
 THE AUSSIE MOSSIE   /   march 2012   /   Number 63   

T
h

e
 A

u
s
s
i
e
 
M

o
s
s
i
e
 

Farewell to B2 
Brett Redway has for the best part of the 
past five years been very closely associ-

ated with the restoration of A52-600, be-
ing deeply involved in planning the most 
appropriate way of undertaking what is a 

complex restoration that many have said 
could not be done. He has never been 
one to shy away from the role and loves 

‘getting his hands dirty’ and actually 
achieving great outcomes. 

 
Brett has cheerfully done his best to help 
us weekend warriors get on with Mossie 

project jobs, sometimes under great dif-
ficulties. He has taken the time to edu-
cate us on how to achieve many new 

tasks, although sometimes we probably 
gave him a headache with our efforts 
(some grimaces can be seen in photos in 

previous Bulletins). 
 

Unfortunately Brett has tendered his resig-
nation to the RAAF Museum and has ac-

cepted a full time position with the Victori-
an State Emergency Service. 
 

During his Restoration Manager time he 
also guided Friends of the Museum during 
the week and has made marvellous pro-

gress on remanufacturing unserviceable 
parts, not to mention the fuselage works 

that have progressed at a steady pace. 
 
Brett also tirelessly worked as the Muse-

um’s Unit Safety Adviser in the last few 
years. 
 

We wish Brett a happy and prosperous fu-
ture with his new role and to show our ap-
preciation the MAAA Committee presented 

him a copy of John Brown’s "Mission Com-
pleted" print.  

Presentation to Brett ‘Big Red’ by the Mossie Association Committee  
From left: Pat Dulhunty, Terry Burke, Bob Stevens, Alan Middleton, 

Graeme Coates and Don Taylor 
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Congratulations and thanks to our volunteer 

members who put it so many hours to provide the 
displays around A52-600’s fuselage at the 2012 
RAAF Museum Pageant. Many people stopped to 

absorb some of the information provided on the 
new storyboard, which highlighted just how much 
behind-the-scenes work has been continuing on 

A52-600 over recent years.  
 
Thousands of aviation enthusiasts and interested 

visitors left with an enhanced knowledge of both 
the restoration process and the history of this re-

markable aircraft. Well done to all concerned. 

Rubber bands last longer when refrigerated.  

 
A special thanks go to Bob Stevens 

for his quick action to secure a pair of 
under-wing external fuel tanks for the 
Mossie; these 50 gallon plywood 

tanks are a great addition to the 
RAAF Museum’s collection of Mosquito 
bits and pieces.  

 
MAAA member Maurie Edwards alert-

ed Bob to their existence and availa-
bility, and Bob immediately consulted 
Graeme Coates and I; we agreed an 

offer price, which was accepted. 
Within days the tanks had been deliv-
ered to the RAAF Museum, and were 

displayed under the fuselage of A52-
600 in time for the Pageant.  

 

The tanks are now receiving conservation work 
prior to their eventual restoration; Bob, Graeme, 
Pat Dulhunty and James Fitzsimmons have start-

ed these tasks, and Pat and helpers have started 
building cradles and a crate for their safe stor-
age.  

 
It’s enormously satisfying to be involved with a 
group of can-do volunteers such as we have at 

the Mosquito Aircraft Association of Australia. 
 

TRB 

 Presidents Log 

Since Christmas, work in the Restoration Hangar 
focused on preparations for the RAAF Museum’s 

2012 Pageant. This continued up to the day be-
fore the event, with MAAA volunteers arranging 
displays, temporary fencing, moving machinery 

and benches and so on.  
 
Our Archivist, David Devenish freshened up our 

display boards and Pat, James, Graeme, Bob and 
Terry designed and built a story board which 

highlights some of the restoration results, linked 
to a cutaway drawing of the Mossie.  
 

We intend to update this board as and when 
tasks are completed.  

 
And one message was brought home clearly to us 
during the informal “meet and greet” sessions on 

Pageant Day: like us, the broader aircraft commu-
nity believes that what we’re doing with A52-600 
is important.  There’s a real sense of purpose 

among our volunteers, too; Pat Dulhunty ex-
pressed these feelings succinctly for all of us 

when he said “It’s a privilege to come to the 
RAAF Museum”.                                       TRB 

 Restoration News 
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The only domestic animal not mentioned in the Bible is the cat.  

Back in Febru-
ary this year, 

MAAA member 
Maurie Edwards 
was browsing 

around a swap-
meet and was 
surprised to see 

what he 
thought were 

external fuel 
tanks for an 
aircraft. 

 
The chap selling them—Paul Stanton, was unsure 
of what they were, presumed they were fuels 

tanks and was somewhat reluctant to sell them to 
people who wanted to turn them into billy-carts 
and book shelves, because of their possible his-

torical value. 
 
Thanks to Maurie and Paul the pair of E98640 DH 

Mosquito 50 gallon external fuel tanks are now in 
safe hands and will be cared for and restored lat-
er for posterity. 

 
 
They will initially be for display purposes and 

hopefully be mated with A52-600 in the future 
once she has had her wing rebuilt. 
 

The moral of the story—keep a watchful eye 
open for such gems wherever you might be. The-
se items are still out there somewhere. If you spy 

something of interest give one of the Committee 
members a call or email for us to investigate. 
 

Even if it is not 
Mossie related 
the Museum is 

always interest-
ed in any old 

aircraft parts 
that are perti-
nent to its col-

lection. 

 What a great find by Maurie Edwards ? 

Weekend war-
rior MAAA 

member James 
Fitzsimmons 
supports the 

two fuel tanks 
recently ac-
quired. 

The plaque on the fuel tanks for the February 2012 Air Pageant at Point Cook. 
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Dreamt" is the only word in the English language that ends in "mt". 

A highlight of the Pageant this year was once 
again the excellent flying display. Strong northerly 
winds made life difficult for all pilots, especially 
the formation-keepers such as the Southern 
Knights (Harvards) and the CT4A flight.  
 
Jet aircraft were well represented with Sabre, Jet 
Provost and Vampire among others demonstrat-

ing the enormous evolutionary step between pro-
peller and pure jet-driven aircraft. But the sound 
of Merlins (Temora’s and the Old Aeroplane Com-
pany’s P-51D Mustangs, Old Aeroplane Compa-
ny’s P-40F Kittyhawk) plus Allisons (Yak-9) still 
stirs the blood. Long may they turn and burn! 
 
My report on the flying side of things is necessari-
ly brief as I didn’t see much of it. The MAAA  vol-
unteers were on duty in the Restoration Hangar 

on Pageant day, where we looked after the Mos-
sie and its surrounding displays, and answered 
(some) questions. We had a bumper crop of visi-
tors, too. The day was a genuine Melbourne 
“stinker”: hot and humid with a strong north wind, 
keeping crowd numbers down.  
 
Many sought refuge in the shade of the Restora-
tion Hangar, so it was business as usual for us 
and Friends of the RAAF Museum volunteers in-
side. We shared the hangar with the Fairey Avia-
tion VTO aircraft and attendant Rocket Scientists 
Wayne, Anthony and Jim, the BE2a replica and 
its creator Andrew Willox, Ron Gretton and Jeff 
Matthews with their Boxkite replica, plus a display 
of aircraft engines which included the starboard 
engine from A52-600.  
 

