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* 
This is a particularly sad edition of Tiger News as within its pages you will read of departed Tigers who served 

in the 1940s, 1950s and 1960s including, as you all know, our former webmaster John Crow. Several pages are 

devoted to him as not only did he play a major part in Association affairs by dint of his taking on our website 

from Iain 'Buster' Walsh more than a few years ago (I can't remember exactly how many!) and developing it to 

become what it is today, but also because in true John fashion he orchestrated a memorable farewell both at 

his funeral and later at a memorial service. The grand finale was a day at Bruntingthorpe on 27th July when 

John's name was unveiled (below) on one of the Lightning Preservation Group's Lightnings. John had generously 

funded the purchase of a spare Avon engine to help ensure that the two Lightnings that the LPG own continue 

to fast taxi on Thunder Runs and Cold War Jets days at the airfield. (Sadly it isn't a Lightning in 74's colours 

- but if anybody has a few £grand to spare Richard and Chris Norris at Bruntingthorpe might consider a 

repaint!) 
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Farewell 

 
Tiger John Crow. (John died close to publication of Tiger News 62 and so an obituary was held over to this 

edition.) 
 
Tiger John lost his long and painful battle with cancer in April, but a battle he fought so courageously and so 

inspirationally with his beloved Margie alongside him, fighting with him all the way (writes Bob Cossey). At times 

like those it is inevitable that you look back over the life that you have led and John certainly did that, a 

process which led to the publication of his autobiography 'Something to Crow About.' It was a title that was so 

very apt because John led a remarkably full, busy and adventurous life and I make no apologies for sharing the 

highlights of that life here. Some of them  many of you will already know about. But my experience was that 

there was often something else that John would suddenly tell me that I was unaware of and I suspect that the 

same went for many of his fellow Tigers too. 

 

The obvious place to start is with the 74(F) Tiger Squadron 

Association which is where I first met John and Margie when we 

reformed the Association in the early 1990s. From that time on 

they were both ever present. John's RAF career, having joined 

in February 1959, was very unusual in that it was spent, after 

training, with just one squadron, No.74. John reported for duty 

at RAF Coltishall when the Tigers were in the process of working 

up on the Lightning  F.1, the first squadron to be so equipped. 

And thus began a love affair with this aircraft which endured 

until the very end and which, after leaving the RAF in 1970 

having served ten years and still only 26 years of age, included 

playing  a part in restoring  a Lightning at Cranfield prior 

to its being flown out to South Africa: and more recently 

buying a spare Avon engine for the Lightning Preservation 

Group at Bruntingthorpe where Thunder Runs are 

regularly held. John's name is now displayed on the 

cockpit sill of XS904 in recognition of his extreme 

generosity.  

 

A few years ago John produced the following précis of his 

life as a Tiger. He wrote:  

 
'When I joined 74 Squadron at Coltishall in 1960, having 

joined the RAF at a very early age, I was actually too young to hold a man's rank upon completion of my basic 

training and hence too young to be let loose on aircraft: so it happened that I was offered to the SWO's army, given 

a road sweeper, and set to work cleaning the streets of the officers' married quarters. Fortunately I was rescued by 

the Station Commander's wife on the first day who immediately had me back on the squadron and working on those 

lovely shiny new aircraft under supervision. There are so many experiences that come to mind but two of note are 

firstly a near fatal motorcycle accident and, secondly, times spent in the WAAF block and evading detection! 

 

The squadron's move to Leuchars was to bring new experiences and many new friends, but it was very hard work 

with many detachments, shift schedules and QRAs to contend with but which was not really a problem for a young 

single chap. In my spare time I would go off into the mountains, climbing and skiing. By now I had made the transition 

from motorcycles to cars and so became a very popular guy for trips to all manner of places, some with girls of 

course. More adventures into the WAAF block followed and still I was never caught! 

 

Then came Tengah. To ferry an entire squadron of Lightnings out to Singapore was a monumental logistics nightmare 

requiring in-flight refuelling and chaps being dropped off around the globe to maintain the aircraft en route. My stop 

off was Masirah, a small island off the coast of Muscat. I will always remember the hot air blast as I walked away from 

the aircraft, thinking it was from the aircraft, but soon realising it was the wind. Apart from working in extreme 
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conditions we also had some fun. I ‘borrowed’ an old jeep and set off into the desert to chase camels, but the 

suspension collapsed and a wheel came off, so we had to walk back, debating who would advise the MTO that his 

jeep was no more and sitting somewhere out ‘there’. I was also privileged to see giant turtles lay their eggs during 

the night. I can also recollect saving the day with a temporary fix to send an aircraft on its way to Singapore, thus 

saving the necessity of flying equipment out to remove a hatch and engine. If memory serves me correctly, I  had an 

altercation with the Engineering Officer - not a wise move really, but I was adamant and eventually proved to be 

correct. 

 

In Singapore the most memorable 

experiences were perhaps cycling about 

sixteen miles to work every day; pickup 

taxis; unimaginable smells; the Long Bar 

in Raffles and the swimming pool at 

Tengah. During my detachment to 

Butterworth I was almost arrested for 

wearing flip flops and daring to  question 

a snoop (military policeman) when he 

said in a very broad Australian accent 'ya 

can’t walk around here with ya thongs 

on'. I advised him of my understanding of 

a thong  which was the point at which I 

was nearly put in a cell. It seems there 

were some horrible creatures called 

bootlace snakes which took a liking to 

nibbling between young airman’s toes, so 

There were snakes a-plenty in Singapore and Malaya and John found one!     I had to put my shoes on rather quickly. 

 

Probably the most vivid memory of my entire nine years was to fly in a Lightning. The reheat take-off and subsequent 

climb was something I will never forget, even surpassing my flight in Concorde some years later. 

 

The RAF and 74 Squadron undoubtedly gave me the opportunity in life to make good and led to many interesting 

career paths, each one building upon the initial experiences I gained during those early years." 

 

                                         

Two of the loves of 

John's life come 

together - Lotus cars 

and Lightnings (left). In 

the cockpit at 

Bruntingthorpe in May 

2013 (right). 

 

Asked to compile a list of his proudest achievements beyond his time in the RAF, John inevitably came up with  

a long one! Here are some of them in no particular order. 

  

o Climbing and expeditions to faraway places including to the summit of 

Mont Blanc and Base Camp Everest where he met Sir Edmund Hilary. 

Expeditions wise he made it to Antarctica and to the actual North 

Pole where he proudly wore his Association sweatshirt (right). 

 

o Learning to fly which he described as a big challenge but a wonderful 

experience. 

 

o A very successful career in computers after his time in the RAF with 

IBM and Honeywell. 
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o Working for the European Space Agency in Cannes, Holland and the USA with all the out of hours 

opportunities those places presented! 

 

o A very successful sales career with GADC where despite no previous sales experience John carried off 

the Salesman of the Year award both in the UK and Europe. 

 

o Becoming a director of two datacom companies. 

 

Restoring Lotus cars. Association members John Yeo 

and Debbie Parker (left) now own one of them - John 

was so pleased it went to a very good home. 

 

Another has gone on display at the Heritage Motor 

Centre at Gaydon (below).  

