Night is 12 hours. You spend the whole time walking, locking up, setting codes for alarms. I have bunches of keys with 20 keys on each, getting to know what they all do. When you get locked in a room to find the code for the exit door has been changed it can be funny! I’ve only done it once. We work in teams of 5 so you have to be a team player if you want to make the job work. I never thought I’d get the hang of it. Luckily I started when students had gone home. End of this month they come back. Even non term time there are always things going on. I’m now enjoying it!
Janine Harrington has just had a telephone call from her cousin to say that he has had a flying accident. An experienced flier, he was just taking off and approx 200 ft from the ground when the engine cut out. He managed to turn the plane around to avoid a main road and houses, before plunging nose first into the ground.  He has fractured his spine, wears a tight splint, and is off work for at least a year.

Rod Vowler writes on behalf of someone trying to trace comrades of a pilot:
Can anyone help please?

TOM SHEPPARD is trying to find someone who might remember Robert A Smith, a pilot on Mosquitoes with 515 Squadron at Little Snoring. Robert Smith was killed in action on 13th January 1945. This date is confirmed both by Commonwealth War Graves Commission and ‘Confounding the Reich’ by Martin Bowman.

Tom Sheppard’s address for anyone who might help is:

PO Box 674 West Bend, WI 53095, USA.
Rod Vowler has looked up the Commonwealth war Graves Commission site. They have the KIA date as 13.01.1945, showing Robert A Smith was aged 37 years and that he was with 515 Squadron.

Robert A Smith’s parents were Edwin S. and Edith Jane Smith, his wife was Irene May Smith. The family all lived in Ilford, Essex.

Robert has no known grave so he is remembered at the Runnymede Memorial.

 

515 Squadron was based at Little Snoring, part of RAF 100 Group. Tom Cushing now owns the airfield. Rod has been to see his collection of photographs. However, recent rumours are that for some reason he has disposed of them all. Martin Bowman, the author, has had a lot of contact with Tom but it seems is difficult to get hold of him.
If anyone has any information which might help, you can pass it direct to Tom Sheppard at the address above, or to Rod Vowler. As a member of the RAF 100 Group Association Committee his details appear on the Committee page near the front of this Newsletter.
Final Postings
Death is but crossing the world as friends do the seas

- they live in one another still.

Martin Albert Staunton, Eileen Boorman (nee Staunton), Len Bartram
Founders of RAF 100 Group Association – remembered with love.
192 Squadron

George Ward DFC Sqd/Ldr; Phil James’ Canadian pilot
192 Squadron
Kenneth ‘Paddy’ Passmore: DFC Flt/Lt; a Canadian pilot who flew Halifaxs with Phil James; died 2005.
192 Squadron
John Cooke left a bequest to the Museum’s building fund & collection of aviation books & memorabilia to the archive collection.

