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Happy Birthday Tigers! 

 
The Squadron is 90 years old - and we celebrated the fact in March at Warwick. But we could 

legitimately, like the Queen, argue two birthdays for 74 - an official and an unofficial one! 1918 was when 

74 Squadron became a fully fledged unit of the newly created Royal Air Force - but 1917 was year in 

which 74 Training Depot Squadron, from which 74 Squadron evolved, was formed at Northolt. On July 1st 

of that year to be precise, a fact that was not lost on member Angela Cordell who sent the Squadron a 

birthday card to commemorate the occasion. 
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90th Anniversary Print.  

 

 
 

Those of you at the Reunion at Warwick this year will remember that Jon Mosen had completed 

a superb 90th Anniversary painting (above) featuring all the aircraft types on charge to the 

Tigers. Members were invited to sign their names against the aircraft type they flew or worked 

on as ground crew. Other signatures have been added since. The original painting is destined to 

for the proposed Tiger Squadron Museum. Meanwhile reduced sized prints are available, so if 

you would like to purchase one (or more) please view and order via the web page at 

http://www.aqualandair.co.uk/html/74_squadron.html  where you may pay by cheque or PayPal. 

If you would prefer to pay by another means please contact Jon at jon@aqualandair.co.uk or 

write to Jon Mosen,  51 Ulwell Road, Swanage, Dorset , BH19 1LG.LThe prints are fine art 

quality sized 260 x 370mm surrounded with a 30mm clear border. The cost inclusive of p&p in 

the UK is £15.00 and for the rest of the world £19.50.  

 

If you are interested in a mounted or mounted and framed print please contact Jon for further 

details. Alternatively member Mike Dennis tells me that his cousin John Blyth is a professional 

picture framer who also makes up bespoke wall hanging and table mounted boxes for small item 

collections, stamps, photographs and so forth.   John has just framed Mike's copy of the 90th 

Anniversary print and is offering his services to any Association member who may wish their 

print to be framed for £40.00 plus p&p. John lives in Gillingham Kent and his e-mail address is 

classic.images@tiscali.co.uk and his Tel No 01634 361457 
  

Incidentally, we will be returning to Warwick for the 2009 Reunion. Full 

details later in the autumn. 
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Farewells 
 
It has been a sad time since the last newsletter was published as we have lost several more Tigers. 

 

Joe Staples, a pilot with 74 in 1945 and 1946 whilst holding the rank of Flight Lieutenant, passed away on 

May 26th aged 88.  He is survived by his wife Mary and two sons. Mary writes: 

 
Joe was at Teacher Training College in 1939 and his call-up was deferred until late 1940. After initial training he 
eventually got his Wings and became an EFTS instructor at Brough. In February 1942 as stations were being 
transferred to western Canada to facilitate safer training Joe was sent to Pearce, Alberta. In August of that year he 
moved to 3FIS at Arnprior where he trained pilots to be instructors. He stayed there until Mach 1944. Returning 
to England he undertook further training himself and became a Spitfire V pilot in January 1945 when he joined 74 
Squadron at Schindjel in Holland. He next moved with them to Drope in Germany before returning to England 
and Colerne at the end of the war where he converted to the Meteor. In January 1946 Joe was recalled to 
complete his teacher training which meant an abrupt end to his flying career. However whilst at Wintringham 
Grammar School in Grimsby he was active with the ATC where he helped with gliding and then each year had a 
week during the summer at various RAF stations - but as he used to say, `not quite the same as flying Spitfires!` 
 

John `Spud` Hayter joined 74 Squadron at its reformation in 1984 as an armourer and stayed with them 

until leaving the air force in 1992. He died of a heart attack on the 25th of April and leaves a wife, two 

children and two grandchildren.  Ian Yorston recalls that he was the JEngO when John was the Senior 

Armourer and that they consequently worked closely together throughout that time. 'The F4J was unique 

in all sorts of ways,` Ian writes, 'so we were pretty much our own Operating Authority which meant that 

a lot more responsibility lay with the SNCOs than would normally have been the case, a responsibility that 

John wore easily.` 

 

Bill Medland died peacefully in hospital also on the 25th April. His funeral was held a week later at 

Gloucester Crematorium. Our thoughts are with Di and their daughters as they adjust to a life without 

Bill and his ever present sense of humour. This stayed with him to the very end and indeed beyond, for 

those who attended his funeral were played out with Monty Python's 'Always Look on the Bright Side'! A 

lovely touch so typical of the man.  

 

It was very appropriate that Bill`s funeral service was conducted by Dave Smith who was 74`s SEngO at 

Wattisham. When Dave left the RAF he was ordained and now has a parish in Gloucester not far from Bill 

and Di`s home. 

 

Di has written the following tribute to her husband. 

 
Bill joined the RAF in 1970 and trained as a navigator.  He left the full time RAF in 2004 and joined the Reserved 
Forces - same job and same desk. His career began as nav radar on Vulcans (50 Sqn and OCU) from 1972 to 1978. 
In 1975 he was a member of the Vulcan display team. Bill then moved to F4s until 1992 (23 Sqn at Wattisham, 
OCU at Coningsby, 19 Sqn at Wildenrath and 74 Sqn back at Wattisham). He had two 4 month tours in the 
Falklands - one flying and one as Sqn Ldr Ops. He next joined the F3 OCU at Coningsby running the ground 
school and all the sims. We were then posted to Farnborough for 3 years with DERA.  In 1999 we came to 
Innsworth, working for a short time with Reserve Forces and then joined the Flying Training HQ where he 
looked after NFTC (NATO Flying Training in Canada) and then the rear crew aspect of UK MFTS (Military 
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Flying Training System) - the replacement for the current system. During his time at Innsworth he was heavily 
involved in setting up the NFTC in Canada.  
 