 

o And of course, taking on the job of 

webmaster for our website. In true Tiger 

John fashion he approached this in bullish 

style having had no experience of designing 

and maintaining websites before. The result 

is what we have been enjoying and applauding for a long time now. It's the envy of other Squadron 

Associations. (John has been able to leave it in the very capable hands of our new Acting Webmaster 

David Jones - John was a good tutor to him.  We thank David for taking the job on and whilst he is 

unable to commit himself to being webmaster in the longer term is happy to look after it temporarily.)  

 

There is so much more that we could add 

to this. But all that we can say now is that 

we were all privileged to know John and 

that he was an inspiration to us all in the 

way he dealt with his illness.  

  

           Rest In Peace Tiger John. 

 
John's funeral was held on May 7th at Bedford Crematorium and was attended by many Association members, 

family, friends and colleagues. His ashes were scattered on the summit of Snowdon on Sunday September 7th 

by Margie and friends. This was John's 30th ascent of his climbing career. 
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The funeral was followed by a memorial service on June 28th at the Baptist church in John and Margie's home 

village of Bromham. Again the church was full as a dozen or so people shared their memories of John, and 

Margie spoke movingly of her much missed husband (below). Again Association members did John proud by being 

there in numbers. After the service everyone was invited to lunch at Bromham Community Hall, another example 

of John's extreme generosity as he was determined that those who came to say good bye to him wouldn't leave 

hungry or thirsty!  

 

 
 
 

And finally to Bruntingthorpe on July 27th as 

already reported. Debbie and John Yeo brought 

Tiger John's Lotus along (right, with 

Bruntingthorpe's Richard Norris speaking) and 

again Tigers turned out in force (below) for the 

unveiling. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



6 

 

More Farewells. Air Commodore Duncan Allison died on August 3rd 2013. Duncan served as a Tiger from 

November 1954 - November 1956 on Meteors and again from September 1957 to January 1958 on Hunters. His 

RAF career in total spanned over 37 years. With 74 he was one of the top scorers in air to air gunnery 

exercises and was Squadron PAI from September 1955. The Tigers were the official Fighter Command Meteor 

Formation Aerobatic Team of 1956 and Duncan flew as No 4 alongside the CO Keith Haselwood No 1, Brian 

Walpole (later replaced by Dick Lewis) No 2 and Chuck Sewell No 3. Another memorable occasion for Duncan as 

a Tiger was the setting with Keith Haselwood of a speed record between Aldergrove and St Faith in a pair of 

Hunter F.4s, completing the flight at an average speed of 724 mph. 

 

* 

 

And we say goodbye to Eric Dickens who died on April 29th 2014 at the age of 80. Eric, with his son Lyndon, 

was a regular attendee at reunions and he was a Tiger through and through. Eric was married to Marion for 59 

years and they had three children, six grandchildren and three great grandchildren. He joined the RAF when he 

was 18 for three years and served with 74 Squadron at Horsham St Faith from November 1952 until April 

1955. He was an LAC, then SAC, and he loved his Meteors. Outside the RAF he was a glass embosser by trade 

and was later a driver for Royal Mail and was a postman until he retired.  

The family decided they would like to scatter Eric's ashes at Horsham St Faith and the City of Norwich 

Aviation Museum made that possible by agreeing to it being done on their site overlooking Norwich Airport, 

formerly RAF Horsham St Faith, on September 7th. RIP Eric at a spot which meant so much to you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
                       Eric on a visit to the museum in Norwich in 2010 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 Above. Eric's family at the museum where they scattered his ashes, appropriately close to a Meteor. 
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The Lightning's 60th Anniversary. 

 
The gathering at Bruntingthorpe in July was not only to mark the dedication of a Lightning to Tiger John but 

also to mark the 60th Anniversary of the aircraft itself and for the Lightning Preservation Group to stage a 

double QRA scramble which, to say the least, was noisily exciting!  

 

 

 

A lot of memories were rekindled on the day for our Lightning Tigers....... 

 

Jim Jolly (left) 

 

Pat Thurlow (right) 

 

Robert Johnstone 

      (below) 
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                      An ambush of Tigers - or is it a streak?                                            Pete Johnstone  

                                 Jack Mellon       Ray Jones 

         Bob & Angie with David Jones 

 

Ed Durham (left) and David Jones (above) 

 

 

 

George Black 

            (left) 

 

 

 
Ed Durham, David Jones and George Black were taking 

part in a Q&A session and recounting some of their 

experiences flying Lightnings. It was good to see that 

John Howe was remembered at the event as it was he  

as OC 74 who brought the Lightning into operational 

service with the RAF of course. 
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Finless Jim. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

George and Ian Black have sent these two 

photographs of Lightning F.1 XM141 and 

George says he can recall the incident as he 

was in the formation when it happened.  Flt Lt 

Jim Burns was the pilot flying number four in 

the box and it was a high speed flypast 

towards the airfield probably at 

500/550knots. 'As I recall,' George says, 'Jim 

got high and close into the jet wash of the lead 

aircraft when the incident occurred. 

Fortunately the aircraft remained controllable and Jim (using aileron control) landed it safely at Colt.'   

 

On the ground, observers saw the aircraft begin to yaw badly and it was at first thought that Jim had suffered 

a bird strike but then large pieces of aeroplane were seen to be floating down to earth. As well as parts of the 

fin and the rudder the radio aerial on the spine had disappeared too thereby preventing any communication. 

English Electric's conclusion was that it was the effects of aerodynamic pressure which had built up during the 

course of the four aircraft's high speed low level manoeuvre which had exposed a structural weakness and 

caused the rudder and part of the fin to sheer off. George seems to recall that Jim had a big boot full of 

rudder on when he entered the engine jet wash from the lead aircraft.  

 

All Lightnings were subsequently strengthened and Jim became known on the squadron as Finless Jim 

thereafter! 

 

* 

Air Commodore Henry George Crowe 

 
At the reunion in March this year our guest speaker was Dr. Michael Crowe, son of one of 74's 

former Commanding Officers, Sqn Ldr H. G. 'Jim' Crowe. Michael spoke of his father's First Word 

War experiences drawing on letters and a memoir that Sqn Ldr Crowe wrote. It would not be possible 

to include all that Michael said but here is an excerpt for those of you who were not at Stratford to 

appreciate. 

 
My father was born 117 years ago on 11th June 1897 in Dublin. His father was Protestant Irish and a stockbroker . 

He had planned to read engineering at Trinity College before going on to Indian Railways. He was always an 

enthusiast for photography and flying. His first album has a photo of Bleriot and his Monoplane when he visited 

Dublin. In 1914 he volunteered for the army and was accepted by Sandhurst and passed out as 2nd Lieutenant  in the 
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Royal Irish Regiment on the 19th July 1916. He was posted to the 6th Battalion in France which had suffered severe 

casualties at the battle of the Somme.   