 RAAF Museum Air Pageant 26 February 2012 

Terry Burke (Pres), Mary Briggs (Museum Volunteer Co-ordinator), Richard Luxton (Owner of Coo-
malie Creek), Graeme Coates (Vice Pres), Pat Dulhunty (MAAA Metallurgist) and Bob Stevens  
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It's impossible to sneeze with your eyes open.  

The main tool boards were opened as display ar-
tefacts in their own right; they had many of the 
mechanically minded among us drooling. 
 
So many people had interesting stories to tell that 
the day simply flashed by. Among the visitors, 
Warren Denholm from AvSpecs at Ardmore N.Z. 
gave us an update on progress with the rebuild of 
Jerry Yagen’s airworthy Mossie, and Lincoln 
Nitschke from his museum at Greenoch in S.A. 
was helping Warren with info on parts for that air-
craft. Richard Luxton from Coomalie Creek air-
field N.T. came down to lend a hand (shades of 
Clancy of the Overflow) and filled us in on his lat-
est finds. Many Aussie Mossie members made 
themselves known, as did old friends from other 
museums, and some with related interests such 
as timber boat builders and steam enthusiasts. 

The common denominator here seems to be a 
passion for restoring, sharing and appreciating 
our heritage artefacts. 
 
The MAAA acquired a pair of external 50 gallon 
wing tanks during the week before the Pageant, 
and they were displayed as-is under A52-600’s 
fuselage; more about these in the President’s 
Log. The MAAA’s display boards looked magnifi-
cent and were well received, as were our many 
history sheets and pamphlets. They’ve all been 
produced with MAAA volunteer labour, and are a 
tribute to all concerned. Held every second year, 
the next RAAF Museum Pageant in 2014 will 
mark the centenary of military aviation at Point 
Cook. Don’t miss it! 
 
TRB 

 RAAF Museum Air Pageant 26 February 2012 

Warren Denholm from AvSpecs, Ardmore NZ  (www.warbirdrestoration.co.nz) gathering a few pointers 

on how to build a Mosquito— from the inside out. Tutors - Graeme Coates and Terry Burke. 
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When the moon is directly overhead, you weigh slightly less. 

Greetings Terry, 
  

Thank you for your wonderful reply to our inquiry 
that we made to Don Taylor of the Mosquito Air-
craft Association of Australia. Sorry that you do 

not know for sure where I can find some single 
stage lower cowlings or some spinner back 
plates. Those are the major components that we 

are still in need of finding to complete our own 
Mosquito and get it back into the air again. I will 

contact the Narromine Aviation Museum and see 
if they might be able to help us in any manner.  
  

Also appreciate the copy of the "Aussie Mossie" 
newsletter that you sent along and the photos 
from the end of the war and some hidden parts 

of the museum at Narromine. Anyone that has 
Mosquito parts of any kind is worth inquiring to. I 
will let you know if we have any success.  

  
Hope to maybe have you come back to Auckland 

and will have an opportunity to meet you when 
our airplane makes its first flight. Thanks for your 

help and do wish us luck. 
  
Best regards, 

Jerry Yagen 
   
Ps: We hope that this aircraft will fly in 2012. You 

can view some intriguing video of our Mosquito 
restoration at AvSpecs in Auckland, New 

Zealand to an airworthy condition on the following 
two videos. 
 

http://dl.dropbox.com/u/26504329/
Raw%20rollout%20and%20in.wmv 
(Stop action video of the Mossie) 

 
http://dl.dropbox.com/u/26504329/
Xmas%20message%202011.wmv 

(Video of the rollout last month) 

 While Jerry Yagen is looking for parts ... 

Jerry’s baby out sunning herself at Ardmore, NZ 
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Like fingerprints, everyone's tongue print is different.  

While Warren Denholm’s Avspecs in NZ 
almost has Jerry Yagen’s Mossie for a 

flight, Victoria Air Maintenance in 
North Saanich, Canada is pushing 
ahead with their restoration of CF-HML 

another proud recipient of a Glyn Pow-
ell fuselage.    
 

The Canopy glass is installed and com-
plete. Wheels and tires are installed, 

the gear doors are installed and rigged 
and the gear swing is complete.  
 

The pneumatic system has been 
checked. Wiring is complete in the 
cockpit. Window piping is 

completed and the air dri-
er installed.  
 

The engines have been 
overhauled by Vintage 
V12s and are back and 

ready to install.  
 
http://vicair.net/

projects/mosquito/
january-2012  
 

 Update on CF-HML  

http://vicair.net/projects/mosquito/january-2012
http://vicair.net/projects/mosquito/january-2012
http://vicair.net/projects/mosquito/january-2012
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"Bookkeeper" is the only word in English language with three consecutive double letters. 

My one and only bid to fame 
 
I thought that every airfield in England had a boundary 
fence, but I found the exception. 
 
I had to pick up a brand new Mark VI Mosquito from 
Lasham and on the way home decided to call and see what 
sort of war an old mate of mine was having, and to show 
off my new aircraft which was flying beautifully. 
 
After landing on the single strip I turned left to pick up the 
taxi track and taxied down towards the airfield control. The 
first hint of something amiss was the number of cars com-
ing my way, and before I had gone a hundred yards cars 
were diving into the bush everywhere, and it struck me that 

the drivers had a look of horror on their faces as they fled 
from my path. Suspicion arose that this was not the taxi 
strip after all, but perhaps a public road. My navigator con-
firmed this suspicion by tapping my leg and saying "I don't 
think we're on the airfield!" so finding a suitable place to 
get off the road I steered across the grass and found the 
real perimeter track. 
 
A ground crew met me at control: they were in high glee, 
thinking I had done this on purpose to scare the motorists. 
I didn't disillusion them and no doubt they've told their 
grandchildren about the mad Oz pilot who scattered the 
cars on the main road. However, my old mate hinted that 
as his Station Commander was not the sort of chap to tan-
gle with, perhaps I should forego lunch in the mess and 
take to the air again, so I started up the engines and flew 
overseas - if you can call Brussels overseas. 
 
Apparently my doings hit the local news. The locals were 
well used to being bombed and even strafed by marauding 
Folke-Wulfe 190s, but this posed a new threat and they 
weren't too sure how to cope with it! 
 
We had a custom on 464 Squadron which I think was 
unique. Positioned on the table in the debriefing tent was 
an urn of hot black tea and a bottle of rum. After debriefing 
we were able to have a mug of hot tea, laced with rum, 
then a night flying supper. This was a most relaxing custom 
after the tension of an operation. 
 
Oddie, our M.O, had the responsibility of ordering the rum; 

somehow the supply always seemed to grow, and when it 
was quite considerable we would have a party, usually at 
the end of an operational flying night when everyone had 
returned. Oddie was a great believer in letting off steam to 
relieve tension. Sometimes this went a little further than 
wisdom dictated and in spite of fifty odd years interval, I 
can still remember them vividly. 
 
One such was when an old C.O. Wing Commander of ours 
who was then flying a desk at Headquarters flew down and 

did an op with us. It finished when this visiting C.O. started 
up his aircraft, turned it with the tail facing Wing Com-
mander Peter Panitz's tent, applied the brake and opened 
up the throttles. When the tent was flattened he took off 
across the airfield in face of great opposition from the fly-
ing control who fired off red Very cartridges and flashed 
red on the Aldis lamp. We were somewhat concerned 
about this ill advised flight as his navigator was also so af-
fected he couldn't have found his way out of the proverbial 
paper bag. However their guardian angels worked overtime 
and they arrived at their home base safely. 
 
