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This is very much a bitter - sweet edition of Tiger News as it includes photos and news of the 

recent happy reunion at Stratford but also news of the loss of so many Tigers since the last 

issue, Tigers who served during World War Two days, th e Meteor days, the Hunter days, t he 

Lightning days and a Tiger from the Phantom era. Fine Tigers every one of them, sadly missed.  

 

2017 marks the 100th Anniversary of No 74  Squadron. As our numbers dwindle this may be the 

last opportunity for a full scale gathering of Tigers and so our Chairman Dick Northcote has 

written to all our members.  

 

Tigers,  

 

On  1st of July  1917 No 74 Squadron was forme d. 

 In 2017 we have a one -tim e only opportunity to 

celebrate the 100th anniversary of the formation 

of our squadron and the achievements of the men 

and women who made the 'Tigers' one of the most 

famous of Royal Air Force squadrons.   

 

The Squadron Association will be celebrating at a  

100th Anniversary Dinner at the Falcon Hotel in Stratford Upon Avon on 4th  

March 2017 .  We will make this an occasion to remember and it will be made all 

the better if we can welcome as many of you as possible on the night.  

 

Bob, our secretary, will issu e full details in the coming months but in the 

meantime please mark the date in your diaries and spread the word among all ex 

Tiger members. Look forward to seeing you all there.  

 

Dick Northcote  

Chairman 
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For No Reason........  

..... other than the fact tha t we don't often have the chance to include a colour photograph of the 

squadron's Meteors. This was taken at Brustem in Belgium, date unknown. Nice picture!  

 

Farewells  

 

Ted Mansfield   

 
This is Ted's son Brian Mansfield's  tribute to  his father  who 

died in November last year , with special reference to his   RAF 

career. Ted, as you will see, was a n exceptionally  brave man 

and a Tiger through and through.  

 

Edward J Mansfield  was born in Staines, Middlesex on 25th 

March 1921, the eldest of three children.  His f ather had 

joined the Royal Flying Corps so Ted grew up on various RAF 

Stations in Norfolk, Hertfordshire and Hampshire until his 

father got a posting to Egypt for three years and Ted, his 

mother, brother and sister sailed out to join him.  On their 

return to England Ted's father was posted to Worth Down 

near Winchester.  Ted became friendly with a local shepherd 

who taught him to send the dogs out to round up the sheep and 

how to skin and gut a rabbit, a good dinner in those days.  

At 14½ Ted left school and  worked at Sloane Gate Mansions in Belgravia as a page boy, sweeping stairs, 

polishing brass, carrying shopping in and anything else that needed doing.  After a year Ted became fed up with 

this and took a job as a barrow boy at Peter Jones Department Store  in Sloane Square, where his job was to 

take customer's purchases to the basement for delivery.  This was a much better job and Ted started to make 

friends.  
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At 16½ Ted's father said he should join th e RAF as a boy entrant armourer.  Ted really wanted to be a 

photographer but his father said 'ARMOURER' and that was that!  So, in October 1937 Ted joined the RAF, 

did a yearõs training as an armourer and was posted to RAF Feltwell in Norfolk.  After the outbreak of war he 

was posted to a Wellington bomber squadr on at Bassingbourne where he cleaned and inspected the guns and 

turrets and flew on post maintenance test flights.  

Ted was a survivor of the sinking of HMT Lancastria  by German bombers on 17th June 1940 which was 

reported as the biggest sea disaster of the  war.  He was also an active member of the Lancastria Association 
and marched proudly to the Cenotaph with fellow Lancastria  survivors on Armistice Day.  

The following excerpts from Ted's memoirs emphasise what a brave man he was:  

In January 1940, I was 19 years old and volunteered to join the British Expeditionary Force and was 
posted to Chalons-Sur-Marne in France, later being posted to H.Q. BEF east of Paris. 

The German advance in the spring of 1940 pushed the BEF towards the coast, Ted's unit was  too far  south to 

make it back to Dunkirk so they headed for St. Nazaire where ships were waiting to evacuate them.   

On the 16th June 1940 we moved down to the docks at St. Nazaire and slept on the ground under 
the eaves of a warehouse.  All night the ack-ack guns were firing and shrapnel was raining down on 
the warehouse roof. 

On the 17th June 1940 the evacuation from St. Nazaire began and I embarked on a small lifeboat to 
be taken out to the Lancastria, one of two liners anchored about 10 miles out, sent to take us 
home.  The men on board were mostly army: I had already lost touch with the rest of my mates. 