 
 

Bill and I met atRAF Scampton where I was a Catering Officer. We married in 1974 and have two daughters of 
whom we are extremely proud.  We bought our house, in Cheltenham, in 2001 and have settled very happily 
here, joining the local Golf Club and making a lot of friends.  Living in Cheltenham has meant that we were able 
to travel easily and keep in touch with family and friends old and new.  I intend to stay in Cheltenham 
  
Every one I have talked to speaks of the respect that they had for Bill and how professional he was in all posts that 
he was given, how he was a true and loyal friend and always ready to help anyone at any time. He was an excellent 
instructor and often helped students who needed that extra bit of confidence. He had a great sense of humour and 
enjoyed sending on the many emails he received from friends and family. Whenever he went to Cyprus he 
enjoyed taking Lady Heather (the RAF Boat) out sailing. His hobbies in the last few years were golf and model 
aircraft flying.  In fact he encouraged me to take golf up in 2000 so that we could enjoy travelling the world, 
playing golf, during our retirement.  We did manage to play in Sun City in South Africa, Spain and the USA 
during our holidays. He was very proud of his Welsh ancestry – indeed the Welsh flag draped his coffin at his 
funeral. 
  
Bill was diagnosed with bowel cancer in 2005 and remained positive and cheerful, despite having 18 months of 
chemotherapy. Everyone who met him admired his strength of character and he managed to play golf until 
October 2007 (even beating me on occasions!) This was a great help in his battle against the cancer.  His 
oncologist would judge his fitness for the next round of chemotherapy by how many holes of golf he had played.   
  
The esteem in which Bill was held has been shown by the number of cards I have received and the attendance 
at his funeral - all a great comfort to me - and the donations received for Cancer Research UK.  The total stands at 
£1250 as at 1st August. 
 
 I am proud to have been his wife, friend and mother to his daughters.   
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Ian Papworth passed away on 15th June  

having been suffering from cancer for 

sometime.  The tragedy was that his 

wife Joyce died only two weeks earlier 

from the self same illness. A terribly 

sad time for the family. Ian and Joyce 

leave between them three daughters, a 

son and eight grand children.  
 

Shortly before he died Ian had 

completed the story of his life in the 

RAF which you will find elsewhere in 

this issue. There could be no more 

fitting obituary to a man dedicated to 

the RAF and to the Tigers. 

 

 

* 
 

Membership Matters 

Congratulations go to Wing Commander Mark 'Manners' Manwaring, a former Tiger from the RAF 

Wattisham F-4 days, who took command of No 55(R) Sqn at RAF Cranwell on Friday 13th June 2008. 

The squadron operates Dominie and Tutor aircraft and is responsible for all RAF Navigator (now known as 

Weapon System Officer) and NCO Aircrew training. With a strength of just over 200 personnel, 55(R) 

Sqn is one of the largest squadrons in the RAF.  

New member Alan Bell was a Tiger from October 1969 to September 1971 and served as an SAC line and 

hangar mechanic at Tengah. He was in the party which travelled to Gan in 1971 when the squadron 

disbanded to assist in the ferrying of their Lightnings to Cyprus and 56 Squadron. Other postings in 

Alan's 12 year RAF career included Little Rissington and Valley and Kemble with the Red Arrows. 

 

* 

Life in the Royal Air Force – `Per Ardua Ad Astra. 

 
The late Ian Papworth reflects on life in the RAF. 

 

 
In the late 1940s and 1950s all males of the age of 18 were called up to do 

National Service for king and country.   There were certain exemptions and 

certain deferments, but for most people once you got to 18 that was it. I 

was advised by a retired Group Captain - a family friend - to volunteer for 

the RAF before waiting for the call up papers, thus avoiding an almost 

certain call up into the Army.   Taking his advice I therefore reported to 
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the RAF recruiting office in Brighton. Within a few days I was on my way to RAF Cardington in 

Bedfordshire – once home to the famous airships of the 1930s and made famous by the R101 disaster in 

1930.   The large airship sheds were still in use (and indeed they still stand today.)  It was in these sheds 

that I, along with hundreds of other young men, was kitted out with my uniform. I had been persuaded to 

sign on for five years in order to get the trade I wanted, which was radar.   I hadn’t got a clue what radar 

was but the good Group Captain had said `go radar` so I did. 

 

As soon as we were safely locked into the RAF we were introduced to our corporal drill instructors who 

proceeded to tell us how horrible we were and what they were going to do to us.   These charming people 

subsequently accompanied us to our basic training camp which was West Kirby near Liverpool.  We spent 

two months at West Kirby, square bashing almost continually and when we weren’t doing that we were 

scraping and polishing things until you could eat your dinner off them. We polished floors, painted coal 

buckets and kerbstones and worked on our uniforms and bed spaces so that they always looked brand new.  

There was plenty of brass to be kept clean on our buckles and buttons and woe betide you if you didn’t 

polish the rear of your cap badge in addition to the front.   We used to spit and polish our shoes and 

boots by means of working the boot polish into the leather with a forefinger for hours and hours until the 

toe caps looked as if they were made of black glass.   There was also the regular kit inspection to be 

contended with which involved laying all our military kit out on our bed in a set fashion with the blankets 

of the bed arranged in a perfect square at its head. Our china mugs were regular casualties of these 

inspections, smashed by the inspecting officer if there was the slightest blemish on them. You then had 

to buy a new one out of your own money. Talking of money, I joined on 49 shillings a week. National 

servicemen who had not signed on got 28 shillings. 

. 