Memory of most individual operations has long since faded, 
but some things are still vivid in my memory; the awful 
weather encountered; the cramp and cold of the cockpit; 

the difficulty in knowing exactly where you were in the area 
you were given to patrol, searching for enemy movement 
on black nights with low cloud as well as moonlight ones. 
The continual weaving to clear your tail of enemy fighters 
who had radar and could pick you up without visual con-
tact; the gut-twisting feeling of diving through flak: the 
sadness of losing friends and the loneliness when you had 
lost them all. 
 
A Special Operation 
 
December 28th 
Word came from the US battle commander of the urgent 
need to bomb two road junctions in the German pocket at 
St Vith. 
 
The weather was so bad 2 Group decided to send just one 
aircraft as a token gesture - mine was that aircraft. 
Low cloud and fog shrouded the airfield and no sooner had 
I lifted off the runway than we were plunged into a gluti-
nous mass of cloud and fog just above the hangar roof. I 
mentioned to my navigator that we would be lucky to get 
back in one piece. One consolation; as we headed out the 
weather was smooth with zero icing conditions. It was a 
case of flying on instruments for the whole operation. 
The GEE was working well: the signals were coming in on 
the screen beautifully. Mitch was able to put me on to a 
coordinate to bring us over our target. He alerted me as we 
approached the target and I opened the bomb doors and 
switched on the electrics which controlled the bomb release 
mechanism, concentrating on flying a constant height, 

speed, and heading, with my thumb resting on the bomb 
release button. Then Mitch's voice came over the head-
phones: "Left, left, steady, a short way along, right, steady, 
hold it, release!", and the bombs were away - the aircraft 
leapt up with the decrease in weight. Other than a flash in 
the cloud and a slight shudder, cloud obscured the result. I 
mentioned at the time that I hope it hadn't killed too many 
cows in the paddock where it landed. 
 
The big task was yet ahead of us; to fly home and find the 

 Excerpts from the Diary of Gordon Nunn DFC 
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Men can read smaller print than women, but women can hear better. 

To progress the restoration of the A52-
600s Merlin’s firewalls, Brett Redway 

put on a day of rivet training.  
 
The guys—Terry Burke, Graeme 

Coates, James Fitzsimmons and Bob 
Stevens finished the day with the dubi-
ous title of accomplished riveters.  

 
The pictures really tell the story ! 

 Riveters let us all rejoice, because we have been set free... 

Brett’s face really indicates his level 
of confidence in his new riveters... 

James, Graeme and Bob think the training was 
a walk in the park. But we were not permitted 

to touch the Catalina wing behind… Why not? 

runway. Our luck surely held that night; there was no en-
gine icing and the cloud base had risen. By the time we 
arrived it was 1000ft and the landing was a piece of cake. I 
handed C Charlie over to the ground crew, told them what 
we had done, and headed for the 10 officer to give our re-
port, then to the mess for a night flying supper. (Bacon and 
eggs, tomatoes and mushrooms I had picked from the air-
field). 

 
We went to bed and promptly forgot the whole thing for 
two weeks, then one day the Squadron navigation officer 
gave Mitch a letter to read. It was from the US Army Com-
mander who had requested the operation. He congratulated 
the 464 crew who had performed the operation because the 
bombing was smack on target and this had helped them a 
lot. I said to Mitch "You've got to be lucky sometimes." The 
NO told Mitch he could have the letter, but he didn't accept, 
much to his regret in after years, because as I told him, 

people now have only our word that he performed this re-
markable feat of navigation. 
 
Winter 1944-45 – Shocking Weather & High Casual-
ties 
 
The end of January and beginning of February produced 
some atrocious weather. The C.O. Ern Dunkley, and myself 

had been picked to join the other two Mosquito squadrons 
on a raid to wipe out the Gestapo headquarters in Copen-
hagen. 
 
We flew up to Fersfield in East Anglia to refuel and to be 
briefed on the raid. It was going to be a long tiring trip at 
zero feet to avoid detection by German radar. At Fersfield a 
Danish architect had built a model of the city and a wing of 
Shell House Copenhagen housing the Gestapo was to be 
the target. The rest of the building had to be left un-

 Excerpts from the Diary of Gordon Nunn DFC 
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Question - What is the only food that doesn't spoil.     Answer - Honey  

touched. The Danes were very loyal to the Allied cause and 
the Gestapo were giving them a pretty rough time and had 
stored all their records and the condemned prisoners there. 
The model was set up on a table and we were able to famil-
iarise ourselves with certain features that we would be able 
to recognise as we flew in at zero feet. 
 
The weather worsened, with low cloud and snow, hence a 
postponement for two days. There was no improvement, so 
they decided to return to base and wait for more favourable 
conditions. While we were waiting 
there we borrowed a truck and 
went to Norwich, about 20 miles 
away. Saw a show and afterwards 
had supper. When this raid finally 

eventuated a couple of weeks 
later, I was away on leave. My 
room mate at the Officers' Mess, a 
Norwegian, was killed on it. He 
was a great fellow and used to 
say "Ven de var iss over you must 
all come to Stavanger". About this 
time two of my old friends were 
killed, and "Daddy" Dale, the C.O. 
of 21 Squadron, went missing. 
 
Feb 3rd 
We went on a night rail patrol in 
Holland. I strafed some motor 
transport and bombed a rail junc-
tion. Just as I was finishing, a call 
came through from Mansion Con-
trol advising that weather condi-
tions at base were becoming im-
possible, and to return immediate-
ly. I didn't need a second invita-
tion, with engine controls set for 
fast cruising we hiked towards 
England. We crossed the coast at 
1000ft in heavy cloud, with the cloud base far below us. I 
called control and got a bearing to take us over base and 
they notified me when we were over the control tower. I 
reduced speed, put the aircraft in a steep turn, and com-
menced a slow let down with my navigator calling out 
speeds and heights. My luck held and about 300ft I saw 
through the cloud the dim glow of the sodium lights at the 

end of the runway. It was a case of now or never: throttles 
back — pitch levers forward in case I needed full power - 
undercarriage and flaps down. We broke through the witch-
es' cauldron and there before me was the most wonderful 
sight I had ever seen - two rows of flares glistening in the 
rain-filled night. Control column back to put us in landing 
attitude and the tyres squelched on the wet runway. Was it 
luck or my guardian angel? In spite of the freezing condi-
tions the sweat was dripping from under my helmet. 

My best friend Ted was on patrol with me that night I 
heard him calling up for permission to join the circuit and 
was about to contact control to tell them that 
 
landing was impossible. Then I heard them trying to con-
tact him - there was no reply, and by the time I had taxied 
around to the flights I had an uneasy feeling that some-
thing had happened to him. A short time later we had word 
that he had hit a hill and both he and Aussie were killed. It 
was a great blow to me; we had shared the ups and downs 

of training and two tours of opera-
tions. It left me the sole survivor 
of the five pilots who joined the 
squadron together. There were 
new faces everywhere and I felt a 

stranger on the squadron with 
which I had been flying fora year. 
We moved next day to Rosiers-en-
sont-terre in Picardy, Northern 
France, and again the weather 
claimed two DC3s carrying our 
gear. I barely missed a church 
steeple on the top of a hill as I let 
down through the cloud to search 
for the airfield. A month later my 
operational career terminated and 
I ended up flying Communications 
with 2 Group HQ stationed in 
Brussels flying from Brussels 
Evere airfield until I returned 
home. 
 