!ǘ ŀōƻǳǘ пǇƳ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƻǳŘ ŜȄǇƭƻǎƛƻƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǊƻŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇΥ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƘƛǘΦ  9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ 
making for the stairs to get up on deck.  The ship rolled first to port then to starboard then back to 
port and settled.  Alarm bells started ringing and the call came over the loud speaker system 
'Abandon Ship' as she started to sink.  Someone called out 'help me!' and because of the angle of 
the ship the chap couldƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎ ǎƻ ǎƛȄ ƻǊ ǎƻ ƻŦ ǳǎ ƭƛƴƪŜŘ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǎŀŦŜǘȅΦ L 
made my way to the starboard side as by this time her port side was under the water.  German 
bombers came over, machine gunning the hundreds of men in the water who were already fighting 
for their lives in the thick oily water. Lancastria was sinking fast and so I decided it was time to get 
off. I took my boots off and tied them together and hung them over the rails ς I'm not sure why!  As 
I walked down the side of the ship and into the sea I could see men through the portholes but was 
unable to help them in any way knowing that they were soon to perish. 

As I was swimming away 4 or 5 older men in life-jackets called out for help.  I made them lie on 
their backs and hold onto one another and I towed them to a capsized lifeboat.  I climbed on top 
and saw a launch from the Lancastria floating empty about 200 yards away. Knowing I was a good 
swimmer I dived in and set off towards the launch.  Eventually a lifeboat with two army lads and a 
sailor came towards us and tied the boats together and set off picking men out of the sea and 
headed towards HMS Highlander which had been sent to escort the liners home. Instead she was 
now a rescue ship.  I was covered in thick oil and only had my shirt on having taken my trousers off 
so I could swim better.   I was given a duffle coat to cover up and a big mug of hot tea. 

We watched as the Lancastria took 20 minutes to sink before its final plunge to the bottom of the 
sea. 

The Highlander was overloaded with survivors and so those not wounded were transferred to the 
Oronsay.  A plank was put between the two ships and when told we had to run across but some fell 
between the two ships and were killed.  When it was my turn the men on Oronsay shouted 'now!' 
and I ran like a bullet out of a gun.  Once on board I was given a mug of tea and a big corned beef 
sandwich.   
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We set sail for England, sailing all night and docked in Plymouth on the afternoon of 18th June 1940.  
During the journey an army chap saw we didn't have much clothing and ran a mock auction giving 
his own clothes away, so I ended up with an army shirt, a cook's black and white trousers and a pair 
of army socks with my duffle coat from the Highlander. I was to learn later that there were about 
9,000 men, women and children on-board the Lancastria and 4,000 lost their lives. 

After 3 weeks survivors' leave Ted was posted to RAF Cardington, where he was promoted to corporal and 

taught new recruits how to fire a rifle.  But after requesting an oper ational unit Ted was posted, in January 

1941, to No. 74 Tiger Squadron flying Spitfires at RAF Biggin Hill.  The squadron moved around England and 

Northern Ireland before being kitted out with tropical gear and sent to the Middle East for 2 years, returnin g 

to the UK in 1944 for D -Day. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Taken at the Reunion in 2007, four veteran Tigers. From left to right John Freeborn, Doug Tidy, Derek 

Morris and Ted Mansfield. Alas none of these fine old gentlemen are any longer with us.  

 

Throughout 1944  and 1945 Ted worked on Mosquitos of different squadrons at RAF Hunsden where he met 

and married Joan on 13 th  December 1944.  In August 1945 he was sent to an airfield on the Belgian/French 

border, later moving up into Holland where he saw VE Day in.  Ted was then promoted to sergeant and with his 

squadron was moved to Germany where he stayed for 2½ years and was accompanied by Joan.  They lived in a 

maisonette which had been commandeered from a German family, but even then Tedõs good nature shone 

through a nd they allowed the German family to live in the attic which was like a small flat.  

In December 1947 Ted was posted to a bomb disposal unit and Joan returned to England, but after a couple of 

months Ted was again posted, this time to Hamburg where he staye d until being discharged in March 1948.  

There was not a lot of call for armourers in civvy  street and so, in January 1949, Ted took a job at Standens 

Agricultural Engineers in St. Ives as a paint sprayer.  In November 1956 he applied  for  and got the job as  a 

civilian driver at RAF Wyton working mainly refuelling aircraft but also carrying out many other driving roles, 
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including being selected from 400 applicants to drive trucks for the British Embassy and British Consulate in 

Turkey.  On  returning to RAF  Wyton Ted's common sense, understanding and charm served him well and he was 

made foreman of the M/T section.  

Ted retired on his 65 th  birthday on the 25 th  March 1986.  