 

He wrote: I was 19 and very thrilled and excited at the prospect of seeing something of 'the real thing.' At that time the life 

expectancy of a 2nd Lieutenant in the trenches was two weeks because they were expected to be the first to go 

over the top in an attack. Letters home were read by censors before posting so the following extracts from letters 

posted to and kept by his mother are unique. Put yourselves in his shoes as he writes: 14.10.16. We are now out of 

the trenches and I have come through unwounded. I was only hit by bits of earth sent up by shells where they burst and by 

stones. Of course I can’t tell you a lot of things we did but the whole time I never felt a bit funky. When I was on duty in the 

daytime I used to watch the shells bursting on the Huns. It is lovely hearing the rush of our shells whispering through the a ir 

and then a huge mass of earth is shot into the air, and sandbags, trench boards and pots and then gradually come down. The 

Germans have big trench mortars which do a lot of damage to the trench and give shell shock easily. I was within ten yards of 

a big mine burst one day and it covered me with clods and dust and suffocated me with smoke and stuff. By the way, I have 

strong reasons to believe I either killed or wounded a German the other night. He was firing for several days from a certain 

place and I had him well marked with sandbag sights and a compass bearing then, when I waited for him to fire his evening 

hate, I let him fire several shots and had the rifle absolutely laid on him. Well he never fired again. The next day he never 

moved or was seen, so I have had a smash at the Huns at last. The rats are great, one sees a thing as big as a rabbit and we 

fire our revolvers at them and we blow them to bits. The things I don’t like are the rifle grenades, one can’t see them coming  

as one can a trench mortar and we had several casualties. The trench boots are big thick leather boots up to the knees with a 

tongue up to the top of them so that one can be in water up to the knees without getting wet. When I have been looking over  

the parapet, I have had the sandbags round me cut to pieces by bullets. Please send me some envelopes [the foreign sort], I 

can always get paper but envelopes are scarce. We have several black kittens in the trenches, lucky signs, one is in my tent 

sleeping beside me. 

 

In 1917 my father volunteered to join the R.F.C. In his memoirs he wrote: 

 

I should explain that I was seconded, that is lent, by the Army to the R.F.C. In 1917 officers seconded had to start their flying 

career as Observers so that the Service could benefit from their war experience. Those surviving 6 months active service with 

the R.F.C. were then released to train as pilots if they were still fit. After passing medical examinations and a short leave I did 

a course at the Royal School of Aeronautics at Reading during which we were issued with flying kit. It comprised of a leather 

helmet and mask, goggles, leather coat and gauntlet gloves and thigh length fleece lined rubber soled flying boots. All 

aeroplanes at that time had open cockpits hence the need for this type of clothing. We all rubbed castor oil into the leather to 

take the new look off. 

 

I was very thrilled when I was posted to No 20 Squadron in France. This was in November 1917. The Squadron was then 

based at St. Marie Cappel near Cassel behind the front where I had served in the infantry. It was equipped with the Bristol 

Fighter aeroplane, a splendid new two seater fighter with a Rolls Royce engine. Like all aircraft at that  time it was made of 

wood with metal fittings and undercarriage and wire bracing. Covering was of best Irish linen sewn on and tightened with 

dope. All aerodromes were grass fields. We lived in Nissen huts and had individual Flight Messes. We were most comfortable 

with linen sheets and pillow slips. The aeroplanes were housed in camouflaged canvas hangers beside the aerodrome and had 

to be man handled onto the airfield for flight. 

 

On 10th December 1917 my father wrote to my grandmother: Well I had my first trip over the lines, also my first flight, 

today. My machine was alone, we dived at a Hun, [the pilot using his gun] when the Hun split – and before we knew where 

we were we had three Huns of terrific colours on our tail. I fired a whole drum of ammunition into the nearest chap. All this 

time we were splitting and stunting and at last we got away when we did a vertical dive from 14,000 ft to 3,000ft at 300 

miles an hour. They didn’t follow probably thinking they had done us in. The whole flight did not take 2 minutes. I honestly 

enjoyed it immensely, it was topping. The wind was terrific in the big dive. We afterwards found that our tail had been shot 

about a bit and a few missed the petrol tank. I am looking forward to the next scrap. Owing to mist and the dive into the 

clouds, I couldn’t see if I had hit the Hun and downed him. I don’t think I have given away anything in telling you this. 

 

Then on 13th January 1918 my father wrote: Well I have just come down from a most successful time, in plain language 

we got a Hun [. ....]. We  saw a beautiful white fat Hun nosing around in the mist, so we dove on him, the pilot firing his gun, 

the Hun circled round to the left with smoke coming out of him, my gun got in a burst of a whole drum and presently we had 

the satisfaction  of seeing him crash to the ground on fire. We got Archied like anything  after this but the pilot split and 

zoomed  about so that we arrived back safely. You can’t imagine how bucked we were, so we looped and stunted out of sheer 

light heartedness. The scrap only lasted about three minutes. 
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March 30th: I’ve just returned from another little show. This time we got a lot of Archie in an oil tank and got covered with oil 

of the thickest blackest variety. Lovely ! We managed to make an aerodrome and they sent us a new tank and some A.M. to 

put in it. Luckily the engine did not seize. With the help of a tank fitter, we got the radiator repaired and eventually landed 

back at St Marie Cappel to find that we had been posted “missing”. I hastily wrote home to correct this. This was my 3rd 

mishap in three days. That night enemy bombers bombed us and added to the confusion. Dumps of ammunition could be 

seen being blown up  and flickering lights of star shells showed how near we were to the front. It was a startling sight to see  

men so much at the end of their tether. 

 

6th May 1918: Lately Cooke [the pilot] and I have been taking photos. I work the camera and take the photos and direct 

Cooke. He simply works the machine and keeps his eyes open. Lately we took a continuous series of overlapping photos of a 

stretch of country 30 miles in length, luckily with no breaks at all. We got congratulated  by the Wing Colonel and Brigadier on 

the remarkable series and managed to be mentioned in the Intelligence Summaries for it. The C.O. was bucked as it gives the 

Squadron a good name. I have done 130 hours over enemy lines now. 

 

On April 22nd my father was promoted to Lieutenant and on May 13th after six months with No. 20 Squadron as an 

observer the C.O agreed it was time for him to go for pilot training. At the end of August this started at Reading. 

We were billeted in the town. Lectures at the University, practicals on engines, rigging etc in Wantage. Wireless included 

learning Morse code up to receiving at 12 words a minute and transmitting at 18. Radio telephones were just being 

developed. 

 

Then, during the morning lecture on armaments on November 11th 1918, news suddenly came through that an 

Armistice was going to be declared  and sure enough at 11o’clock the sirens gave an all clear. That evening I was in 

Piccadilly with other chaps. It was raining when suddenly a great wave of cheering came to us and down the street in an open 

Landau with two horses King George and Queen Mary sitting there in the rain waving and cheering. Immediately behind the 

Landau came a taxi with an officer in  his Scottish uniform embracing two chorus girls in their frilly stage costumes getting 

soaked of course. It was free drinks for everyone in uniform. People bathed in fountains and generally made whoopee. 

 

The pilot’s course ended in December and my father moved to Collinstown Aerodrome near Dublin for flying 

training. At the end of April  he was posted to No 106 Squadron at Fermoy in County Cork (the Army and the RAF 

were trying to defeat the Irish Republican Army). In 1921 he was posted to No 39 Bomber Squadron at Grantham 

and promoted to Flight Lieutenant. During 1923-24 he was on a Farnborough air photography course. From1925 he 

spent eighteen months in Iraq and then for  three years was with No 14 Bomber Command in Jordan. In 1929 he 

was at the RAF Staff College. From 1930 to 1932 he was on an Air Staff Posting at the Air Ministry and was then 

promoted to Squadron Leader and took command of the Central Flying School at Wittering. In 1933 he moved as 

Commanding Officer to No 23 Squadron at Biggin Hill. 