 
 

 Ian`s passing out from West Kirby in June 1951. He is on the front row on the extreme left. 

 

Although our corporal drill instructor (Cpl Mc’Glockland) was very strict we grew to respect him and he 

certainly turned us into a smart squad for the passing out parade. After a few days leave we were posted 

to our respective trade training camps which in my case was RAF Yatesbury, a large hutted camp on the 

side of the A4 about five miles from Calne in Wiltshire.   It had been in existence since the First World 

War and in 1951 it housed 5,000 men.   It was a training school for air and ground wireless and radar.  I 

spent about five months there learning about airborne radar from scratch and in particular about 
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Rebecca, Gee and IFF of World War II vintage. I would return to RAF Yatesbury in 1953, 1958 and 1963 

as my ground career advanced, ending up as an electronics instructor in 1963 until the station closed in 

1965. 

 

We used to have parades and kit inspections and various domestic sessions to a lesser degree than West 

Kirby but soon learned how to avoid certain things - for example the cleaning out of classrooms on 

domestic mornings by getting hold of a large brown envelope or broom and walking very smartly around 

the camp looking as it you were going from A to B.  No one ever stopped you. 

 

In 1958 the camp cinema (always called the `Astra1`) decided to show a naturist film which promised 

female nudity.  In 1958 censorship in this country was very strict.   The Lord Chancellor decided what you 

could or could not see on the stage and the British Board of Film Censors decided what you could or not 

see on the cinema screen, but somehow or other this film had got past the censor. So hundreds of men 

were queuing to get into this wood built cinema at the appointed hour, yours truly among them. Soon thE 

single storey building was packed. Every available space was filled including the aisles between the seats.  

Came the magic moment on screen and the young lady got out of her car, looked up the beach – all ok – 

looked down the beach – all ok.   What a wonderful day for a sunbathe.   The blouse began to be undone.  

600 men held their breath. The blouse fell away. The camera zoomed in to a beautiful blue half bra, 

scalloped at the top edges. Her hands went to the clip at the back of the bra. 600 men continued to hold 

their breath. You could have heard a pin drop. Would the camera pan away as it usually did?   Please God 

no! But no, it didn’t pan away.   It zoomed closer. Then the bra fell away revealing the most beautiful pair 

of bare breasts you have ever seen. 600 men let out a long sigh. There followed about two seconds of 

silence then pandemonium broke out!  People cheered, roared, jumped up and down and nearly tore the 

place apart.   Such was the impact of a pair of breasts on the screen in 1958. That night is burned into my 

brain for ever! 

 

In 1951 whilst I was still on my first posting at Yatesbury an airman was caught stealing money from the 

billets.  At the next station parade 5,000 of us were mustered on the very large parade ground and stood 

to attention while this character was marched on between two service policemen and stood to attention in 

front of the Group Captain’s dais.   The charge was read out and he was sentenced to be dishonourably 

discharged from the Royal Air Force followed by a nine month prison sentence.  His buttons, depicting the 

king’s crown, were ripped from his uniform and he was doubled off the square.   We remained at attention 

until he was out of sight. 

 

 
 

Yatesbury - from the outside. 
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We had a lot of Poles in the RAF in the 1950s.  Most of them had escaped from Poland in 1939 and joined 

the RAF to continue the fight.   We had a Squadron Leader there who was as tough as old boots and who 

had never quite mastered the English language.  I remember him giving us a pep talk before an annual 

parade conducted by the Air Officer Commanding of the group.  `Zur AOC vill enjoy seeing you parade as 

you vill enjoy parading for zur AOC,` he said. `So ven you are marching on to zur square I vant to see lots 

of happy smiling faces.   Look as if you are enjoying it! And ven I give you za eyes right, look him in zur 

eye – tip him za vinkle!`   This same character, with respect to the technical training, insisted that all 

students should “be above zur class average”.   Impossibility if you think about it. 

 

In all my twenty two years in the Royal Air Force I never remember a single drugs problem but the Air 

Force was obsessed with the problem of VD and to this end we were marched into the cinema to see films 

about the evil of loose living.  These were mainly American films.  The `no sex please, we’re British` didn’t 

seem to have any films of their own! They had posters though and these were stuck up at the entrances 

to the cookhouses and depicted a sensual young lady perched on a bar stool wearing a green `button-

through` dress whilst she held aloft a cocktail glass by the stem. She was beautiful.  Underneath was 

written `clean living is the only way`.   The airmen used to delight in defacing these posters in the most 

delightful way which caused great amusement.   One wag once wrote on the bottom `I don’t care if I do 

go blind, I can always sell matches`. 

 

 

Yatesbury from the inside. 

 

Meanwhile, in spite of all this nonsense, I continued with my 

studies and passed out as an air radar mechanic. Then in 

1953, after a course lasting nearly a year, I passed out as 

an air radar fitter.   Fitters were the elite of the ground 

crew. My first operational station was Royal Air Force 

Abingdon near Oxford. Abingdon operated transport 

aircraft and in time I would come to work on such aircraft 

as the Hastings, Valetta, York, Beverley and Anson. I would 

also work on ground radar beacons called Eureka and Babs.  

The latter stood for Beam Approach Beacon System and 

was the ground half of the airborne Rebecca system.  It 

was a blind landing aid. Babs was housed in a van situated on 

the end of the runway so we spent a lot of time out there. 

To this end I learnt to drive on a square nosed war time 

Bedford truck.  Our leader was a sergeant who lived in 

married quarters with his wife and six children.  Every 

other word he uttered was F or C.  He had a girl friend on 

the other side of the airfield and it was my job to drive him 

to the Babs site so that he could meet her. He threatened 

to put me on a charge if he ever missed his date.   I made sure he never did miss. 
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The Babs site housed in a Standard 8 van.            The Bedford on which Ian learned to drive. 