For those who were fortunate enough to know Ted they discovered a lovely, friendly man, a real gentleman, 

with sparkly blue eyes and a quick smile which won people's hearts immediately.  He was always quick to lend a 

hand to help his friends and neighbours and was loved by everyone.  He was Standard Bearer for the British 

Legion for many years and proudly marched leading the parade on Armistice Day each year after he found it 

too difficult to travel to the Cenotaph in London.  He also made the pilgrimage to St. Nazaire for many years, 
to remember the 4,000 that didnõt make it back from the sinking of the Lancastria . 

Teds willingness to learn carried on throughout his life as he mastered computers - even Windows 10!! - 

printers and scanners, digital cameras and mobile phones and loved his Kindle.  

Harold Jennings  

 
I have just learned that Harold Je nnings, known to all as Ray, passed away in August 2014 at the age of 79.  Ray 

was a Tiger between 1958 and 1963 at RAF Horsham St Faith and RAF Coltishall as an Instrument Fitter and 

Squadron Driver. He spent 16 years in the RAF inclusive of Boy Entrant tr aining, having joined in January 1950. 

His service took him to RAF Kinloss (Shackletons), RAF Khormaskar Aden (Vampires, Venoms and Lincolns) and 

Biggin Hill (Hunters) and then after 74 to RAF Leuchars and RAF Newton.  

 

Allan Coleman  passed away July 2016 i n Kilmore, Victoria, Australia where he has lived for many years. Allan 

was a Tiger from April 1954 until May 1956 as an armourer . 

 

Bob Proctor  was a corporal on 74 at Tengah 1969 -1971. Ray Jones has discovered that Bob died about two 

years ago. Although n ot an Association member Bob will be remember ed by some of his Tengah Tiger colleagues.  

 

Tony Pickering  was not a Tiger but dur ing the Battle of Britain he kne w many of  74's pilots. He joined us 

for a couple of reunions at one of which he was our after di nner speaker.  

 

Louis McQuade.  
 

Russ Allchorne writes a moving tribute to  his friend and fellow Tiger , 

Louis McQuade, who died suddenly on the 26 th  September 2015.  
 
The Tiger fraternity has lost one of its most enigmatic, talented and loyal 
fighter pilots.  Louis McQuade was lost to us suddenly following a fatal 
heart attack that none of us saw coming. Louis was born on the 5th 
September 1954 in Scotland.  The eldest of six children, he travelled 
extensively with his parents and spent the majority of his formative years in 
Kenya.  Louis studied Humanities at university and was apparently the only 
child to send money back to his parents whilst he was there! Following 
university Louis joined the RAF and embarked on the career that would 
define his life and character.  During his initial flying training, many of you 
ǿƘƻ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ ../ ΨCƛƎƘǘŜǊ tƛƭƻǘΩ ǎŜǊƛŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ ŜƛƎƘǘƛŜǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ 
seen Louis feature as he was part of the same pilot course as the pilots 
under the BBC spotlight.  During his time at Basic Flying Training at RAF 
Linton-on-Ouse it was rumoured that Louis managed to get himself banned 
from every Chinese restaurant in York for complaining about the food in 
ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘƳŜƴǘǎΗ  ! ǘŀǎǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƳŀȅōŜ ƻŦ [ƻǳƛǎΩ 
endearing character? However, Louis successfully graduated to the front-

line and was posted to the F-4 Phantom on 111 Squadron at RAF Leuchars. After Leuchars and successful completion 
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of the F4 Qualified Weapons Instructor course, Louis was posted to the newly formed 74(F) Tiger Squadron, flying 
the F-пW ŀǘ w!C ²ŀǘǘƛǎƘŀƳΦ  [ƻǳƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇŀǎǎƛƻƴŀǘŜ ¢ƛƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǇƛǘƻƳƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ψ¢ƛƎŜǊΩ ǎǇƛǊƛǘΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ 
ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ Řƻǳōǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ [ƻǳƛǎΩ ŦƛƴŜǎǘ ǘƻǳǊǎ ƻŦ Řǳǘȅ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŦƛƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜǇǳǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŀǎ ŀƴ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊΣ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴ ŀƴd an 
accomplished fighter pilot,  a reputation that earned him selection for an exchange tour with the United States 
Marine Corps flying the F-18 Hornet in Hawaii after he finished on 74. [ƻǳƛǎΩ ǘƛƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ C-18 was notable for two 
main reasons: he saw active duty in combat in the first Gulf War and after returning from the war had to eject from 
an F-18 over the Pacific Ocean during a combat training mission.  Both of these events were just seen as normal 
experiences for a seasoned fighter pilot as far as Louis was concerned. 