 

My father's memoir then records that in August 1935 I was told I was being posted to the Indian Army Staff College at 

Quetta but there was a devastating earthquake  which wrote off much of the city and killed thousands. My posting was 

cancelled. Then one morning the Station Commander rushed across from the Wing HQ to my office in the hangar waving a 

signal from Fighter Command. 'You are to report to Chief of Air Staff by 0900 tomorrow, Jim.' The Secretary to the CAS 

received me and gave me the Times to read until the CAS was ready. When I was ushered in to his presence he said: 'Crowe, I 

want you to take a squadron of Demons to Malta for the air defence of the island. We don’t want the Italians to think we are 

sending a squadron and so we will have flights from three Demon units while their parent squadrons stay in the UK.' When 

Italy declared war on Abyssinia in 1935 the British government thought that as a result of its efforts in trying to stop the 

fighting, Italy might be bold enough to declare war on Britain. As Malta lies so close to Southern Italy it was thought  that it 

might be the first to be attacked and so it was given first priority for reinforcement, hence my orders from the CAS.  

 

After very short notice the personnel of a Demon Squadron comprising ten officers, sixteen NCOs and seventy six airmen 

sailed in HMT Neuralia from Southampton with detachments of the Royal Navy, Royal Marines, Royal Engineers and an Anti 

Aircraft Brigade. As the move was to be kept as secret as possible none of the personnel were officially supposed to be in any 

unit. The Demons for my unit, which was later given the title No 74 [Fighter] Squadron, were taken from three squadrons in 

the UK and packed for shipment at Sealand. SS Maihar conveying our aircraft anchored in Grand Harbour Valetta five days 

after Neuralia had docked and unloading started at once (photo page 12). The aircraft were towed 7 miles to Hal Far airfield 

on their own wheels with one re grease half way. The crated stores followed as soon as possible. Although the move was 

supposed to be secret I found cases on the wharf at Valetta consigned to O.C. 74 Squadron before we had even been given a 

number. An Italian tug with all the radio aerials imaginable was clearly reporting our movements to Rome. Three days after 

unloading from the ship, ten aircraft had been erected, trued up and flight tested and all twelve were operational after another 

couple of days. 
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Hal Far was a small Fleet Air Arm airfield used to land aircraft from the carriers 

when at Malta and when we arrived the Fleet was at Alexandria in Egypt for safety 

reasons. The surface at Hal Far was earth, stony in places and after rain could be 

unserviceable. Italian Savoia [sic] twin hulled flying boats passed near Hal Far  in 

their daily flights to North Africa and doubtless reported our activities. U shaped walls 

were built later to protect our Demons at dispersal points. We were always at 2 

hours notice for operations and this could be reduced to one hour or 15 minutes 

according to the radar reports received. 

 

In case Hal Far was put out of action by bombing, we had work done on the Marsa 

Polo grounds (right) to make the area 

fit for landings. For night flying the old 

line of paraffin flares was obviously 

unsuitable so I borrowed a 10 inch 

signalling searchlight from the navy and 

produced the necessary power from a 

generator on a six wheeler. I screened 

the beam and was able to cut down the period of illumination of the field to a 

minimum. If a Demon was shot down or unable to reach land it would have to 

ditch in the sea. To allow for this, inflatable dinghies were fitted to the top of the 

planes. When the aircraft ditched they inflated automatically and were buoyant 

enough to hold the submerged machine for subsequent salvage, we hoped. For 

training, we did live firing at a target towed by an RAF tug and at sea markers, at 

fog buoys towed  by a destroyer and live bombing on Filfola – an uninhabited 

island.  

 

 

Early in March 1936 there were signs of the emergency easing up and in May the Italians declared peace. I was promoted 

Wing Commander in July and posted to the Directorate of War Organisation at the Air Ministry where preparations for the 

2nd World War were proceeding apace.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

74 Squadron Demons in formation over Malta 

 

 

There was of course much more that Michael told us at Stratford. It is a fascinating archive of his 

father's that he has both in the written word, in photographs and in artefacts. Hopefully all that he 

has will be collated, edited and published at some time in the near future. In the meantime we again 

extend our thanks to Michael and his wife Audrey for joining us at Stratford and thank him for a 

unique insight into the early career of Air Commodore H. G. 'Jim' Crowe. 
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RAF Centenary Flight of the Navigator – Celebrating the First 100 Years of the RAF 
 

Circumnavigation of the earth in any aircraft is a difficult feat.  The 

vast distances, extremes of climate and terrain are compounded by 

sparsely populated regions where airfields and fuel are either non 

existent or in short supply.  However, completing this exploit solo in an 

aircraft built in a garden shed, weighs less than half a family car and 

is designed to break the British and World Speed Records takes these 

challenges to a whole new level! ex-Tiger Group Captain Mark 

(Manners) Manwaring (right) is planning to do just that by completing 
the RAF Centenary Flight of the Navigator in 2018 to both mark the 

100th Anniversary of the formation of the RAF and raise significant 

funds for the RAF Benevolent Fund.   
 

Work commenced on building the aircraft - a Van’s RV-7 - in February 

2014 (writes Manners).  During the build the aircraft will be ‘missionised’ 

for the most challenging elements of the circumnavigation which require 

it to carry over 460 litres of fuel (usually just 158 litres), advanced 

navigation and communication systems and survival equipment.  The 

chosen altitude for the attempt is in the 8,000-10,000 feet band which will 

maximise the true airspeed of the aircraft with a cruise 

target in the region of 170-175 knots (205 mph) and to 

allow for weather and terrain avoidance, oxygen will also be 

fitted. The plan is for the aircraft to be test flown in its 2-

seat configuration from RAF Halton in mid-2017.  On 

successful completion of test flying it will be returned to the 

workshop and re-configured for long-range flight testing in 

the Spring of 2018.  Additional fuel tanks will replace the 

right hand seat and footwell: these will be removable after 

the event to restore the aircraft’s 2-seat capability. 

 

The kit for the Vans RV-7 with completed aircraft. 

Photo courtesy of Vans Aircraft Inc.  



14 

 

Like a sailing circumnavigation record, an aviation record is set by timing the event from the point of departure and 

is measured in days, hours and minutes.  However, unlike a sailing record where the vessel is moving almost 

continuously from start to finish, a flying record involves relatively lengthy stops for refuelling, technical support and 

crucially, sleeping! Each stop adds to the overall time, so minimising the number of stops is essential for setting a 

record – not just speed alone.  Although the ability to fly for 14 hours to cover the 2,300 nautical miles between 

Hawaii and the West Coast of the US is critical for the East Pacific route, utilising this extreme range and endurance 

capability on other legs will enable a single flight in one day (and night) that would otherwise take up to 3 flights and 

3 days.  In addition, the capability to fly longer legs makes for a more direct and efficient ‘Great Circle’ routing which 

has the potential to save thousands of miles flown whilst still satisfying the requirements of a formal 

circumnavigation.   