 

A lot of parts for the atomic bomb tests at Christmas Island went out through Abingdon in the 1950s.  

What a wonderful sounding place! We all wanted to volunteer for service out there.  To us lads who had 

never been anywhere it sounded like paradise. Thankfully I never made it.  The tests were conducted with 

little thought to the safety of the servicemen of all ranks involved and many of them are dead now. Those 

that are not continue to fight the government for compensation but of course they won’t get anywhere. 

Never volunteer to do service for your government. Another ruse was volunteers required for research 

into the common cold at Porton Down. They promised an easy life for a few weeks, free of service 

discipline.  This request used to appear on Station Routine Orders about every six months. We now know 

they were using the servicemen as guinea pigs for nerve gas and sarin tests. They killed one young airman 

and ruined the health of countless others.  I thought about volunteering but never got around to it. 

 

You might think that with all this training under my belt that I would now be working on radar but they 

were short of people in the coal yard so I spent quite a time on coal fatigues – filling 56lb bags with coal 

and delivering them round married quarters! Everything in those days was powered by coal.  It was a 

pretty good job actually as it got you out of parades and things.  You got a bit dirty but it was another 

string to my bow. 

 

In early 1957, by which time I was working as a radar fitter on aircraft, we had a big Beverley transport 

aircraft parked outside the radar bay.  It was bound for Malta and Cyprus with a consignment of young 

police dog handlers and their Alsatian dogs. I was curious to see how they transported the dogs and so I 

went on board to look at the kennels which would house them. The young airmen were standing by the 

plane with their magazines and newspapers ready for the journey.  In one and a half hours they would all 

be dead for alas someone had fitted a non return valve the wrong way round in the fuel system and the 

aircraft caught fire in one wing soon after take off and crashed on a farm at Drayton about 5 miles down 

wind from the main runway as the crew frantically tried to get back to the airfield. The co-pilot and an 

air quartermaster survived.   All the others were lost including the dogs. 

 

In mid 1957 I was posted to RAF Luqa in Malta and sailed for this posting on the good ship Empire Ken 
out of Southampton.   I was one of twenty RAF personnel on this ship, the other 700 being army.  She 

was one of the last troopships to be used.  The services were still obsessed with VD and we had had an 

FFI (free from infection) at the embarkation camp.  Whilst sailing we had another one.  This involved 

hundreds of men queuing naked along the companion ways and down to the next deck to be confronted by 

a bored looking medical officer who lifted your privates with his officer’s baton to have a quick look 

underneath in order to prescribe you free from infection.   There were four classes on that boat – first 
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class (officers), second class (senior NCOs), third class (unaccompanied airmens` wives) and troop deck 

personnel (me).  We lived about four decks down.   Being a corporal I was given six soldiers and made 

`NCO i/c ship's balloon blowing up party`.  I was responsible for providing enough balloons for the first 

class parties enjoyed by the officers and their ladies!  Later on, as we got into the Med, I and my six 

soldiers would be blowing up balloons on the stern deck and letting them over the end so that the upper 

echelons could fire at them from the rear deck above us with Lee Enfield .303 rifles. 

 

 

         
 

                                   Abingdon                           One of the first F86 Sabres in the RAF  

  inventory photographed around 1953 next 

            to a Valetta at Abingdon. 

 

When I got to Malta I would have another FFI. My then wife joined me at a later date and we had hardly 

got settled in when someone in the admin side of the RAF decided I should be a sergeant. This involved 

returning to the UK (by aircraft this time) as there were no sergeant vacancies in Malta. I was then 

posted to a night fighter squadron at RAF Waterbeach near Cambridge. This was 25 Squadron which was 

about to be equipped with Javelin night fighters.  The Javelin was a 22 ton delta winged fighter with a 

crew of two – pilot and navigator.   It was equipped with airborne interception radar, the serviceability of 

which I and my ground crew would be responsible for. I had some good guys working for me but we were 

commanded by a Wing Commander who was a dreadful man.   Being a sergeant, I had decided to apply to 

sign on for 12 years instead of the original five. The RAF was offering a £300 bounty at this time to any 

one who would do this foolish thing and this Wingco threw me out.  As I had nothing to lose I applied to 

see the Air Officer Commanding on his next annual visit (airmen with a grievance could do this) and what 

a difference this made to the attitude of the aforesaid Wingco.  I was welcomed into the bosom of 

extended air force service with open arms!  Shortly afterwards he was posted away and replaced with a 

wonderful man who all ranks would have followed anywhere.   He wore a black flying suit as opposed the 

usual blue one and so we called him `Black Jim`. The ground crew were led by a commissioned engineering 

officer who was a Flight Lieutenant and we were directly answerable to him.  He was a bit eccentric to 

say the least!  He used to sleep on a camp bed in the office rather than go to the Officers Mess. He 

seemed to live for the squadron and nothing else. We were eventually to realise that he was in a lot of 

trouble relating to an offence under the Post Offices Act and he was court martialled for receiving 

naughty literature through the post.   He had to resign his commission.  So a good man who had given good 

service through the war years was ruined.    

 

The next engineering officer was a very good leader and I have one story which relates to him. Being a 

night fighter squadron entailed a lot of shift work and this officer used to get regular phone calls from a 
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Brigadier asking if his son - a lowly airman - could be excused weekend work as they had important family 

functions. Our officer used to almost stand to attention by the telephone. One day he asked the airman 

what regiment his father was in. “Oh, he’s not in the forces, he’s a brigadier in the Salvation Army!”   I 

won’t repeat what the engineering officer said.    