192 Squadron
Ron Phillips passed away in late 2005.

192 Squadron
Ted Gomersall passed away on 30th November 2004, 
192 Squadron
Hank Cooper DSO, DFC passed away in 2005.
192 Squadron
Michael Simpson W/Op and F/O passed away on the Isle of Man.  
192 Squadron
‘Richie’ Richards, Rear Airgunner, based at Foulsham, mainly flying in Wellingtons.
192 Squadron
Air Commodore Vic Willis, C.O of RAF Foulsham passed away July 30th 2006, remembered by Flt Lt Vic Parker, RAFVR (Ret’d).
192 Squadron
Group Captain Jack Short passed away December 2006.  Chair of RAF 100 Group Association until 1996.
192 Squadron
W.O (later P/O) A G McEachern RCAF died 15th August 2007 at home in Lanigan, Saskatchewan aged 85.
192 Squadron
Mr Harris, Ground Crew, passed away on 15th August 2007.  His grandson, James Kerslake is a member of the Association.
192 Squadron
Wing Commander David Donaldson passed away on 15.1.2004.
192 Squadron
Wilhelmson,F/O Sander Willie Raymond (J10026).Distinguished Flying Cross. Home in Elbow, Saskatchewan.
192 Squadron
Flight Lieutenant Richard (Dick or Dobbie) William Dobson, died in 1996, remembered by his son, Roger and daughter Susan, both new members.
192 Squadron
W/O John Rhys Powell, a rear gunner flying Wellingtons died in 1992 and is remembered by his son John Powell.
192 Squadron
Sgt George Richards was posted missing on the evening of 4th/5th July 1944. He was a tail gunner and he is remembered by his niece Cheryl Cairns nee Colgan and his sister Agnes Colgan (nee Richards). George was Agnes’ older brother and she was just 6 yrs old when he died.
199 Squadron
F/O Ed Emmerson, Navigator to Flt/Lt Paddy Passmore DFC, a Canadian Pilot, has passed away. 
199 Squadron
Arthur Fitch, a former RAF Bomber, passed away in July 2006.  
199/171 Sqdn
Group Captain George Cubby, MBE, FRMets; passed away in 2005.  His wife donated memorabilia to the Museum.  He is also remembered by Roy Smith, only surviving member of his crew.
214 Squadron
Geoff Liles, pilot, passed away 4 March 2006. 
214 Squadron
Mr J Creech passed away in April 2006. 
214 Squadron
Don Austin has passed on and remembered by Les Bostock.

214 Squadron
Air Vice Marshall Jack Furner passed away on 1st Jan 2007.

214 Squadron
Squadron Leader & Flight Commander Bob Davies passed away June 2007.
214 Squadron
Bill Howard passed away October 2007.  

214 Squadron
Flt Lt Blair passed away in Sept 2007.

214 Squadron 
John Hereford, Spec Op, has passed away.
214 Squadron
Robert Moorby W/Op passed away January 2008.  His two sons presented memorabilia to the Museum on his behalf in May.


223 Squadron
Flt Lt A E L Morris (Tony) died mid-June 2005.  He is remembered by Andrew Barron, his skipper from Oct 44 – 1945.
223 Squadron
Tom Butler nicknamed ‘Bishop’, passed away and remembered by Peter Witts, who grew up with him like a brother.

223 Squadron
C. L. Matthews (Les) was a rear gunner, and Peter Witts nose gunner in the crew of Flt/L Stan Woodward DFC before Peter went on to 214 Squadron.  Les’ painting can be seen at the Museum.

223 Squadron
Arthur Anthony, Flight Engineer, passed away May 13th 2006. He was a member of our Committee at the start of the Association.
223 Squadron
F/Lt Jack Brigham DFC passed away aged 91 earlier this year, 2008. He was the original Captain when 223 reformed.  With his crew he flew mainly Liberator TS 524, 6G-0, completing 36 ops.  He is remembered by Len Davies, Waste Gunner in 223, the only surviving member of his crew.
88 Squadron
Len Dellow passed away Christmas/New Year 2006-7; a veteran of 88 Squadron Boston operations prior to 100 Group days.

49 Squadron 
Len Bradfield passed away in Nov 2005. Len was shot down in Lancaster ED625 of 49 Squadron. Only Len and pilot Johnny Moss survived, spending the rest of the war as prisoners. Len returned to Britain with injuries he sustained in a frustrated escape attempt, nursed back to health by Nora, who he married. He became a surveyor for Norfolk County Council until his retirement.

462 RAAF
F/O H .R. Anderson DFC ‘Andy’ passed away on 6th April 2008
Squadron
at home in New South Wales with his family around him. 

THE CREW
These were my friends with whom I, undismayed,
Played with death and whose presence bade

My frightened self be unafraid.

These were my friends with whom darkness fell

And friendly daylight faded from the skies.

I bade farewell to the pleasant earth

And was borne into that void

That swallows things familiar to the eyes.

These were my friends with whom I journeyed far

Cross the wide expanse of that deep 

That lies twixt England and the home of war

Until at last we saw

The ghost-like waving of those fingers of light

And the star-like cascades of Molten Death

That pierced the sheltering cloak of night.

These were my friends with whom, 

Thro’ many a sickening moment

Like charous souls in their ordeal o’er the Styx,

Were flung and buffeted in the hail of hate and fury.