The dream of breaking the World Record has been brought closer by the confirmation of technical and equipment 

support from Garmin.  The installation of their latest lightweight avionics into the RV-7 will produce an aircraft that 

is at the cutting edge of long range navigation capability.  The ‘design-freeze’ for the selection of equipment is likely 

to occur in late 2016 which will allow for utilisation of the very latest Garmin products as they are developed.  Initial 

analysis by the Flight of the Navigator team and Garmin has provisionally selected a ‘glass cockpit’ comprising 2 large 

screen displays, certified Nav/GPS/Com, fully integrated auto-pilot and satellite communication.  This communication 

capability is exciting the RAFBF PR team who are looking at the potential for live TV links throughout the event; it 

will also provide the possibility of a telemetry feed of engine performance for the team’s engineer and 

position/height/speed and camera feeds for public ‘flight following’ on the internet.  Despite all of this technology, as 

a former boss of 55 Squadron, responsible for the training of the RAF’s navigators, I plan to use traditional navigation 

methods in parallel to this technology! 

For this complex project, I have sought the engineering assistance of Light Aircraft Association build inspector Will 

Butler.  It is his job to carefully inspect each of the 18 build phases to ensure compliance with the plans and quality of 

construction – anything that fails to meet the exacting standards will be consigned to the 

scrapheap.  Thankfully, although time is precious, aluminium is relatively cheap!  Overseeing 

preparations for the record attempt is Steve Noujaim (right as a Tiger ), a former RAF pilot 

with whom I flew on 74  at RAF Wattisham.  Now a Virgin Airbus pilot, Nouj brings the recent 

experiences of both building his own RV-7 and completing a record-breaking ‘Cape Challenge’ 

in 2010 and will be key to the project.      

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Your Part in the Team.  Manners and the team invite you to join this amazing endeavour as a charitable 

sponsor.  100% of charitable sponsorship will go to the RAF Benevolent Fund, who since their foundation in 1919 

have been there for all serving and former members of the RAF, as well as their partners and dependent 

children.  With five years of the project still to run, an early donation (to a minimum amount) will gain long-

running benefits which will include a monthly photographic e-mail update on the aircraft build and planning 

progress, your name on the aircraft, a limited edition first-day cover which will be flown in the aircraft, entry 

to a members' area at a pre-event airshow to meet the rest of the team and view the aircraft, a daily update 

during the event.... and much more!  To sign-up for this opportunity and for more details of the major 

fundraising event of the RAF Centenary, visit the website at www.rafcentenaryflightofthenavigator.org.uk  

and follow the team on Facebook and Twitter. 

http://www.rafcentenaryflightofthenavigator.org.uk/
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Manners and The Royal International Air Tattoo 2014 
 

Since leaving the Tigers after the F-4 disbandment in 1992, Manners has enjoyed a varied and challenging 

career.  Flying posts have included Lancaster and Dakota Navigator on the Battle of Britain Memorial Flight, 

operational and instructional tours on the Tornado F.3, command of 55 Squadron which was then equipped with 

nine Dominies (which were four years older than the Phantom) and 100 students a year (who were significantly 

younger!).  Thankfully for Manners, the majority of his enforced time out of the cockpit has been in flying-

related jobs which have included the Inspectorate of Flight Safety, Air Warfare Centre and Air Manning as 

the Desk Officer for 380 Aircrew Wing Commanders.  He found the latter slightly more stressful than his one-

year operational tour on the ground in Afghanistan as Chief of Staff Taliban Reintegration!  Manners is a 

Central Flying School A2 Qualified Tactics Instructor and has been awarded the Queen’s Commendation and 

NATO Meritorious Service Medal.  His current role sees him working for the Assistant Chief of Air Staff as 

the Release to Service Authority with responsibility for 52 current and future air platforms. He is particularly 

looking forward to bringing the new F-35 Lightning 2 into service.   

 

Now he can add one further achievement to his CV in 

advance of his 2018 Flight of the Navigator Project.  

The 2014 Royal International Air Tattoo for the first 

time saw an additional day of public display flying on 

the Friday. Totalling twenty hours of exhilarating 

flying during the three day event over 100,000 

members of the public were treated to an 

international aviation spectacular.  This year, the 

commentary team was joined by Manners (centre left) 

to provide the 'military context’.  He is no stranger to 

RIAT, having displayed in previous years at RIAT in a 

Phantom FGR2 (below with pilot Archie Liggat in 1992)  

and as the BBMF Lancaster navigator. More recently 

he has been a  member of the RIAT Flying Control 

Committee.   

'Being in the commentary box this 

year was a great challenge,' says 

Manners. 'Nothing was scripted, 

which made for heightened 

concentration levels for the best 

part of the three days.  My role 

was to provide the viewpoint from 

the cockpit and explain to the 

public the complexities of the 

manoeuvres being performed.  The 

other commentators had an 

encyclopaedic knowledge of the 

aircraft performing but relied 

upon me to provide the technical 

and operators’ perspective.' 

 

RIAT is only possible through the 

participation of the RAF and 

civilian volunteers who give up 

their time in diverse roles from 

aircraft marshalling to communications.  From the Association's  ranks Es George volunteers every year. If any 

other members would be interested in getting involved on a voluntary basis for 2015 have a look at the RIAT 

website and look for the Team/Volunteers page. 
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Bobby Laumans 

 
Amongst the Tigers we have recently said farewell to is Belgian Bobby Laumans. We published a short obituary 

in the last Tiger News. Mehdi Schneyders got to know Bobby well in the five years before his death and he 

gathered a lot of information about Bobby's career  in the process. We have featured his time as a Tiger in 

1941 in previous editions of Tiger News but haven't previously been able to publish the wider story. Now thanks 

to Mehdi and to Yves Van den Brouck we can. Bobby was talking to Yves and Mehdi corrected the translation 

into English and added explanatory notes. Mehdi also made this drawing of Bobby. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I entered the Cavalry School and 6 months later, I was a Sergeant and everything went quite fast. Then I met an 

aviator who came every day to eat at the N.C.O.’s Mess. He was a Warrant Officer, he was much older than  me. 

He was 45 and I was hardly 18. He said to me: What the hell are you doing here ? He called me manneke (little man, 

guy or kid in Brussels dialect) as he was from Brussels. He added: You should go to the Aéronautique Militaire Belge 

(Belgian Air Force ), that’s much better! So he convinced me in a few days and one night I told my father that the day 

after I would ask to be transferred. Two months later I was ordered to go to Wevelgem on September 1st 1939, on 

the very day when England and France declared war to Germany. I got to Wevelgem and as I already was an N.C.O. 

I was automatically appointed as Promotion Leader since I had already led platoons. Everything went quite well. In 

the flying school we were training on Avro 504s which had been designed at the end of WWI. 

 

Hitler and his gang decided to invade Belgium on May 1st 1940. Normally, the flying instructors were to evacuate the 

planes  but on this day there was an extra airplane but no pilot for it, so the School Commander ordered me to fly 

this plane to Tours in France. We had to land there and wait for orders but at the end we stayed there one day and 

a half. The orders then were to fly to the north to Caen in Normandy as it was the place where decisions were to 

be taken.  So I flew to Carpiquet airfield where all the aircraft were dismantled and stored in containers because, 

probably in accordance with the French, it had been decided that flying training for future Belgian pilots would be 

transferred to Morocco. The planes lacked enough range to fly there, so the trainees and their instructors went by 

rail to Marseille where they boarded a ship to cross the Mediterranean and, finally, we got to Oujda in Morocco. We 

waited there till the French said the war’s over [for us]. The idea  was to send the Belgians back to Belgium to be 

demobilised but we thought, if we go back to Belgium, we’ll be sent straight to Germany so we took a train to 
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Casablanca and there, we met the Belgian Consul. We also met the captain of a British ship whose mission was to 

ferry British people back to Britain and we asked the captain permission to get on board without any passport or 

money. He agreed and said he’d ask his crew not to see nor hear us. He’d allow us on the bridge when in 

international waters. On August 5th 1940 we arrived in England and enlisted as volunteers for the R.A.F. (He is 

pictured below as a 'pupil pilot.') 