 

 

      
  Ian with a Harvard 

 

 

We took it in turns with other squadrons to perform QRA duty with our aircraft being responsible for 

going out over the North Sea and meeting the Russian Bears who used to see how close they could get 

before being intercepted.   The Squadron moved to RAF Leuchars in Scotland in 1961 and we were there 

until it was disbanded in 1962.  This was around the time of the Cuban crisis and I suppose we would have 

been reprieved if the crisis had not been resolved.  While flying out of the base in Scotland the aircrew 

found that the range of the GEE  navigation equipment was drastically reduced which must have been 

disconcerting when far out over the North Sea.  I and my team investigated the problem and were able to 

fix it, thereby vastly increasing the range of GEE.  I would get an Air Officer Commanding in Chief`s 

commendation for that at a later date.    

 

I would like to mention one officer at Leuchars - Flight Lieutenant Colin Bainbridge, a pilot.   He was killed 

in a car accident just before going off to join a USAF squadron and I was one of his pall bearers.   He was 

an officer and a perfect gentleman and we were grieved to lose him.   He is buried at either St Andrew`s 

or Cupar - after 45 years I can’t remember - but I do remember that as ground crew you either loved 

your aircrew or were indifferent to them. 

 

After Leuchars I went back to RAF Yatesbury, as an instructor this time, and was there until the station 

closed in 1965 at which time we moved to RAF Cosford. The move to Yatesbury took place during one of 

the worst winters of the 20th century.   You could walk along frozen snow over the tops of snowed-in cars.   

It froze solid from Christmas to the end of March.   We moved into an isolated house near the village of 

Pottern and to get water I had to take the front seat out of the car in order to get a milk churn in which 

contained water.  That had to do for everything.   I went to the railway coal yard in Devizes to get coal 

and was told `you can have it if you can shovel it yourself` – so I did.    
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Whilst at Yatesbury a new and exciting all-British fighter came into service. This was the Lightning, the 

fastest thing in the world at this time.   The Lightning was a single seat fighter with a new and very 

secret airborne interception radar called AI23B.   It was fully integrated with the weapons system.  

Three technicians were detailed to study this system with a view to teaching it at a later date, yours 

truly being one of the three.   We went to the Radar Research Establishment at Malvern to learn about it 

directly from the manufacturers. To get on this course we had to be vetted right back to our 

grandparents.  Without getting too technical this radar employed a new tracking system called the 

monopulse system and was the only radar in the world to employ this system at the time.  A Soviet spy 

called George Blake would give this secret to the Russians at a later date.  He would be caught and 

imprisoned by the British but would be sprung from jail later on.   Today this system is used all over the 

world, mainly to track satellites.   I and my colleagues taught this equipment in a fenced off compound, in 

the middle of Yatesbury camp, until the camp closed down.   We resumed our AI23B training at Cosford.   

In 2003 I went to the RAF Museum Cosford and was amazed to see my old 23B test stand on display in 

front of a redundant Lightning.   Just history now – like me! 

 

In 1967 I and my family were posted to 74 Squadron at Tengah and we returned to the UK at the 

beginning of 1970.   It was a fantastic experience to live and work in the Far East and 74 was a wonderful 

squadron, a happy squadron.   It was led by two fine Wing Commanders in succession - Wg Cdr Goodwin 

and Wg Cdr Caldwell.  I was a Chief Tech in charge of radar and avionics on 74`s Lightnings and I had 

some fine lads working with me.  Life was now so different compared to the early days in the RAF.   I am 

proud to be a member of the Squadron Association as an old Tiger in the 21st century.  Time marches on – 

the young lads who were on the first line in the mid 1960s are all in their 60s themselves now! 

 

At the beginning of 1970 I was posted to the A&AEE Boscombe Down in Wiltshire.   This was the 

Armament & Aeroplane Experimental Establishment station, run by the Ministry of Defence.   I joined a 

team specialising in EMC – Electromagnetic Compatibility - which in simple terms meant testing things 

that go bang in high strength radar fields. They had discovered that certain weapons blew up on the 

decks of carriers for no apparent reason and this was because the size of the weapon was an exact 

multiple of the wavelength of some of the ships` radars. So the weapon acted like an aerial and became 

electrically active.  In order to study this further they built a large steel deck in an area on the edge of 

the airfield and directed high power EM waves on to it – from HF to 3 cm radar.   It was our job to test 

different weapon systems in this environment.   This involved going into the EM field with an instrument 

in order to find the hot spot so that we knew where to place the item under test.   But you could tell 

where the highest density was just by feeling the heat with your body and we used to do this quite often.   

Now I don’t know whether 34 years later if this has anything to do with my cancer of today but it is 

worth recording it.   Another Chief Tech did develop Hoskins disease whilst still at Boscombe Down.  I do 

not know what became of the other members of the team – we were from the Navy, Army and RAF - and 

numbered about eight people.  It’s funny that they only used servicemen on a Ministry of Defence 

establishment that was 90% civilian. 

 

In April 1973 I completed 22 years service and opted to leave the RAF although I could have carried on 

for another ten years - but I had had enough.   So my career ended and a new life would start.   I had no 

regrets. 
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Sqn Ldr Jim `Spud` Hayter. 

 
Under `Farewells` in this issue we 

have sadly reported the death of 

John` Spud` Hayter who served on 

74 when they flew Phantoms. He 

shared his surname and nickname with 

a former Tiger CO who flew Spitfires 

and whose passing was reported in 

Tiger News 45. Ian Cadwallader has 

sent this photograph of Jim `Spud` 

Hayter (on the left with his signature 

below him) and fellow pilots at 

Wellington Aero Club in New Zealand, 

taken in 1937 or 1938. All those 

pictured here were in the RNZAF 

Reserve at the time and Wellington is  

where they learned to fly. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Military Maxims 

 
With thanks to Graham Clarke for these words of wisdom! 