A Budding Test Pilot 
 
I was walking past the flights one 
day when a Sgt. Fitter came up to 
me. "Would you mind flight test-
ing an aircraft for me? He said. 
"What's the trouble?" I asked. 

"The port motor has been playing up when the aircraft 
reaches altitude. We've been over it and it should be OX'. I 
said "Right" and walked over to the flight office to sign for 
it. I was still a pilot trainee and hardly qualified for this job, 
but I liked flying the old Venturas and was willing to accept 
any risks. As I made my way over to the offending aircraft 
a ground staff chap came up and asked "Would you mind if 

I went along for the ride: I've got a mate or two also. With-
out thinking I said OK, and proceeded to climb into the 
cockpit and do the flight checks. The motors appeared to 
be running smoothly so I called control for permission to 
take off. The engines developed full power and we climbed 
away to reach I 0,000ft. I reduced power and leaned the 
mixture to cruise. 
 
It wasn't long before that recalcitrant engine decided to 

 Excerpts from the Diary of Gordon Nunn DFC 
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You can't kill yourself by holding your breath.  

play up, and when a 2000h.p. engine plays up you know 
about it. The coughs, bangs and backfires threatened to 
loosen the rivets and also give me one hell of a fright. It 
was a case of close the throttles, put the nose down, and 
head for home. However with the mixtures back up to rich 
the engine settled down and I had no trouble with the 
landing. 
 
I taxied up to the flights and cut the motors, and sat there 
for a while thinking about this motor when I happened to 
glance out the side window. To say I got a shock would be 
putting it mildly. A stream of people were getting out of my 
aircraft and walking across the tarmac. I counted ten, and 
wasn't game to look again. Perhaps there were 20 - I don't 
know! But none of them had a parachute. 

I just hoped nobody in authority saw this alarming event, 
promised myself that in future I would pay a little more 
attention to the overall picture. Also I hoped that those 
erks were so fear struck they wet their pants. 
 
The Lost Crew 
 
The trip had been rough, low flying, tree top height, sum-
mer with afternoon cunimbus clouds starting to form; there 
were plenty of thermals. We were on the homeward leg 
and it was time to call base, but there was no answer from 
the wireless operator, no answer from the navigator, and 
none from the air gunner. There was nothing I could do 
but plug in "George" the auto-pilot and go looking for 
them. I had had several unhappy episodes with George 
and swore I would never touch this devil invention again, 
but needs must, so I set the dials and cautiously engaged 
it. It proved what I had thought all along, half human with 
a mind of its own. Today it was in a good humour and han-
dled flying in a most professional manner, allowing me to 
leave the cockpit and go looking for crew. 
 
Halfway down the aircraft on the floor was a large round-
hole, which allowed us to drop flares through it. All my 
crew were grouped around this being violently ill! I told the 
wireless operator that if he wished to return to terra-firma 
he had better get to his radio set and obtain the necessary 
clearance. 
 
It was a most hangdog looking crew, which staggered out 
of the aircraft when we landed, and to make things worse 

the navigator complained that he had lost his false teeth. 
"What do you expect me to do?" I retorted, "search half of 
New Brunswick looking for them?" 
Most things have a twist of humour - the Air Force dentist 
at first refused to make him a new set as he didn't believe 
he lost them out of the aircraft. 
 
Small Moments of Light Relief when Train Busting 
 
Life on a fighting squadron wasn't all bad, and sometimes 

unusual things happened in the heat of battle. 
 
Eight of us flew deep into France one day. The French Un-
derground had sent a message to tell of six ammunition 
trains at a certain spot, and as they were heading up to the 
front lines it was our job to deal with then. We were loaded 
up with extra fuel tanks on the wings, bombs and ammuni-
tion, and just hoped we wouldn't meet any Focke-Wulfe 
190s on the way. 
 
We flew low and fast in our Mark VI Mosquitoes as usual to 
avoid detection. Cruising fast at tree top level made it diffi-
cult for the ground batteries to shoot us down. At odd times 
we found we had decorated the tail end of our aircraft with 
leaves and twigs. One enthusiastic New Zealander blacked 

out the whole Brighton area, another hit a wave when flying 
across the Channel and found that the Mossie needed some 
modification before being used as a submarine. 
 
This day we arrived at our destination unscathed, but 
events following made up for the peaceful trip. The Ger-
mans took an immediate dislike to our presence, and having 
suspicious natures, guessed our intentions. All hell was let 
loose for the next few minutes as we bombed and strafed 
the trains. Just as I finished my attacks there was an explo-
sion in the port wing which rolled us over, and I guessed C 
Charlie had a very nasty hit and would have to be handled 
carefully to avoid overstressing. Everything was still func-
tioning, so we set course for home feeling very alone in a 
most unfriendly sky. I settled the aircraft down to a very 
low cruising speed just above the tree tops, and after a 
while our heart rates dropped back and we began to enjoy 
a peaceful French countryside. 
 
Suddenly, there before us, in a clearing in the forest, was a 
beautiful little lake, and to add interest a group of girls 
swimming or lazing on the shore completely au naturel. 
They must have recognised the RAF markings, and they 
waved us a most enthusiastic greeting. I said to my naviga-
tor, "How's our luck! "I'm not game to do even a rate one 
turn to have another look, but mark the spot on the map 
for future reference!" 
 
C Charlie hung together and we made a safe landing. After 
inspection it was taken to have a new wing put on - a shell 
had fractured the main spar. The ground crew asked me 

where I was when the bullets went through the cockpit. I 
said probably crouched on the floor and they went over the 
top of me. 
 
They gave me a new aircraft and I went up to Lasham to 
pick it up. It was also called C Charlie, but somehow it was-
n't quite the same. 
 
We lost our C.O. that day; a great loss to the squadron. 

 Excerpts from the Diary of Gordon Nunn DFC 
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The cigarette lighter was invented before the match.  

If we had a "Book of the Year", this would proba-

bly qualify. 

 

Here we have a truly monumental work; or 

the first part of it, at least. The author 
has undertaken the enormous task of 
recording the complete histories of every 

aeroplane designed and built in Australia 
from the earliest times to the 1980s, and 
this massive two-book volume in its 

smart blue slip case, taking the subject 
up to 1939, is just the first of four 
planned volumes. It comprises Chapters 

1 to 14; the other six chapters will occu-
py volumes 2, 3 & 4, all of which are re-
ported to be at a "very advanced stage". 

 

All aeroplanes are included; those de-

signed and produced by Australian com-
panies, those built under license, foreign 
machines in Australian ownership, suc-

cessful and unsuccessful one-offs creat-
ed by private individuals, and homebuilts 
of foreign design. It is almost guaranteed 

that everyone will find some aircraft of 
which they had no previous knowledge, 
and that they will also learn a great deal 

more about a great many aeroplanes. 
Book 1 opens with the designs of Law-
rence Hargrave and goes on to cover 

early experimenters, First World War 
activity, and then begins to embrace 
the inter-war products. Book 2 contin-

ues this theme, taking the subject up to 
1939. The text is complemented by 

more than 1,900 photographs and draw-
ings, and a comprehensive index. Each 

 Australian-Built Aircraft—1884 to 1939 

by MAAA member Keith .R. Meggs OAM DFM AM(US) 
 

ISBN 978-1-920892-77-7 
Finger-Four Publishing, PO Box 978, Seymour, Victoria 3661, Australia 
8 3/4in x 12in hardback two-volume set in slipcase, Book 1 and Book 2 

Total 1,264 pages, illustrated. 

chapter has pages of endnotes (many of which 
might have been incorporated in the text), but 

there is a tendency to diverge into semantics and 
dogmatic assertions regarding such matters as 
the hyphenation of surnames. 
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Most lipstick contains fish scales. 