 

At San Diego  with a newly refurbished F - 4J prior to the  Tiger Trails back to RAF Wattisham.  

Left to right: Louis McQuade, Selwyn Rodda, Jeff Yapp, Merv Paine, Ian Morrison and Noddy Marrison  
 
On his return to the UK as a Squadron Leader Louis was posted to the Tornado F3 Operational Evaluation Unit (OEU) 
back at RAF Coningsby.  It is fŀƛǊ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ [ƻǳƛǎΩ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŀǊƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻǊƴŀŘƻ - who could? - and so his time on 
the OEU was characterised by mild frustration.  That said, his professional outlook on all that he undertook never 
allowed his performance to diminish and he gave his all to the tasks that the OEU had to deliver upon. 
 
With few operational options left for the RAF to offer Louis following his OEU tour and with the threat of being tied 
to a desk in a headquarters somewhere becoming more and more of a concern, Louis took the only sensible option 
left to him if he wanted to continue to fly and so he retired from the RAF to pursue his second aviation career in the 
commercial aviation sector.  He started off by joining Airtours flying the MD-80 out of Manchester but was then soon 
recruited by Cathay Pacific Airways where he remained until he retired, flying the Boeing 747-400 and then the 
Boeing 777 out of Heathrow and then Hong Kong.  It was during this period of his life that Louis also formed a close 
friendship with Matt Potulski, of Hawker Hunter Aviation.  Here Louis was able to keep his hand in flying Hunter jets 
in his spare time, not only as part oŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΩǎ ŎƻƴǘǊŀŎǘŜŘ ǿƻǊk but also on the display circuit around the UK 
and Europe. 
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Left. Louis, Steve Smyth and Ned Kelly ( with a special  - er -  

smile for the camera! ) 
 
Louis remained with Cathay Pacific until one morning in 2013 when 
he suffered a series of near fatal heart attacks after a long tour 
away.  Luckily he had just arrived home and so was surrounded by 
capable medical teams that could give him the attention he 
required.  Regrettably [ƻǳƛǎΩ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ŜǾŜƴǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ 
that he lost his aircrew medical and so could no longer fly. He retired 
from Cathay Pacific shortly afterwards.   
 
After 18 months convalescing  Louis returned to aviation, but this 
time as a ground school instructor at RAF Cranwell teaching avionics, 
performance and other technical subjects to multi-engine pilot 
students on No 45 Squadron.  Again, in only a very short period of 
time, he became highly respected as an individual, an aviator and an 
all-round professional, a trait that he had never lost throughout his 
entire professional aviation career. 
 

Below. Louis -  First Officer on a Boeing 747 - 400.   

 
 
 

Louis always lived life to the full and it is fair to say that he achieved everything he set out to do in the time that he 
had. There are countless stories ƻŦ [ƻǳƛǎΩ ƳƻǊŜ ƘǳƳƻǊƻǳǎ ǘǊŀƛǘǎΣ from jumping through first storey bedroom 
windows in order to scare a couple that were trying to have a peaceful weekend away, to falling asleep at a T-
junction in his car (some years ago) due to being just a little bit too overcome by the influences of the drink that 



8 

 

night, or to becoming completely and utterly comatose on over-proof rum ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƴƛŜŎŜΩǎ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ IƛƎƘƭŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ 
Scotland and not fully recovering until back at home in Lincolnshire some two days later!   
 
Louis was always an incredibly determined man. HŜ ŘƛŘƴΩt do things because it was easy, he did them because he 
thought it was the right thing to do. Even from his early school days he apparently had always set his own standards 
ŀƴŘ ƎƻƴŜ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǿŀȅΦ !ƴ ƻƭŘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƻŦ [ƻǳƛǎΩ ƻƴŎŜ ǎŀƛŘ: 'while [he was] never part of the 'In crowd' that 
never bothered Louis. Strong willed and single-minded, he marched to the beat of his own drum, which was why, as I 
told him, it was no surprise to me that he achieved all his childhood ambitions and, as I have learned, he was such an 
outstanding pilot.' 
 