 

I got my R.A.F. pilot wings in the Spring of 1941. In June 

I was qualified as a fighter pilot and I went to 74 

Squadron. Then I was transferred  to 350 Squadron. In 

my log book I have been credited with 49 sorties 

(which doesn’t mean 49 fights but 49 take- offs) to 

search for the enemy. Sometimes we met none, 

sometimes we did and we fought with some with no 

results. On May 23rd 1942 there was a terrible fight 

over Northern France, near St Omer, and my wingman 

who was a man from Antwerp, and a very good friend 

of mine, Louis Peters, was shot down. I saw his plane 

going down but didn’t see any parachute. On this day I 

shot down a Focke Wulf 190. I went back to base with 

only a few drops of fuel left. I couldn’t get back to my 

airfield but had to land on the first airfield near the coast to refuel. This was one of the drawbacks of the Spitfire, it 

could only fly for 90 minutes then the engine stopped. This period was quite short as you had first to fly across the 

Channel, find the enemy, fight and come back. 

 

On June 2, we took off for a sweep. As we were top cover, that is to say behind, we were the first to be attacked 

and the bombers were already on their way back to Blankenberge and home. 350 Squadron was attacked by over 20 

Focke–Wulfs. I had a good friend, Georges Livyns, and in the same way as on the 23rd I had seen Louis Peeters being 

shot down, I also saw Georges Livyns shot down, no parachute, his plane diving into the sea. He and his plane are 

still at the bottom of the North Sea. (In the Air Force Museum in Brussels there’s a tombstone with the 

words  missing in action at sea  but there’s no coffin in the grave.) I can still see the Focke-Wulf shooting down my 

friend. I was behind the German plane and higher, though my plane was slower on level flight. If you are higher you 

can dive at full speed and your speed increases. So I could get closer to the Focke–Wulf but it was already turning 

back to Belgium, to Wevelgem, apparently. I came quite close and I fired a burst and it disappeared. I believed I hit 

the Focke–Wulf but I didn’t see it fall down and I saw no parachute, so I can’t claim a victory. But I was now faced 

with 3 FWs above me and I thought Bobby, check your fuel level: you still have to fly across the sea. We’d been flying for 

over an hour. The 3 Focke–Wulfs attacked me without hitting me. I shot at them, there were several small fights, 

and between each of them I applied full speed and I finally got over the sea. The fight had begun at 25,000 feet but 

every time I wanted to fly closer to a FW I had to dive. Finally we were halfway between Blankenberge and Dover 

but the 3 Focke–Wulfs were still there and I thought they won’t let me go unscathed. They want to get me down before I 

reach the coast as they might meet other Spitfires. 

 

At the end, while I was aiming at a Focke–Wulf in front of me I suddenly felt the plane shuddering. I had been hit. 

Fortunately, we had an armoured plate behind our back that could stop machine gun bullets but not 20mm rounds. 

On the Spitfire  you had two 20mm guns and there were four on the FW. I could hear and feel the bullets crashing 

on the plate and I made myself as small as possible. After a few seconds a 20mm round pierced through the side into 

my fuel tank and exploded and my aircraft became a 

burning wreck. So I bailed out but I was quite low (under 

900 feet). I unlocked my harness, flew on my back to eject 

from the plane. I opened my parachute and finally fell into 

the sea. Fortunately, I had a small dinghy that I could 

inflate. I spent 63 hours in it at sea, 3 days and 2 nights, 

moving up and down with the waves. A dinghy is smaller 

than a child’s inflatable boat. It’s smaller than a table and 

you can’t lie in it, just sit down, with your legs extended. 

(Bobby was a good caricaturist and illustrator and he 

produced this picture of a downed Allied airman in the 

Channel). I was picked up by a small boat of the 

Kriegsmarine, so I became a prisoner. At first, I was taken 
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to Nieuport where I was interrogated but the Navy officer said to me you are a prisoner of the Luftwaffe, you don’t 

interest me. I was sent to Frankfurt where there was an interrogation camp. I expected to be treated roughly there, 

but the German officer who questioned me never yelled at me, never touched me but he already knew that I 

belonged to 350 Squadron. He said you are a Belgian and I replied  not at all, I’m British, look at me, I’m wearing a British 

uniform. He said yes, you have a British uniform because you’re in the R.A.F., but you come from 350 Squadron. You’re a 

Spitfire pilot and we know it quite well. So I replied I’m not authorised to tell you which squadron I belong to nor which plane 

I fought in. All I can tell you is my name and my number, according to the Geneva Convention, and Germany signed it.  

 

Two days later, he said to me you still refuse to admit it, but I do know that Laumans is a Flying Officer (we know your 

rank) on 350, the Belgian squadron. We also know that the Belgian squadron doesn’t have the most up–to–date aircraft so 

you do not know military secrets. You’ll be sent to Stalag Luft III in Silesia where you’ll meet your friend Louis Peters. When I 

heard that I was to meet my friend, who I thought had been killed on May 23rd it took me half a second to 

utter What ? He’s alive ? And he said Mr Laumans, so you admit you belong to 350, as was Louis Peters. So I said O.K., you 

win. 

 

You have heard about the Great Escape.  It took place in Stalag Luft III and I played a part in it. There was what was 

called the  X Committee, with people who had already escaped and so had some useful experience in this field. They 

were commanded by a British Major, a Squadron Leader Roger Bushell, a South African, who before the war was a 

barrister and he had already escaped seven times. He was among the 50 victims of the Great Escape. We worked for 

10 months to dig a 100 metres long tunnel, 10 metres below the ground level, with rails and small wagons. I suppose 

you’ve seen the film. At the end you can see Steve McQueen riding a motorbike but that was Hollywood. The reality 

was quite different. But the first half of the film - the preparation of the escape - is 99% accurate. I never got to dig, 

because it was done by specialists, a very small number of them, but there were many other things to do. The X 

Committee  had the idea to try to evacuate, if everything went well, 200 prisoners, between dusk and daybreak. 

We’d have time enough to send these people through the 100 metres long tunnel with a bag or a small suitcase.  

 

'Silence' was the motto for the 600 prisoners who worked on it, removing the sand, drawing the maps, plus 

handmaking 200 civilian suits from uniforms that had to be modified, with no metal buttons, etc. All this took 10 

months. As there were more than 200 volunteers to escape we drew lots although a small group of some 20 lads 

were guaranteed to go as they had worked quite a lot for this endeavour. In my barrack room on the night of the 

23rd to 24th of March 1944, when the Great Escape took place, there were 4 Belgians ( Louis Peters, myself, De 

Wever and Picard ).I drew a bad number. I’d been working for 10 months, I wanted to escape and I couldn't even 

try. So although I took a part in the Great Escape I didn’t escape!  

