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It is with sadness that we report the death of
our Honorary Vice President AVM Boz Robinson on
11th December 2022 at Hove in the UK where he
was staying for the final months of his life. Boz
moved to Thailand some years ago and his funeral
took place at St George's Anglican Church Pattaya
in Thailand on 21°" December once his body had
been returned to the country he was deeply
attached to and where he had many friends.

Boz became President of the 74(F) Tiger
Squadron Association when it reformed in 1992.
He remained as such until 2008 when he retired
and our current President, Air Marshal Cliff Spink,
agreed to take on the role, with Boz becoming
Honorary Vice President.

Cliff has written: The passing of Boz Robinson
has I know saddened all in the aviation community,
not least those of us in the 74 Squadron
Association. Boz was exceedingly proud of his time
with the Tigers and as first our President and
then as Honorary Vice-President he was always
enmeshed in what we did. A distinguished pilot, he
simply loved flying and this shone through in his
many achievements in the Royal Air Force, rising
to the rank of Air Vice Marshal before he retired.
Following his tremendous career in the RAF he still
could be found in the cockpit of a variety of
aircraft and he became a hugely respected display
pilot. His drive and enthusiasm were infectious,
and even when he settled in Thailand he kept in
regular and  meaningful contact with the 74
Association. He will be sorely missed.




Boz addressing the 2008 Reunion dinner before handing over the Presidency to Cliff.

Boz joined the RAF in 1954, was made Pilot Officer the following year and training completed joined the Tigers
at RAF Horsham St Faith as a Flying Officer in September 1956. The squadron was flying Meteors at the time
but was soon to exchange them for Hunters.

UNIT N? 2.

The squadron and their Hunters . Boz is in there somewhere!

Ian Cadwallader was on the squadron at the same time.

Boz and I both joined 74 Squadron on Meteor F.8s in 1956. We were both 20 years old and I think by some
years the youngest and most inexperienced Meteor pilots in the Air Force. Boz was always very competitive:
he owned a new Austin A40 car and my first memory of him was competing against himself, always trying to
reduce the time it took to drive from his home at the time (which was I think near Birmingham) back to
Horsham, usually on a Sunday night. We both really enjoyed flying the Meteor, even though most other fighter
squadrons had Hunters and they could fly faster and get higher than us, although at low level we could more
than compete in dogfights.




After we got Hunters, being based so near the East Coast we did a lot of our flying over the North Sea so it
was not uncommon for crew room discussion to turn to survival in it. Perhaps the RAF had thought about it too
as they asked for volunteers and Boz did so. He was dropped into the North Sea in winter in standard flying
clothing from a small Naval vessel with the equipment he would have after ejection, excluding the parachute.
Boz must have written a paper or a report about this afterwards which is probably on file somewhere, but I
remember him talking about it, saying that any information the authorities had published about how long it
would take to get into a dinghy in such conditions was complete rubbish! He said the shock when he hit the
water was unbelievable, but he did get into the dinghy without really knowing what he was doing. The Navy
quickly pulled him out and warmed him up.

While flying Hunters with 74 Boz had an engine failure over Norfolk in the vicinity of Marham. He put out a
call to the radar station he was working with and they suggested he could do a flame out landing at Marham
where he would have a choice of 2 long runways, both longer than our one runway at Horsham. But Boz had
decided he had enough height to get back to Horsham where he knew the controllers and the approach area and
so forth. I don't recall the wind direction at the time but he reported afterwards that he was a bit high on
finals and a bit fast. My memory tells me that he crossed the runway threshold doing 200 knots having put
down emergency full flap. He put the Hunter down firmly and applied maximum braking and the aircraft stopped
at the far end of the runway with literally red hot brakes and two rubber stripes the length of the runway.

One of Boz's great achievements was to teach himself Russian and partly because of that he was selected to
serve as the UK Military Attaché in Moscow.

When I got a letter from Boz's very good friends here in New Zealand which told me about the serious
medical problem he had and that he was returning to England for a decent beer before he died., I was of course
initially shocked and found it hard to believe. Then I heard from Boz himself and I knew that the time had
come to say goodbye to a great friend.
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Tradition has it that it is Boz who heads this PR photo of Tiger air and ground crew and Hunter F.4
WV370/M.

Boz left a fascinating account of his days on 74 at RAF Horsham St Faith as part of a memoir which I
will include in the next Tiger News.




After 74, and by now a Flight Lieutenant, Boz went to the Oxford University Air Squadron as QFI, then in
1962 to 231 OCU to convert to the Canberra before joining 73 Squadron in February 1963. Also in 1962 he was
the RAF Rally Champion (which lends credence to Ian Cadwallader's recollection of Boz always trying to beat hie
own time on long car runs!). In 1966 he moved to the Canberra Trials and Tactical Evaluation Unit. Promoted to
Squadron Leader on New Year's Day 1967 he joined the Directorate of Flight Safety. Whilst there he became
editor of the Flight Safety section of Air Clues. It was around this time that Boz discovered bobsleighing and
excelled at it. He was the RAF Bobsleigh Champion in 1968, 1971 and 1972.