Flt/Lt Roy Johnston, a former member of the 
Royal Australian Air Force 464 Squadron. 

 
Roy, a 21 year old pilot, was part of the famous 
Aarhus Raid to attack the Gestapo headquarters 

in Denmark's second largest city. 
 
He was one of the three pilots who countersigned 

artist Max Ordinall painting that captured 
the raid on canvas as they proceeded to Den-

mark. Sqdn Ldr Ern Dunkley passed away in 
2008, while Flt Off Peter Lake passed away 
two months before Roy. 

 
The 464 Squadron was stationed in Britain and 
flew what was commonly known as low level 

"intruder trips". 
 
This particular mission on October 31 

1944, was to bomb the Gestapo head-
quarters in Aarhus where members of 
the Danish underground, who had 

been captured, were being tortured. It 
also held considerable intelligence 
documentation about the underground 

resistance group around Denmark. 
 
The problem was the Gestapo head

quarters was in two university 
buildings with a hospital next 

door. The Germans believed they 
would not be bombed because of 
the hospital. 

 
To keep under the German radar, the 
24 Mosquitos 'skimmed' the North 

Sea and flew up the main street of 
Aarhus. 
 

Years later, Mr Johnston's son, Mark, 
met some Danes who watched the 
squadron fly below them from their 

fourth storey apartment.  
 
The Squadron rolled their bombs 

through the front doors and de-

stroyed the buildings. 
 

All the aircraft returned to base safely although 
one aircraft did lose its tail wheel when the pilot 
misjudged his climb after the attack and clipped a 

building. 
 
Roy flew 40 operations before he was 22, and 

was to have said the Mosquito was a lethal flying 
machine, boasting four cannons and four Ma-

chine guns up front. It was the fastest aircraft 
of its type. Nothing could get near it. 
 

He leaves behind his wife Helen, three children, 
four grandchildren and one great grandchild. 

 Roy Johnston  10/11/1922-10/03/2011 
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Elephants are the only mammal that can't jump. 

In the lighter moments of World War II, the Spit-
fire was used in an unorthodox role: bringing 

beer kegs to the men in Normandy. 

During the war, the Heneger and Constable brew-
ery donated free beer to the troops. After D-Day, 

supplying the invasion troops in Normandy with 
vital supplies was already a challenge.  

 

Obviously, there was no room in the logistics 

chain for such luxuries as beer or other types of 
refreshments. Some men, often called sourcers, 

were able to get wine or other niceties from the 
land or rather from the locals. RAF Spitfire pilots 
came up with an even better idea. 

 

The Spitfire Mk IX was an evolved version of the 
Spitfire, with pylons under the wings for bombs or 
tanks. It was discovered that the bomb pylons 

could also be modified to carry beer kegs. Accord-
ing to pictures that can be found, various sizes of 

kegs were used. Whether the kegs could be jetti-
soned in case of emergency is unknown. If the 
Spitfire flew high enough, the cold air at altitude 

would even refresh the beer, making it ready for 

consumption upon arrival. 

 
A variation of this was a long range fuel tank 
modified to carry beer instead of fuel. The modi-

fication even received the official designation 
Mod. XXX.  

Propaganda services were quick to pick up on 

this, which probably explains the official designa-

 Where’s the party ??? 

The Spitfire had very little ground clearance 
with the larger beer kegs.  
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The human heart creates enough pressure when it pumps out to the body to squirt blood 30 feet. 

tion. 

 
As a result, Spitfires equipped with Mod XXX or 
keg-carrying pylons were often sent back to 

Great-Britain for maintenance or liaison duties. 

They would then return to Normandy with full 
beer kegs fitted under the wings.  

 
Typically, the British Revenue of Ministry and Ex-
cise stepped in, notifying the brewery that they 

were in violation of the law by exporting beer 
without paying the relevant taxes. It seems that 
Mod. XXX was terminated then, but various 

squadrons found different ways to refurbish their 
stocks. Most often, this was done with the unoffi-

cial approval of higher echelons. 

 

In his book Dancing in the Skies, Tony Jonsson, 
the only Icelancer pilot in the RAF, recalled beer 

runs while he was flying with 65 Squadron. Every 
week a pilot was sent back to the UK to fill some 
cleaned-up drop tanks with beer and return to the 

squadron. Jonsson hated the beer runs as every 
man on the squadron would be watching you up-
on arrival. Anyone who made a rough landing and 

dropped the tanks would be the most hated man 
on the squadron for an entire week.  

 Where’s the party ??? 

A staged shot of the Mod. XXX tank being filled.  
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The first couple to be shown in bed together on prime time TV was Fred and Wilma Flintstone. 

On April 2, 1982, Argentina invaded the 
Falkland Islands, a British overseas territo-

ry in the South Atlantic, just under 500 kilo-
metres away from the Argentinean coast. 
 

Given the remoteness of the islands, the Argen-
tinean junta deemed a British military response 
unlikely, after reductions in British military forces 

in the South Atlantic. Indeed, the British govern-
ment, led by Lady Thatcher, struggled to formu-

late a response. A Royal Navy fleet, supported by 
Sea Harrier FRS1s and helicopters, was dis-
patched to the region, but Argentinean fighters, 

equipped with Exocet-missiles posed to great a 
threat to the fleet to approach the Falklands. The 
airfield at Port Stanley, the capital of the Falkland 

Islands, had to be put out of commission to ena-
ble the Royal Navy and its Sea Harriers to support 
combat operations effectively.  

Suddenly, Britain’s aging fleet of Vulcan bombers, 
found itself called upon to perform a number of 
strike missions, codenamed Black Buck. The Vul-

can was the last of the three so-called V-
bombers, which had formed part of the Royal Air 
Force’s nuclear deterrent during the Cold War. 

Victor’s had found a second life as tanker aircraft, 
while the Valiant had been retired long before. 
The Vulcan fleet was already being decommis-

sioned, with several aircraft already being deliv-
ered to museums across the country, in prepara-
tion for the type’s withdrawal from service three 

months later. 
 
While the Vulcan was a long-range bomber, cov-

ering the distance to the Falklands would require 
air-to-air refuelling. This was something which 
was not part of the Vulcan training syllabus, how-

ever, after several near-accidents in the sixties. 
Given the inexperience of Vulcan crews at air-

refuelling, it was decided that an extra crew 
member, who was part of the RAF’s Victor tanker 
fleet, would have to join on the combat sortie and 

serve as co-pilot during the transit to the Falk-
lands. A Vulcan co-pilot would then take over to 
fly the combat part of the mission together with 

the Vulcan’s captain. FR Aviation, based in 
Bournemouth, were tasked with re-activating the 

air-refuelling capabilities to the Vulcan which 
were going to be detached to fly combat opera-

tions. This included removing the refuelling 
probes from Vulcans which had already been de-
livered to museums in the UK and North America, 

as the refuelling probes on the Vulcans were 
damage-prone, especially as the crews still had 
to gain experience with the process. 