 

In spite of the Geneva Convention 50 officers were murdered by the Gestapo without being judged. The Russians 

were now only some 20 kilometres away and we could hear the guns and the machine guns. One evening around 10 

p.m. the Germans came in big numbers, the guards armed with machine guns and shouted Ausgehen, ausgehen ! You 

have only 2 hours to pick up your belongings before we leave the camp for another camp . We were in winter. In Silesia in 

winter, temperatures are below 20°C and snow is over 60 centimetres thick. We were not to be evacuated via the 

highways, of course, as they had to be kept free for the Army. So everyone took his belongings. In every room, 

people said take your warmest clothes, several pullovers, your uniform and overcoat, socks, etc. The Germans gave each of 

us a Red Cross parcel when we left the camp because they wouldn’t give us anything to eat or drink for eight days. 

We walked along small roads or paths through the countryside, there was thick snow everywhere.  We were 

underfed, in spite of the Red Cross parcel, but we went on walking, in the Army style - 50 minutes walking, then a 

10 minutes stop to have some rest. We walked some 200 kilometres to get to a rather important town that was 

called…. I forgot it… Spremberg I believe. We had already stopped in Musko … it wasn’t Moscow… but it was 

spelled M – U – S – K – O where we stayed for 3 days. We were lucky as there was a very big estate that belonged 

to a German count ( I suppose he was a Nazi because if he wanted to keep his money he had to join the Nazi party) 

and we were kept in the horses' stables. The count had run away but his servants were still there, the horses in the 

stables had fresh straw and the stables were heated (the horses were better cared for than the men, you know). 

 

Then thaw set in. It was still cold but when we left Musko the snow had melted and we walked another 2 days. 

We’d walked over 200 kilometres in very difficult conditions. Some people fell along the road but unlike the Jews 

who were shot when they fell, here there were two or three horse carts from various farms and the people who 

were ill could be taken onto the carts. We were put on a train where we were packed into cattle wagons, like the 

Jews, but we were lucky to go west, but the doors were closed. It took us 3 days and 3 nights, because we mainly 

moved at night: in the day, we moved to railway sidings because the Americans and the Royal Air Force attacked the 

trains. The Germans had allowed us to use some chalk to write P.O.W. on the wagon roofs, with big white letters 
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on the train. Then we got along side lines because the main traffic used main lines that had to remain open. So it 

took us 3 days to get to Bremen. When we noticed that, we thought we’ve crossed the Elbe and the Oder, and we are 

really at home in the Allied area, but the war wasn’t over yet so we were sent to an old, closed down camp where 

British sailors had been detained. The camp was so old that the sailors had been evacuated. It was in a very bad 

condition but they didn’t find another camp for us, so we had to stay there for several months until April. 

Fortunately they went on giving us Red Cross parcels. In this camp, we hadn’t the same comfort as in Stalag Luft III, 

we were much more than 10 in the rooms though not in the same horrible situation as the unfortunate Jews but it 

was most uncomfortable. But we had something to eat and in April the Allies had crossed the Rhine and they were 

not far away. The Germans decided to transfer us once again.  

 

But things had changed: in 1945 we had an early Spring with beautiful, hot weather. The trees were covered with 

flowers, there were vegetables in the fields. When we left the camp we received 3 parcels (cigarettes, chocolate, 

etc). While walking we could stop in farms and for 2 cigarettes we got 6 eggs from the farmers. We also had soap in 

the parcels. For years the Germans washed themselves with some ersatz while we had real soap from America and 

we could even exchange some soap for a chicken for example. This march wasn’t difficult because our S.B.O. was no 

longer von Lindeiner because after the Great Escape affair, he was arrested and judged but he was fortunate enough 

not to be executed. He didn’t even go to jail because of his old age but he became ill and finally he was sent to 

hospital. After the war he was taken to England to be interrogated there. 

 

Our own S.B.O. was a Colonel who summoned the German Major (who had replaced von Lindeiner) when he 

wanted to tell him something When it was decided to move along our Colonel said: we have already marched and it 

was quite exhausting. You Germans want us to walk at least 20 kilometres in a day. Here, we’ll follow you as we are forced to, 

but we’ll walk 5 to 7 kilometres at the maximum and then we’ll stop  and the German officer said  Jawohl! That’s what 

happened. We walked 5 to 7 kilometres until we found farms with big barns. In the evening we prepared some 

picnics, we bought eggs with our cigarettes and finally everything was O.K. We were heading for Lübeck but never 

reached it because we learnt there was a cholera epidemic so our S.B.O. said we stop before we get to Lübeck 

otherwise all the poor prisoners will be infected and we don’t want to die of cholera. The German agreed. We discovered a 

big business estate, with big sheds, which we made more comfortable with straw, so we stopped there some 15 

kilometres away from Lübeck for 8 days at the end of April.  

 

We knew we’d be freed, not by the Americans, but by the British in this northwestern part of Germany. It was 

Montgomery’s 8th Army made up of British and Canadian soldiers who had liberated Holland. And on the 3rd May a 

British recce team came in a gun carrier - a lieutenant, a sergeant and their driver. The Germans were still there but 

they were quite silent. They just asked us not to try to escape to try to join the Allies, as we might be killed. We 

agreed with them, as it was only a matter of days. 

 

One prisoner had borrowed a bicycle and he was stopped by the three British soldiers in the gun carrier. Don’t shoot, 

I’m British he shouted. The officer in the carrier said you’re a prisoner, aren’t you ? Yes, I am he replied, and there are 

several thousands like me a few kilometres from here . The British officer asked to be led to the Commanding Officer. 

So we could see the cyclist leading the carrier to us. That’s how we were freed and immediately, our German guards 

threw their rifles on the ground and shouted  Kamerad, kamerad, you’re no longer prisoners, You’re free ! 

 

Far left - Bobby with Mehdi 

Schneyders. 

 

Left - Bobby at Beauvechain Air 

Base January 2012. 
 

 
There is much more to tell about 

Bobby's career, not least his time 

in Stalag Luft III and his 

involvement in the Great Escape 

which we will do in a future Tiger 

News, as well as feature some more 

of his artwork. 
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Frederick John Hunt 

 
Catherine Jones has been in 

touch to say that she had seen a 

photograph of her grandfather 

(above) on our website. (In our 

archive we have another photo 

of him too, shown right). She was 

able to add a little more 

information about him and send 

some copies of letters he wrote 

home in 1918, which was really 

interesting because we know very little about him - which is true of so many of our World War One Tigers.  

 
Catherine writes: He was known as Jack (full name Frederick John). My mother 

tells me that he may have also been called Mike as most people with the 

surname Hunt frequently were!  Certainly his brother, my great uncle, was 

often called Mike, even by my great aunt! On the squadron he was great friends 

with Taffy Jones and Ginger Kiddie – Ginger remained lifelong friends with my 

grandmother and the rest of my family after he went back to South Africa.  

 

My grandfather became Lord Portsmouth’s land agent and lived in Farleigh 

Wallop in Hampshire.  His first wife, Frances, died in 1933. In 1934, he married 

my grandmother, Hilda Maud Price Bond and they had two daughters, my 

mother Rosemary being the first born in 1935.  He died on 17 March 1953 (or 

maybe '54) of lung cancer at which time he was living in Basingstoke, so I never 

knew him.  He is buried in the churchyard in Farleigh Wallop. 

 

Ginger Kiddie (left) seen here with Sidney Carlin (see the letter dated 

7th November 1918) remained a lifelong friend of the Hunts after the 

war. 