 

• The three most common expressions in aviation are: "Why is it doing that?" "Where are we?" "Oh 

Shit!"  

• Weather forecasts are horoscopes with numbers. 

• Though I fly through the valley of death, I shall fear no evil. For I am at 80,000 feet and climbing. 

• At entrance to old SR-71 base in Japan `You've never been lost until you've been lost at Mach 3.` 

• The only time you have too much fuel is when you're on fire. 

• There are more planes in the ocean than submarines in the sky. 

• When one engine fails on a twin-engine airplane you always have enough power left to get you to the 

scene of the crash.  

• Without ammunition the USAF would be just another expensive flying club. 

• Flashlights are tubular metal containers kept in a flight bag for the purpose of storing dead 

batteries. 

• Flying the airplane is more important than radioing your plight to a person on the ground incapable of  

understanding or doing anything about it.  

• A pilot who doesn't have any fear probably isn't flying his plane to its maximum. 

If you're faced with a forced landing, fly the thing as far into the crash as possible. 

• Never fly in the same cockpit with someone braver than you. 

• There is no reason to fly through a thunderstorm in peacetime. (A sign over squadron ops desk at 

Davis-Monthan AFB) 
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• If something hasn't broken on your helicopter, it's about to. 

• Try to stay in the middle of the air. Do not go near the edges of it. The edges of the air can be 

recognised by the appearance of ground, buildings, sea, trees and interstellar space. It is much more 

difficult to fly there. 

• You know that your landing gear is up and locked when it takes full power to taxi to the terminal. 

• As the test pilot climbs out of the experimental aircraft, having torn off the wings and tail in the 

crash landing, a rescuer asks the bloodied pilot, `What happened?``I don't know,' the pilot replies, 

`I just got here myself! ` 

• It is generally inadvisable to eject directly over the area you just bombed. 

(Air Force Manual). 

• `Aim towards the Enemy`. (Instruction printed on US Rocket Launcher) 

• When the pin is pulled, Mr. Grenade is not our friend. (U.S. Marine Corps) 

• Cluster bombing from B-52s is very, very accurate.The bombs are guaranteed to always hit the 

ground. (USAF Ammo Troop) 

• If the enemy is in range, so are you. (Infantry Journal) 

• Whoever said the pen is mightier than the sword obviously never encountered automatic weapons. 

(General MacArthur) 

• Try to look unimportant; they may be low on ammo. (Infantry Journal) 

• You, you, and you – panic! The rest of you, come with me. (U.S. Marine Corps Gunnery Sergeant.).  

• Don't ever be the first, don't ever be the last and don't ever volunteer to do anything.(U.S. Navy 

Swabbie) 

• Any ship can be a minesweeper. Once. 

• If you see a bomb technician running, follow him. (USAF Ammo Troop) 

 

74`s Roller! 

 
In the late 1950s the squadron had a 

very special car. Flt Lt Nick Tester, 

who sadly lost his life when he 

crashed into the North Sea off the 

Norfolk coast near Winterton whilst 

flying a Hunter, came from a well to 

do family (his father was an Air 

Commodore in the RAF) and this old 

Rolls Royce was presented to the 

Tigers for their use. It was marked 

in the squadron's colours accordingly 

as you can see. The chassis was of 

1924 vintage (or thereabouts) with 

later body work. It had no front 

brakes (which was standard for a 

Roller of that vintage) and Ian 

Cadwallader, who drove it on one 

occasion, still remembers pressing 

firmly on the brake pedal without causing any apparent reduction in speed! Needless to say it wasn't the thriftiest of 

vehicles as regards petrol consumption - 8 mpg at the most perhaps! A unique runabout for an RAF squadron I would 

think! 
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Spitfire Ia P9306 
 

This Spitfire is a prime exhibit in the Chicago Museum of Science and Technology.  It was donated by the 

RAF in 1944. Its significance as far as the Tigers are concerned is that it was on the squadron’s strength 

during the Battle of Britain. P9306 was then passed on to 131 Squadron on 17th July 1941 where it was 

used to train new pilots joining the unit, many of whom were Belgian. From 131 it was transferred to 52 

OTU, being finally withdrawn from service in January 1944. On August 26th 1944 it was allocated to the 

Chicago museum where it arrived on September 19th 1944. 

 

 
 

Built by Vickers Armstrong in late 1939 it was accepted by the RAF on January 20th 1940 and sent to 

reserve storage at 24 MU, moving over the next five months first to 4 MU and then 6 MU. It finally 

joined 74 at Hornchurch on July 6th 1940. The museum’s curator, Keith Gill, and Associate Member Craig 

Brandon have been researching the squadron’s pilots who flew the aircraft. This is the list, presented in 

no particular order, but which demonstrates the historical significance and importance of Chicago’s 

aircraft. There are some famous names here. 

 

1. Sqn Ldr Lawrence Laurie White    

2. Peter Stevenson, son of a high ranking RAF officer who shot down an Me109 and damaged an 

Me109 and two Me110s in P9306. (See the article below). 