On April 29, during the de-commissioning cere-
mony of IX squadron at RAF Waddington, which 
was even attended by national and local press, 

three Vulcans took off unnoticed from the other 
side of the airbase, two of which were heading to 
Wideawake airfield on Ascension Island, the clos-

est ‘friendly’ airfield near the Falklands, one spare 
aircraft returning just a few hours later. At 
Wideawake, they would join a taskforce of four-

teen Victor tankers. 
 

Thirteen of these tankers would accompany the 
Vulcan on its long flight down to the Falklands, in 
a masterful air-refuelling plan which see an ever 

shrinking number of Victors along the way of the 
Vulcan, each Victor topping off the remaining air-
craft’s tanks before heading home. In total, each 

of these missions would require 19 air-to-air refu-
ellings, mostly under radio silence and in dark-
ness. 

Just before midnight on April 30, Black Buck One 
took off from Wideawake airfield. The lead air-
craft, Vulcan XM598 would conduct the strike, 

with the other Vulcan lifting off as spare in case 
something went wrong with the lead aircraft dur-
ing the initial phases of the mission. During climb

-out, it did. A loud wind noise in the cockpit made 
it clear that one of the cockpit windows would 
not seal properly. This meant the cockpit could 

not be pressurized, preventing the Vulcan from 
climbing to cruising altitude, necessary to mini-
mize its fuel consumption. This left Martin With-

ers and his crew in Vulcan XM607 to complete 
the mission to bomb the runway at Port Stanley 
and making it useless to support Argentinean 

fighter operations.  
 
It quickly became apparent that the fuel con-

 Falklands 30 years ago 
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Middle age is when broadness of the mind and narrowness of the waist change places.  

sumption numbers for the Vulcan were too opti-
mistic, as it was depleting the supply from the 

Victor tankers far more quickly than anticipated. 
To add to the difficulty of air-to-air refuelling in 
the pitch dark and with radio silence, the Vulcan 

and its tanker support encountered an electrical 
storm and had to refuel during the transit of it. 
Returning Victors at Wideawake airfield were 

turned around as quickly as possible to take up 
station again in the aerial carrousels on the re-

turn leg of the Vulcan’s flight path to compensate 
for the higher than expected fuel consumption. 
Things took an 

even more dra-
matic turn when 
the refuelling 

probe on one of 
the Victor tankers 
which had to take 

up station to re-
supply the Vulcan 
during the return 

flight broke off in 
the basket of one 
of the other tank-

ers which was 
topping off the 
tanks of the un-

fortunate Victor. 
This left a signifi-

cant gap in the refuelling plan, though the Vulcan 
crew were unaware of the problems their tanker 
support was having. 

As they approached the Falklands, the Vulcan 

dropped to low-level to stay below the Argen-
tinean radar as long as possible. When they final-
ly started their climb near the coast and the radar 

navigator flicked on his gear to verify their posi-
tion, it became apparent that the … kilometre 

navigation over featureless ocean, using celestial 
navigation, had been more than successful, when 
the reference terrain features appeared on the 

display where they were supposed to be. Argen-
tinean air defence crews were too stunned by the 
sudden appearance of the bomber on their radar 

screens to react adequately to the jamming, al-
lowing the Vulcan to run her stick of 21 1000lbs 

high explosive bombs on a … angle across the 
runway. From experience during the Second 

World War, running the bomb stick at this angle 
had proved the most efficient bombing technique 
as it gave the highest chance of a hit. If 21 

bombs were dropped on the same heading as the 
runway and they drifted from the target, they 
would all miss. Running the stick at an angle of 35 

degrees, at least 1 would hit. In this case, one hit 
the centre of the runway, while second struck the 

edge of it, putting it out of action for a short while 
for fighter action. 

Despite all the tanker problems, Vulcan 607 and 

all Victor tankers made it back to Ascension safely 
and had dealt a massive blow to Argentinean mo-
rale, demonstrating the RAF could strike at the 

Island. Four more Black Buck missions would be 
flown with adjusted refuelling plans. On one mis-
sion, the Vulcan’s own refuelling probe broke off 

after an unsuccessful strike mission against air 
defences using Shrike missiles. It made a success-

ful emergency landing at Rio de Janeiro Interna-
tional Airport in Brazil with an armed Shrike mis-
sile which had failed to fire upon launch still dan-

gling from the hardpoint.  
 
During its final days, the Vulcan experienced its 

finest hour. 

 Falklands 30 years ago 
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A balanced diet is a beer in each hand. 

Dear Editor, 
 

The article in the last Bulletin by Mr Tom Parsons, 
mentioned a fellow ‘Pathfinder’ by the name of 
John Robb who took up residence in Goulburn, 

NSW. 
 
In the early 1950s (cannot recall which year) I 

worked with a local builder to construct a War 
Service Loan house for a Mr John McRae McRobb 

who was known locally as John Robb only. He 
was married to an attractive English lady (I think 
Joan) who was a nurse during the war and 

nursed him at one time. 
 
As I remember him he was very deaf however 

had a great sense of humour and was not afraid 
to call ‘a spade a spade’. He related some of his 
experiences to us over cups of tea at smoko. 

 
One experience I remember was,  “at altitude 
over ‘bad guys territory’, he glimpsed a spot over 

his right shoulder, he asked his navigator if he 
could see the same thing—the answer was in the 
negative”. 

 
John was very much aware that the Germans had 
a very fast jet fighter the ME262. When he could 

not confirm the identity of the spot, he decided 
to speed up to the limit, however the spot 

seemed to remain above and behind, and his fly-
ing straps prevented him from turning around to 
check the spot—he decided to abort the mission 

and flew back to base. 

On final at home he realised that an improperly 
cleaned cockpit Perspex side panel resulted in his 

frightening experience. He sought out the hapless 
fitter responsible and placed him on a charge. 
 

John, after we had completed his home, remained 
in Goulburn. As I recall he did not enjoy the best 
of health in the late 1950s through to the 1960s. 

 
I visited him in hospital a few times then lost con-

tact with him, I think he may have sold his prop-
erty and resettled on the south coast of NSW. I 
am not sure but I think that his wife may have 

passed away prior to, I think John’s passing. 
 
Could this be the same John Robb that is men-

tioned in Mr Parson’s article? I think that John 
Robb was the same person as Mr John McRae 
McRobb. 

 
My kindest regards,    Carol (Scotty) Scott. 
 

 
For the Internetters: 
 

Shuttle Cockpit view...........take a look, it is very 
well worth the effort!   
  

http://360vr.com/2011/06/22-discovery-flight-
deck-opf_6236/index.html   

                            
Click on picture and move the mouse in any direc-
tion to scan.  Don't forget to look at the ceiling!  

 From the Mail Bag 

 If you drink—take a bus home 

I would like to share an experience with you all, about drinking and driving.  
As you well know, some of us have been known to have brushes with the authorities on our way 

home from the odd social session over the years.  
A couple of nights ago, I was out for a few drinks with some friends and had a few too many beers 
and some rather nice shiraz.  

Knowing full well I may have been slightly over the limit, I did something I've never done before - I 
took a bus home.  
I arrived home safely and without incident, which was a real surprise, as I’ve never driven a bus be-

fore and am not sure where I got it from… 
Andrew Willox—Editor  of the Friends magazine ‘Aerogram’. 
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Junk is something you've kept for years and throw away three weeks before you need it. 