We emerged at last in knowledge that we’d struck a blow

That would be talked of where nations mix.

These were my friends who now have gone

Each in his separate way

But each with a vow that when once more

The call of freedom bids him

He will respond and together

Fly and fight again.

F/O Wilfred Cunningham, Observer, 9th October 1943

Killed in action in Hamburg March 22nd 1945 whilst serving with

No. 214 Squadron, Royal Air Force

2009

Mid February
Absolute deadline for inclusions in Spring issue of Newsletter, due out for April, with full details of May Reunion 2009 details.
15th/16th/17th MAY
2009 RAF 100 Group Association Reunion at The Plough.  Start booking yourself in at a place nearby to be sure of having somewhere to stay.  See you there!
1st JUNE
Deadline for inclusions in Summer issue of Newsletter due out in July.

End of August
Deadline for inclusions in Autumn issue of Newsletter due out for October.

Mid October
Deadline for inclusions in Winter issue of Newsletter due out in time for Christmas.


This superb photograph was sent in by Phil James
It was taken by a soldier in Afghanistan of a helicopter rescue mission.  The pilot is a PA National Guard who flies EMS choppers in civilian life.

	SQD
	AIRCRAFT
	1st 100 GROUP
OPERATION
	BASE
	SORTIES, LOSSES ROLL

	192
	Mosquito, Halifax

Wellington

Lightnings
	Dec 1943
	Foulsham
	2171/5 Losses

Electronic Intel/Elint

	141
	Beaufighters,
Mosquito
	Dec 1943
	West Raynham
	1214/11 Losses
80 EA, 58 Trains, 7 Ships Dest

	219/239
	Mosquito
	Jan 1944
	West Raynham
	1394/9 Losses
51 En AC Dest

	515
	Mosquito
	March 1944
	Little Snoring
	1366/21 losses
29 En AC Dest

	169
	Mosquito
	Jan 1944
	Little Snoring, 
Great Massingham 
	1247/13 Losses
25 En AC + 1 V1 Dest

	214
	Fortress
	April 1944
	Sculthorpe, Oulton
	1225/13 Losses
Electronic Jamming

	199
	Stirling, Halifax
	May 1944
	North Creake
	1707/6 Losses
Electronic Jamming

	157
	Mosquito
	May 1944
	Swannington
West Malling
	1336/6 Losses
37 En AC +39 V1 Dest

	85
	Mosquito
	June 1944
	Swannington
West Malling
	1190/7 Losses
71 En AC+30 V1 Dest

	23
	Mosquito
	July 1944
	Little Snoring
	1067/8 Losses
18 En AC Dest

	223
	Liberator
Fortress
	Sept 1944
	Oulton
	625/3 Losses
Electronic Jamming

	171
	Stirling, Halifax
	Sept 1944
	North Creake
	1583/4 Losses
Electronic Jamming

	462 RAAF
	Halifax
	Jan 1945
	Foulsham
	621/7 Losses
Jamming/Windows

	36 & 803 BS
	Boeing B-17F P38
	Jan 1944
	Sculthorpe, Oulton
	1211/0 Losses
Electronic Jamming

	857 & 858 BS
	Consolidated 

B-24G
	Jan 1944
	Oulton
	280/2 Losses
Electronic Jamming
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CHERYL CAIRNS, a new Association member writes:





This is a photo of my uncle, Sgt George Richards.


 


He was posted missing on the evening 4th/5th July 1944 


after taking off on a mission from RAF Foulsham as


part of 192 Squadron. He was a tail gunner. 


�I have various documents relating to him including the 


original telegram advising that he was missing from 


July 1944 and then the letter from June 1945 


confirming that he was declared dead and enclosing a 


death certificate. 





I am keen to find any other information on him and have been searching the web. All I have located is his entry on roll of honour and confirmation of where his name is on a memorial in Runnymede. 





Cheryl Cairns: email � HYPERLINK "mailto:stewcairns@blueyonder.co.uk" ��stewcairns@blueyonder.co.uk�
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