3. Sub Lt Wallace (FAA) 

4. Sailor Malan who shared an He111 whilst flying the aircraft. 

5. Edward Anthony `Tony` Mould 

6. Douglas Hastings  

7. John Freeborn  

8. Peter St John who damaged an Me109 whilst flying the aircraft. 

9. Thomas Kirk. Shot down and damaged an unidentified enemy aircraft on August 11th whilst flying 

P9306, 74`s most successful day during the Battle of Britain.  
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10. Piers Kelly  

11. Ben Draper 

12. Henry Nelson  

13. Don Cobden  

14. Henryk `Sneezy` Szczesny (also known as Henry the Pole) 

15. Sgt Rogowski (another Pole) 

16. John Colin Mungo Park  

17. Sgt Parkes. 

18. Bill Franklin. 

19. Bob Spurdle (one of only three New Zealanders who destroyed enemy aircraft in the Battle of 

Britain and the Pacific theatre of war.) 

20. Stanislaw `Breezy` Brzezina. Arrived on 74 with his countryman `Sneezy`. 

 

 

Another 90th celebrated! 
 

Association member Colin Hales (pictured with his wife Marion in their local newspaper) 

was celebrating his own 90th birthday as we were celebrating the squadron's!  He was a 

Tiger in 1940 and was allocated to B Flight of which John Freeborn was OC at the time. 

Colin's trade was electrician.  

 

Leaving the RAF at the end of the war he became a Customs and Excise officer. Retiring 

in 1982 he has kept himself very busy since with a long list of community responsibilities 

to his name - sidesman of the local church, Life President of the cricket club, lifetime 

member of the Royal British Legion and Vice President of the village Horticultural 

Society. He also organised the local poppy appeal for many years and was also heavily involved in 

fundraising for the RNLI (hence the plaque in the photograph).  Congratulations Colin. That is a record of 

achievements to be very proud of. 

For the Musicians Amongst You. 
 

When 74 were due to leave RAF Leuchars with their newly acquired Lightning F6s for Tengah the Station 

Piper, Corporal Wemyss, composed a lament to mark the occasion which was played at the Squadron's 

Dining Out night. This is the score of the snappily titled `No 74 Squadron's Farewell to RAF Leuchars` 

which you need not necessarily learn the bagpipes to play! 
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Phantom F4J ZE355 at the 1988 Tiger Meet at Cameri 
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Nice photos! Now you can own your own ZE355 (which was crewed by Pete MacNamara and Spikey 

Whitmore at the Tiger Meet) because a fine model has been produced of it by Tiger Hobbies as this 

photo by Justyn Keeble (with a few pieces of Tiger memorabilia!) shows. Can anyone put me into contact 

with Spikey Whitmore by the way? Or Corporal Clayton whose name is also shown on the aircraft. 

 

 

 
 

* 

Departed Warriors – The story of a family in war. 
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Jerry Murland, the son of late Association member Hugh Murland, has written a fascinating book about 

his father and other members of his family who were called to arms.  Entitled Departed Warriors – The 

story of a family in war, it is the account of two generations of a family who fought and sometimes died 

for their country and the impact it had upon their lives and that of their friends. Using archive material 

from the National Archives and local records offices together with family records in the form of letters, 

photographs and diaries Jerry takes the reader on a journey to the heat and dust of South Africa, the 

trenches of the Western Front, the wretchedness of the Mesopotamian campaign and the beaches of 

Gallipoli. At the outbreak of the Second world War in 1939 family members took to the skies and the 

book traces the training and operational record of three RAFVR pilots, one of which was Hugh. 

 

Those of Jerry`s family featured in the book mostly did their duty conscientiously and courageously and 

several were decorated for gallantry, but others inevitably chose a path that would, as far as possible, 

circumvent the dangers of front line service.  The book also explores the family’s considerable Irish 

connection. The Murlands were linen manufacturers and were part of the wealthy Ulster ‘Linenocracy’. 

Their involvement in the Ulster Volunteer Force prior to the outbreak of war in 1914 provides a 

fascinating personal insight into the Irish political scene at the turn of the century. 

Certainly a recommended read, if you would like a copy visit www.troubador.co.uk and search for 

Departed Warriors. Alternatively write to Troubador Publishing Ltd, 9 De Montfort Mews, Leicester, 

LE1 7FW: call 0116 255 9311: or e-mail  enquiries@troubador.co.uk. 

 

* 

 

And finally for this issue! 

 

 

A photograph found by Chris Laidlaw Bell 

(Laidback) in the States. Laidback says: 

 

`I mean, is this the craziest helmet ever? 

It looks like bogies could die of fright 

before being shot down! ` 

 

It is in fact a helmet designed for the 

forthcoming F-35 Joint Strike Fighter 

which is entering RAF and Royal Navy 

service sometime in the next five years. 

The aircraft has been christened the 

Lightning II. 
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74 (F) Tiger Squadron Association Christmas Card Order Form       2008 
 

       Number of    Total 

            Packs   Price 

 

Card A – Tiger in the Snow 
Pack of 5 210x150mm 4.00 each   ….........     .................. 

  

Card B – Tiger in the Snow 
Pack of 5 150x105mm 3.00 each   ………….    …………………… 

 

Card C – Lightning Roast 
Pack of 5 150x105mm 3.00 each   ………….    …………………… 

 

Card D – Season’s Greetings 
Pack of 5 150x105mm 3.00 each   ………….    …………………… 

 

 

   Postage and Packing 
 

Up to 10 cards (any mix) UK 1.00         

    Europe 2.25   

    Rest of World 3.25 

15-30 cards (any mix)  UK 1.75 

    Europe 2.75 

    Rest of World 3.75 

35-60 cards (any mix)  UK 2.50 

    Europe 4.25 

    Rest of World 5.25     …………………. 

 

 

Grand Total      ________ 
 

Name....................................................................................................................... 

 

Address.................................................................................................................... 

 

Tel No/ E Mail......................................................................................................... 