Dear Editor, 
 

Thought you might like to publish photocopies of 
A52-312 that I ‘flew’, well almost. 
 

She was a PR 41 out of Charleville on 26th Sep-
tember 1951—she had engine failure during take-
off on Runway 27. 

 
I managed to keep her lined up on the runway 

with the engine back firing, smoke pouring out 
the back with considerable noise.  
 

I had insufficient runway to lift her off and ended 
up overshooting into a ditch off the end of the 
runway with wheels down. 

 
I have other information about my Mossie time, 
especially the lack of training I had to fly one ! I 

am probably one of the youngest Mossie pilots in 
Australia. 
 

I carried on flying with the RAAF until joining An-
sett to fly Sunderlands in 1956. Shortly after I 
joined Qantas and flew L1049, B707 and B747. 

 
I retired in July 1983 with some 18,000 flying 
hours of experience under my belt. 

 
Regards, Peter Waugh. 

 

Dear MAAA, 
 

I have been informed that few, if any, of those I 
sent the letters to recently have received them. 
Please excuse the duplication if you did in fact 

receive copies of the attached letters. 
 
Please find attached details of the proposed Mos-

quito reunion to be Held at the Yorkshire Air Mu-
seum, Elvington, York on June 30th/July 1st 

2012.  
 
If you could please reply to the questionnaire at 

your earliest convenience, this would be very 
helpful in allowing us to plan for anticipated num-
bers attending. Please feel free to reply by e-mail 

or post.  
 
If you would prefer to verbally let me know, my 

home telephone number is +44 01274 426528 
and my mobile telephone number is +44 07976 
653517. 

 
Please note that since the attached details were 
originally written, David has moved. His address 

is now South Yeo Barn, Poughill, Crediton, EX17 
4LF. 
 

Please don't hesitate to let me know if you have 
any questions that are not answered by the at-

tached letters. 
 
Warmest regards 

Andy Dawson 
Andy@mossie.org 
http://www.mossie.org 

http://www.museum-
explorer.org.uk 
 

 
 
NB. The forms mentioned are 

on the following pages. 
    
        (Ed.)  

 From the Mail Bag 
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Traffic lights were being used before the invention of motor car. 

 From the Mail Bag 

62 Fleet Lane 

Queensbury 

Bradford 

West Yorkshire 

BD13 2IL 

Tel.: +44 01274 426528 

Mob.: +44 07976 653517 

E-mail: Andy@mossie.org 

18th December 2011 

Re:  Mosquito Aircrew Reunion - 

 Saturday 30th June / 

 Sunday 1st July 2012 

 

Venue: Yorkshire Air Museum, Elvington, 

 York, Y041 4AU 

 

Telephone: +44  01904 608595 
Dress code: Lounge suits. Medals may be worn. 

 

Dear Editor, 

Following the reunion at the RAF Club London in 

April 2011 that we organised, we were asked to 

arrange another reunion for June 2012. We re-

ceived a wonderful response after the event 

earlier this year and are in the process of or-

ganising an event for June 2012 as detailed 

above. The draft agenda for the reunion is in-

cluded. 

A large number of comments received both be-
fore and after this year's event indicated that an 

event run in the north of England would help 
those who found it too difficult to travel to Lon-
don this year. It is with this in mind that we are 

organising an event at Elvington near York. 

As we did last time, initially we are sending out 

a questionnaire to get an indication of the num-

bers who would like to attend. Could you please 

complete the attached questionnaire, together 

with your up-to-date information, particularly if 

we have incorrect information on our records, 

also confirming your preferences?  

It is our intention to make this reunion a two 

day event, with an overnight stay, at a local ho-

tel.  

This will provide ample time on the second day, 

to catch up with old acquaintances and tour the 

Yorkshire Air Museum. Note that should the 

weather be bad on the Saturday, it is our inten-

tion to move the outdoor activities to Sunday 

morning.  

We will arrange a hotel 'package' which we will 

forward details of shortly. 

If you have any further queries do not hesitate to 

contact us.  

Andy's details are above and David's contact de-

tails are:  

Glebe Cottage, Icknield Road, Ipsden,  

Oxon, OX10  6AS   

tel.  +44 01491 871881  

mob. +44 07971 176042 

e-mail dcoeshall@aol.com.  

 

We shall be contactable all day on 30th/1st on 

our respective mobile telephone numbers. 

Please feel free to pass on this Invitation to all of 

your ex-Mosquito aircrew colleagues and friends.  

Kind Regards, 

 

Andy Dawson—and— David A Coeshall  

 

——- ooooo ——- 

If you are interested in attending the next two 

pages contain the Agenda and a form to be com-

pleted and returned to Andy or Dave. 
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See the initials YKK on your zipper?It stands for Yoshida Kogyo Kabushikigaisha, the world's largest zipper manufacturer. 

 From the Mail Bag 

DRAFT AGENDA  
Mosquito “Mossie” REUNION No.2  

 
Ex Aircrew, Ground Crew, Designers, Construction Workers, Friends/

Relatives, Invited Enthusiasts World War II & Post War  
 

Date: Saturday/Sunday 30th June 2012/1st July 2012  
 

Venue: Yorkshire Air Museum, Elvington, York  
 

Arrival Meet and Greet  
10.00 – 11.00am Tea, Coffee & Biscuits  

 

Welcome  
11.00 -11.15  

 

Talk/Presentations  
11.15 – 12.00 12.00 – 12.30 

  

Launch/Unveiling  
12.30 - 13.00  

 

Lunch, Tea, Coffee, Loyal Toast and Absent Friends  
13.00 – 15.00  

 

Raffle Draw  

 
Next Reunion, Donation of Funds Raised  

 

Surprise Event  
15.00 – 17.00 Saturday OR 10.30 – 12.30 Sunday (Dependent upon Weather Conditions)  

 

Depart, Return to Hotel, Drinks in Hotel Bar 20.30 (cash bar)  

 
Overnight Stay  

 

Depart, Return to Yorkshire Air Museum 

10.00 – 10.30  

 

Free Time at Yorkshire Air Museum  
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Men can read smaller print than women can; women can hear better. 

 From the Mail Bag 

Questionnaire Reply Form  
 

Mosquito “Mossie” Reunion Yorkshire Air Museum Elvington Satur-
day/Sunday  

 
30th  June/1st July 2012  

We have a confirmed date as above, with the venue being the Yorkshire Air Museum, Elvington, York. We 
would be very grateful if you would take a few minutes to complete the questionnaire, updating the infor-
mation if required to correct any mistakes that we have made. Please feel free to pass this invitation on to 
all other ex-Mosquito aircrew, ground crew, relatives and other interested parties by association. We are 
trying to reach as many contacts as possible to invite then to this unique event.  
 

(NB. No Information will be passed to any third party).  
 
Title, Rank, Name, Decorations:    Accompanying Guest:  
 
Address:        Address:  
  

Post Code:        Post Code:  
 
Home Tel. No:       Home Tel. No:  
 
Mobile Tel. No:       Mobile Tel. No:  
 
Email Address:       Email Address:  
 
Please circle the appropriate answer.  
 