 

 

The following letters were written in November 1918. 

 
74 Squadron,        

RAF,  

BEF,  

France.  

 

7th November 1918. 

 

My dear mum and dad.  

 

I have great news for you. I have been awarded this morning the Distinguished Flying Cross. The official paper says I 
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have been awarded it for destroying in six active service weeks 7 enemy machines and 2 balloons and for steady and 

conscientious work. Will you ask Stan to get me 2 feet of DFC ribbon and send it to me by return.  

 

The weather now is dud and so we are not doing much flying.  

 

We have just had a wire to say the German delegates have come over so I suppose it's nearly finished now.  

 

Did you see Carlin's photo in Monday's Daily Mirror. [Sid Carlin was a fellow 74 Squadron pilot.]  

 
Well, as I have two or three letter to write I will close thanking [you] for [your] letter of yesterday and chocs and 

paper.  

 

Fondest love, 

 

Jack.  

 

P.S. Six weeks means time from when I got my first Hun till the 9th Hun, excluding leave. 

 

* 
 

74 Squadron,      

RAF,  

BEF,  

France.  

 

10th November 1918. 

 

My Dear Mum and Dad and Stan.  

 

I am still OK and by the time you get this you will know I am now Lt F J Hunt.  

 

We are now at Cuerne (near Courtrai) but expect to go (if the Armistice is not signed)[to] nr. Tournai in about 3 

days time' so if I write and tell you we're moving you'll know where we are gone to. [ ].  

 

The Huns are retreating on the whole of this front so I suppose we shall soon have peace now. We had a wire from 

GHQ that Foch had given their people till 12 noon to sign and if they didn't the next lot would be stiffer still.  

 

I went to Bruges the other day and it is a very fine place indeed. Not knocked about at all and it is the finest town I 

have been in out here. I saw the tomb stones of Charles the Bold, King of France, and his daughter Margaret of 

Burgundy.  

 

I also saw the building where the Belgian government are at present.  

 

The shops are more up to date than most towns and you can still get good meals etc. The Huns' GHQ was there till 

3 weeks ago and they treated the civilians quite well except they took away 500 men when they went.  

 

I also saw the places where their warships and U boats were repaired as they came down the canal from Zeebrugge.  

 

I have been on two patrols today but saw no Huns. This afternoon two of my valves blew but I managed to glide 

from 18,000 feet to the aerodrome. I have never flown on such a cold day as today. At 10,000 feet I was frozen but 

at 18,000 feet - well I had no feeling!  

 

Well, must close. Fondest love.  

 

Jack. 

* 
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74 Squadron,           

RAF,  

BEF.  

France.  

 

 

12th November 1918. 

 

My Dear Mum and Dad.  

 

Well the armistice is signed and I believe the war is all over at last. We still do our patrols as it is as it is the work of  

the RAF to keep in touch and see that he gets on with moving [?] OK. Of course we shall be following him up 

shortly so we shall see a little of the best part of Belgium. 

 

I received Dad's letter today but now the post is very irregular. 

 

We had great celebrations about the Armistice because we got it on the wireless the night before that the Huns had 

come over to sign.  Most RAF squadron[s] got it so of course we started. All civilians and other troops tumbled to it 

and there was a [?].  We had a bonfire and fired 'Very' lights till about 2am. 

 

I had a forced landing yesterday, only got back this morning, in the part that the Huns evacuated a day ago and the 

civilians shook hands and made no end of fuss because I was the first British airman they had seen. The girls hung 

round my neck and kissed me, in fact I couldn't get rid of them. They wanted souvenirs etc. Children were all over 

the machine and rather put the wind up me as I thought one boy was going to put his foot through my plane. 

 

An old gentleman gave me a bed last night and when I offered to pay him this morning he got quite angry and said we 

had delivered them' or something to that effect' in French. When I went up I did a little stunting for them and they 

waved flags etc. 

 

Will you get me a rubber hot water bottle with cover and send me out [sic] as it is fearfully cold in these camp beds 

now. 

 

You seem to have enjoyed yourselves and celebrated in England. We could nearly cry with joy when we read it in 

the papers today. I would have given anything to have been there, it must have been great.  

 

Well, I will close now. 

 

With fondest love, 

 

Jack 

 

* 
 

74 Squadron,    

RAF,  

BEF.  

France.  

 
21st November 1918. 

 

 
My Dear Stan, 

 

Thanks awfully for your letter received the day before yesterday. Life out here now is very boring as there is 

practically nothing to do although it is very interesting being in the country where the Huns have been for 41/2 years.  
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The people where we are now all speak French altho' 30 miles back they all spoke Flemish and it was awfully hard to 

make ourselves understood at all.  

 

The people here cannot do enough for us, washing etc and offering us coffee etc. I must say, altho' we've only been 

at this aerodrome 4 days I know twice the French that I knew already.  

 

The only part I don't like about this part of Belgium is that it's right in the valley of a big river and we have been living 

for 4 days in one of those horrible London fogs, unable to see about two yards in front of us.  

 

I am billeted with some awfully nice people and very clean (which is a change for Belgium). The husband has been a 

prisoner in Brussels for 2 years for failing to register his horse. He told my chum and myself that when the armistice 

was signed the Huns' soldiers in Brussels tore the clothes off their officers and shot some. They also sang [?] long 

live England, France and Belgium.  

 

There is a large town about 3 miles from us and the Huns made Union Jacks ,Tricolour flags and Belgian flags and 

sold [them] to the civilians cheaply before they evacuated the town.  

 

At the village where we are the Huns committed deliberate destruction. They blew up the sewage, electrical and gas 

stations and also the water power station. 

 

They not only blew up the railway track but absolutely blew up every brick of the station. 

 

There was a large Chateau near the aerodrome which the Huns took down to build the hangars. [ ]. You should see 

the way he has laid out and built the aerodrome and compare it with ours. Ours are not in the same street.  

 

Well I've written to Mum and Dad but as I felt so crook an hour or two ago I did not write much news so you might 

send this on. 

 

Well cheerio old chap and I hope to see you soon. 

 

Much love 

 

Jack 

 

I wish there was a little air fighting for something to do. 

 

My address now, old chap, has the DFC after my name and its hard luck on me after I  [indecipherable]....... 

 

 

 

 

74 Squadron after 

Armistice Day, Nov 1918 

at Halluin. 'Jack' Hunt 

will be there somewhere 

but as there is no key to 

the photograph it's 

impossible to say with 

certainty which is he. 
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Willi and Adolf. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When 74's John Howe was Station Commander at RAF Gutersloh later in his career (1973-1975) one of the 

station's characters was to be found in the Officers' Mess. His name was Willi, an absolutely pro-Nazi barman 

(or at least he pretended to be) who on Hitler's birthday each year would put on a barrel to celebrate and place 

a bust of the man on a table in the corner. He obviously had a sense of humour! I recount this in John's 
autobiography Upward and Onward (writes Bob). When I was on a visit to Stafford and the RAF Museum 

Reserve Collection with Chairman Dick Northcote just prior to  our moving the squadron memorabilia to 

Wattisham, curator Ian Alder pointed this bust out, having read the book. It had come to Stafford from RAF 

Gutersloh when the station ceased to be RAF. It's almost certainly Willi's bust of Hitler.  