 

Please enclose cheque with order made out to The 74(F) Tiger Squadron Association 

 
PLEASE ORDER THESE HIGH QAULITY CARDS BY JON MOSEN AS SOON AS POSSIBLE 
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F-4 BREITLING

Professional Aerospace
This watch is the new version of the Breitling Aerospace 
Chronometer and is being produced in a limited number 

exclusively for former RAF (and Exchange) Phantom 
Aircrew.  Each watch will be individually numbered and 

registered.  

Prices:
Pro2 Titanium Bracelet  (RRP - £2195.00) £1556.60 inc VAT or £1324.76 BFPO or Outside EU  

Leather Strap (Black, Blue or Tan)– (RRP – 1780.00) £1274.40 inc VAT or £1084.59 BFPO or Outside EU   

To secure your order please complete the following deposit/order form ASAP:

1. Delete as appropriate:  Pro2 Titanium Bracelet or Leather Strap (strap colour = Blk/Blu/Tan) 

2. Your Name and Postal Address (this may differ from eventual Delivery Address):………………………….……………………………

…………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….…………………..……

e-mail:……..…………………………..………………………….……Tel:….………………………..………………….….……..……………

3. Send this form and a £100 deposit cheque (payable to ANDREW MICHAEL’S JEWELLERS LTD) to: 

Wg Cdr M T Manwaring, York House Officers’ Mess, RAF Cranwell, Lincs, NG34 8HB. Mark the back of the envelope ‘F-4 BW’.

Enquiries to mark.manwaring2@ntlworld.com or 07932 620039 

The Breitling Dealer will request your delivery address and the balance of payment once 18 orders 

have been received.  Once the final order is placed with Breitling no further watches will be 

produced. Unsuccessful applicants will have their cheques returned.  Sorry!    
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90th Anniversary Medal 

 

As we draw towards the end of a year which has marked the 

90th Anniversary of the Royal Air Force and the 90th 

Anniversary of 74(F) Squadron, it seems appropriate that 

we should combine the two with a commemorative item. 

Tower Mint have been able to help us with that idea by 

producing an exclusive Anniversary Medal. It is nickel silver 

medal showing three planes which epitomise the 90 years of 

the RAF (and which almost epitomise types flown by the 

Squadron in its 90 years too if only the fates had been  

little kinder!) – an SE5A, a Spitfire and a Typhoon. The 

reverse of the medal has the official RAF badge. It is 

mounted in a gilded presentation case, the silk lining of 

which shows the Squadron`s crest.  

 

If you would like one please order using the enclosed order form. We can offer it at a 

remarkable price – just £12. But please hurry. Supplies are limited and it will be a case 

of first come, first served! 
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74 (F) Tiger Squadron Association Sales Goods Order Form             Sept  2008 
 

Product  Price       Total Price   

 

Sweatshirt  15.50    Size............ Quantity.......  ................. 

 

Sweatshirt  

(heavy duty)  20.00    Size............ Quantity.......  ................. 

 

Poloshirt  13.00    Size............ Quantity.......  .................. 

 

Poloshirt   

(heavy duty)  18.00    Size............ Quantity.......  ................. 

 

The above are in black and feature the Squadron Crest and the words 74(F) Tiger Squadron 

Association in gold on the left breast. 

 

Also available are black Sweatshirts and Poloshirts with the words 74(F) Tiger Squadron 

Association in gold on the left breast and with either Hawk Tiger, Phantom Tiger, Lightning 

Tiger, Hunter Tiger or Spitfire Tiger in gold on the right breast.  

 

Sweatshirt  17.00    Size............ Quantity.......  ................... 

 

Sweatshirt  

(heavy duty)  22.00    Size............ Quantity.......  .................. 

 

Poloshirt         15.00    Size............ Quantity.......  .................. 

 

Poloshirt   

(heavy duty)  19.50    Size............ Quantity.......  .................. 

 

Fleeces and jumpers have been added to the range of clothing items available. 

 

Fleece   30.00   Size….. Quantity…..  ………….. 

 

Jumper  22.00  Size….. Quantity…..  ………….. 

 

Both the above are in black with the Squadron Crest and the words 74(F) Tiger Squadron 

Association in gold on the left breast. 

 

Sizes for all Association Sweatshirts, Poloshirts, Fleeces and Jumpers are Small (S), Medium 

(M), Large (L), Extra Large (XL) and Extra Extra Large (XXL). Add £1.00 to the above prices 

for XXL. 

 

[PTO]     Total Carried Forward  _________ 
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Total Brought Forward  __________ 

 

Squadron Ties  7.50 each   Quantity.......  .................. 

 

In blue (groundcrew) or maroon (aircrew) Colour required…………………  

 

Blazer Badges  9.00 each   Quantity.......  .................. 

 

Lapel Badges  3.00 each   Quantity…...  …………. 

 

 

High quality A5 card featuring a magnificent tiger painting entitled A Flicker of Interest. Left blank so 

that you can write your own message. 

 

1.50 for one, 7.00 for five or 10.00 for ten  Quantity.......  .................. 

  

New! 

 

90
th
 Anniversary Commemorative Glasses 

   7.50 each   Quantity.......  .................. 

 

New! 

 

Medal in presentation case commemorating  

the 90
th
 Anniversary of the Royal Air Force  

and 74 Squadron.        12.00 each.   Quantity.......  .................. 

 

 

All prices include p&p    Grand Total  .................. 

 

 

 

 

From:  

 

Name....................................................................................................................... 

 

Address.................................................................................................................... 

 

Tel No/ E Mail......................................................................................................... 

 

Please enclose cheque with order made out to The 74(F) Tiger Squadron Association 

 
**Please note Squadron shields are available at £35 each excluding p&p on an order on request basis with delivery time of 

around eight weeks. Please contact Bob Cossey for further details.**  
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