Q1 Are you willing and able to attend a reunion?        Yes  No  
Q2 Would you attend a reunion at the above venue?       Yes  No  
Q3 Do you require help and assistance upon arrival at the reunion?     Yes No  
(It is our intention to have a ”Mossie” enthusiast escorting you if req’d).  
Q4 Would you be prepared to pay approx. £50?  
(Inclusive of tea/coffee, lunch, tea/coffee)        Yes No  
Q5 Would you be prepared to stay at a local hotel if the event runs over  
two days (Fri. and Sat. nights, with a drinks party on Sat. night)?     Yes  No  
Q6 Menu, food, special requirements, vegetarian (please specify)?     Yes  No  
Q7 Would you be prepared to sign a few books and prints to be raffled?    Yes  No  
Q8 Any extra money to be donated evenly between the Museum & the   
Restoration of the NF “Mossie”?          Yes  No  
 

Dress Code Lounge Suits  
Please return this in the enclosed pre-addressed and pre-paid envelope.  

Please feel free, to also write to us with any advice, suggestions recommendations.  
 

THANK YOU  
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111,111,111  x111,111,111 = 12,345,678,987,654,321 

 From the Mail Bag 

Hi, 
 

I was browsing the internet during my lunch hour 
and found your site by accident. Having an inter-
est in the aircraft type I was looking at the vari-

ous pages when I came across Tom Parsons' 
memories of squadron life with 139 Sqn. 
 

My father, Malcolm George (Butch) Harris also 
served with 139 (Jamaica) Sqn, as a Navigator, 

about the time Tom was writing about. His pilot 
was Arthur Victor (Smithy) Smith. (This was my 
Fathers' third tour of "Ops"). 

 
My Father passed away in 2003, and since then I 
have been slowly researching the squadron histo-

ry. I was wondering whether Tom is still with us, 
and if he was able to recall either my Dad or Ar-
thur Victor Smith. I was hoping that if Tom is still 

kicking, that you could put us in touch with each 
other. 
 

There is an unofficial site for the former RAF 
Upwood, which contains pictures of my father 
and Arthur Victor, which can be found at : 

 
http://www.rafupwood.co.uk/index2.html 

 

On the left hand side is a list of squadrons, you'll 
find a couple of publicity pictures of my Father 

and Arthur Victor in front of a Mk XX Mosquito, 
along with some squadron pictures of all the air-
crew . . . You might find Tom in one of them. 

 
Please accept my apologies for suddenly impos-
ing on you, I hope this will not be too difficult a 

task. 
 
I look forward to hearing from you. 

 
Regards, 
 

Nicholas.CareyHarris@atkinsglobal.com 
 
 

 

The Editor, 
 

Let's say it's 6.15pm and you're going home, after 
an unusually hard day at work.  
 

You're really tired, upset and frustrated. Suddenly 
you start experiencing severe pain in your chest 
that starts to drag out into your arm and up into 

your jaw. You are only about five miles from the 
hospital nearest your home. Unfortunately you 

don't know if you'll be able to make it that far. 
You have been trained in CPR, but the guy that 
taught the course did not tell you how to perform 

it on yourself..  
 
Since many people are alone when they suffer a 

heart attack, without help, the person whose 
heart is beating improperly and who begins to feel 
faint, has only about 10 seconds left before losing 

consciousness.  
 
However, these victims can help themselves by 

coughing repeatedly and very vigorously. A deep 
breath should be taken before each cough, and 
the cough must be deep and prolonged, as when 

producing sputum from deep inside the chest.  
 
A breath and a cough must be repeated about 

every two seconds without let-up until help ar-
rives, or until the heart is felt to be beating nor-

mally again.  
 
Deep breaths get oxygen into the lungs and 

coughing movements squeeze the heart and keep 
the blood circulating. The squeezing pressure on 
the heart also helps it regain normal rhythm. In 

this way, heart attack victims can get to a hospi-
tal. Tell as many other people as possible about 
this. It could save their lives!!  

 
A cardiologist says if everyone who gets this mail 
sends it to 10 people, you can bet that we'll save 

at least one life.  
 
Ray Arthur. 
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Chocolate can kill dogs! True, chocolate affects a dog's heart and nervous system.  
A few grams is enough to kill a small sized dog. 

 The connection between the width of horses rear ends 
    and the Shuttle’s fuel tanks ...  

The 'standard' railroad gauge is 4 feet, 8.5 inches.  

That's an exceedingly odd number.  
 
Why was that gauge used?  
Because that's the way they built them in England.  
 
Why did the English build them like that?  
Because the first rail lines were built by the same peo-
ple who built the pre-railroad tramways and that's the 
gauge they used.  

 
Why did 'they' use that gauge then?  

Because the people who built the tramways used the 

same jigs and tools that they had used for building 
wagons, which used that wheel spacing.  
Why did the wagons have that particular odd 
wheel spacing?  
Well, if they tried to use any other spacing, the wagon 
wheels would break on some of the old, long distance 

roads in England, because that's the spacing of the 
wheel ruts.  
 

 So who built those old rutted roads?  
Imperial Rome built the first long distance roads in Eu-
rope for their legions. Those roads have been used 

ever since.  
 
And the ruts in the roads?  
Roman war chariots formed the initial ruts, which eve-

ryone else had to match for fear of destroying their 
wagon wheels. Since the chariots were made for Im-

perial Rome , they were all alike.  
 

The United States standard railroad gauge of 4 feet, 
8.5 inches is derived from the original specifications 
for an Imperial Roman war chariot.  

 
The next time you are handed a specification/
procedure/ process and wonder 'What horse's ass 

came up with this?', you may be exactly right.  
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The first product to have a bar code was Wrigley's gum.  

Imperial Roman army chariots were made just wide 

enough to accommodate the rear ends of two war 
horses.  
  
Now - the twist to the story:  
A Space Shuttle sitting on its launch pad has two big 
booster rockets attached to the sides of the main fuel 

tank.  
 
These are solid rocket boosters, or SRBs and are 

made by Thiokol in Utah..  
 
Engineers who designed the SRBs would have pre-

ferred to make them a bit fatter, but as they had to 
be shipped by train from the factory to the launch site 
and the railroad line from the factory runs through a 

tunnel in the mountains, the SRBs had to fit through 
that tunnel.  

  

The tunnel is slightly wider than the railroad track, 
and the railroad track, as you now know, is about as 
wide as two horses' behinds.  

 
So, a major Space Shuttle design feature was deter-
mined over two thousand years ago by the width of a 

horse's ass!  

 
 For those of you with an Internet connection take a look at the Shuttle Cockpit.                                

 Just click on picture and move the mouse in any direction to scan. Great picture.                                                                    
 Don't forget to look up at the ceiling! 
                                                                             

 http://360vr.com/2011/06/22-discovery-flight-deck-opf_6236/index.html   

 The connection between the width of horses rear ends 
    and the Shuttle’s fuel tanks ...  
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Angel Falls in Venezuela is the world’s highest waterfall, the water drops 3,212 feet (979 meters) 
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 New Members 

  

 The Association is pleased to announce and welcome  

 
 Atkinson, Job Ashley of Numurkah, Victoria 

 Tranter, Mark of Montmerency, Victoria 

  
 Welcome to you both and thanks for joining the MAAA Association and  
   the restoration of DH98 A52-600. 

  

 It is with regret that the Association must relay the passing of the following members: 

 

 Johnston, Roy of Coffs Harbour, New South Wales 

 Eldredge, Neville of Belair, South Australia 

   

 The Association’s condolences are extended to all the Member’s loved ones. 

 Vale 