Louis has left behind so many good friends and so many great memories. He leaves his wife Penny, an ex-RAF ATC 
Officer, whom he met whilst flying Phantoms in the Falkland Islands, three children - Louis Jnr. (now a student pilot 
ƛƴ ǘƘŜ w!CύΣ tƘƛƭƛǇ ŀƴŘ aŜƎŀƴΣ ŀ ŘƻŎƛƭŜ {ǇǊƛƴƎŜǊ {ǇŀƴƛŜƭ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ Ψ/ƘŀǊƭƛŜΩ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǇǎȅŎƘƻǘƛŎ Ŏŀǘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ΨDŜǊŀǊŘΩΦ  IŜ was 
always generous to a fault despite his dour Scottish character, loyal, a true friend to all that knew him, a 
consummate professional and an inspiration to others below him. 
 
tƘƛƭƛǇΣ [ƻǳƛǎΩ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǎǘ ǎƻƴΣ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŎƘŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǉǳƛǘŜ so spectacularly the first time he had 
ŀŘŘŜŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ΨōǳŎƪŜǘ ƭƛǎǘΩ for the future. To travel more extensively? To see his grandchildren? Or to get 
ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƴ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎǎΧΦDod forbid? His answer was that he had not: he had done everything he ever set out to 
ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǎŜŜƴΣ ƴƻ ōŜŜǊ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŀōǳǎŜŘΣ ƴƻ 
aircrŀŦǘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ Ŧƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ Ŧƭƻǿƴ όƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƳōƛǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƻ Ŧƭȅ ŀ {ǇƛǘŦƛǊŜ ōǳǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ 
a Mustang that put paid to that for him) and no more ATC personnel left that he had not already annoyed.  Philip 
asked him if he ever wanted to see him or his grandchildren graduate from any of the military academies.  Louis 
replied that he already knew Philip would get there someday if he tried his best. And as for grandchildren, he knew 
Philip, Louis and Meg as kids and so why the hell he would want to go through that again was beyond him?  Louis 
made it clear that if he died right now he would be happy. The fact he said that he had 'lived a great life and if he 
were to go, it would be as a happy man' Ƙŀǎ ƳŀŘŜ [ƻǳƛǎΩ ǇŀǎǎƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŜŀǎƛŜǊ Ŧor all of those that knew him.  
 
If Louis could see us all now he would simply say 'L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǎƻ ǎŀŘ ŀōƻǳǘΣ LΩƳ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǳǇ 
here!' He will be sorely missed but never ever forgotten.  Tiger, Tiger, Tiger! 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Louis seen here  with a (bemused) American F - 18 pilot whilst on exchange in Hawaii.  
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Ray Morrell  
 

Ray passed away on 27th November . He was born in 

Rochford on the 24th August 1933 and he spent his 

first five years in Southend before the returning 

German aircr aft, dropping their unused bombs in the 

area after hitting London, forced the family to 

relocate to Bournemouth.  Ray was good at his studies 

and after recording the top 11 plus score in the area, 

was offered a scholarship at Canford Public School. On 

leaving at the age of 16 he joined Lloyds Bank where he 

worked for two years until his call up for National 

Service.  Ray entered  the RAF, travelling to East Anglia 

to  join  his unit . On arrival the Se rgeant Major 

welcomed the new recruits with a few barked 

commands before ordering all those who had attended 

Public School to one end of the room. Based on this 

selection criteria alone he was chosen to receive flight 

training.  

 

 Ray met his wife to be Gill at a danc e in Market  

Ray at the age of 18 just after he had  completed     Drayton,  close to Te rn H ill where he was then  

his first solo flight in a Tiger Moth.       stationed. He  was posted to several locations around 

           the UK and so Ray and Gill were often separated. In 

contrast to the ease of communicati ons we all now take for granted, the two arranged by letter to telephone at 

specific phone boxes at pre -set times. The y were married in Market Drayton 1956.  

 

Ray had j oined 74 Squadron at RAF 

Horsham St Faith in 1953, flying 

Meteors.  He left the RAF in J anuary 

1956 after completing his National 

Service. When he left he was given 

£360 and he used this to gain his 

licence to fly commercial aircraft. 

However there was little work in the 

UK and so he and Gill  went to West 

Africa where Ray spent five  years 

working for West African Airways. 

Back in the UK  Ray began a 25 year 

career with British European Airways, 

later British Airways.   He retire d from 

BA, aged 55, in 1998 but  didn't  feel 

ready to stop flying and so took up a 

position in the United Arab Emirates,  

flying a private jet for the Sheik o f 

Sharjha for two years, after which he 

return ed to the UK and hu ng up his wings.                  Ray and his wife Gill at the 2003 Reunion  

 

Ray and Gill were devoted to each other and were the perfect match, bei ng married for nearly 60 years when 

Ray died. 

                                                                                                    With thanks to Ray's sons,  David and Phillip.  

 