After his time at the Inspectorate of Flight Safety Boz attended RAF Staff College and then Central Flying
School. In April 1971 Boz was appointed OC No 1 Squadron of No 4 FTS at Valley. Dave Roome recalls: I first
met Boz when I arrived at Valley direct from CFS, learning to be a flying instructor. When 74 disbanded in
Singapore, four of us were posted to CFS at Little Rissington. Of the four, Nigel Holder chose to instruct in
basic flying training on the Jet Provost, while three went on to the Gnat to teach the advanced phase of pilot
training. Boz was at the time commanding No 1 Squadron of 4 Flying Training School (FTS) and Mike Rigg was
very happy to find himself joining Boz's squadron, while Roger Pope and I joined 2 Squadron ‘upstairs’, despite
Boz's suggestion to the Valley hierarchy that all ex-74 guys should stick together!

Two years later he was in Germany on the Taceval Team at 2ATAF. In June 1974 and by now a Wing Commander
he was on the Directing Staff of the Canadian Forces Command and Staff College and became an Honorary
Member of 411 Squadron RCAF which operated the De Havilland Canada Otter from CFB Downsview outside
Toronto. From September 1976 Boz was Chief Instructor on 4FTS and the CFS Fast Jet Squadron at Valley,
and two years later he was promoted to Group Captain and assumed command of RAF Valley having just
converted to flying the Blackburn Buccaneer. In July 1980 he moved to NATO HQ where he stayed for over
three years before being promoted again (to Air Commodore) and moving fo Moscow as Defence and Air
Attaché. Returning to the UK in September 1986 Boz became Director of Organisation and Quartering, then
from 1988 carried out a RAF Long Term Deployment Study. On 1°" January 1989 he was promoted to Air Vice
Marshal and headed up the department responsible for Directly Administered Units as AOC at the Air
Ministry.

Boz was always a great campaigner for the continuance of the 74 Squadron numberplate after its disbandment
at RAF Valley in 2000. On the day after that disbandment he put pen to paper and wrote to Air Chief Marshal
Sir Peter Squire.

Dear Sir Peter,

| have just hot footed it back from our old haunt in Anglesey. | put on my uniform
on Friday to review the disbandment parade of 74 Squadron in the capacity of
President of the 74 Sqn Association. It was a sad day for all the members, old and
new, and tears were shed as the colour was marched away. | understand the
policy of aiming to keep mostly low number squadrons, but the Royal Air Force
now no longer has a Tiger Squadron! No RAF at Tiger Meets! You will realise
therefore why | am taking this opportunity to plead for 74 to be reformed as a
Typhoon squadron in due course. As you know it played a major role in the Battle
of Britain when Sailor Malan was at his peak. Having 74 at Valley has developed
an astoundingly strong loyalty among the young pilots and instructors and a wish
to keep the Tiger spirit alive: it shook me to see how strongly those lads felt about
74 disappearing from their lives. Could you please help to bring it back?

Yours ever,
Boz

As we all know, BoZ's petitioning sadly didn't work.




Boz certainly didn't slow down once had had
retired from the RAF. From 1991 he became a
Senior Partner in Belmont Consultants, advising
on aviation matters, particularly in Eastern
Europe. From 1992 to 2002 Boz was a display
pilot with Kennet Aviation, the Hunter Flying
Club and Thunder City, flying the Gnat and
Hunter. He was the joint winner of the King
Hussein Memorial Sword at RIAT 2001 and his
last Hunter display was flown at Stellenbosch
in South Africa in 2002. Privately, he flew his
own Bucker Jungmann (left ).Note the tiger on
the fin in place of a swastika.

Dave Roome again: I had decided to leave the RAF in April 2001 and had increased my flying with Delta Jets at
Kemble. On 20th February Boz was captain in our Gnat as I re-qualified on type and in the afternoon we
swapped roles as I captained our Hunter T7 as Boz also re-qualified on this type. Later the same year we set
off from Exeter Airport in three Hunters, two 2-seaters and Boz in a single-seat Hunter GA1l, aiming to
deliver them to Capetown and Thunder City. Unfortunately an unserviceability to one of the 2-seaters while at
Luxor in Egypt delayed the trip, though Boz had the spare time to wait and eventually, once full serviceability
was restored, he flew that aircraft on to Capetown.  You can read the full story of that flight to South
Africa, written by Boz and Dave, by going to our website and clicking on Tiger News 26 under Tiger
Newsletters.

Boz moved to Thailand in 2008 and
became very much a part of the English
Community there. He set up a company -
Boz Asia Co Ltd - of which he was CEO.
But he never forgot his close affinity
with 74 Squadron, the squadron which
had set him on his long, successful RAF
career and he would regularly send
photos  (right) and  snippets of
information about his life out there. The
Association was never very far from his
mind as you can see from the Association
polo shirt that he is wearing.

RIP Boz.

Derek Morter, who has lived in France for many years, died on 28t September 2022. Born in Norwich, Derek
was a Tiger from January 1952 to October 1954, and as a Pilot then Flying Officer with the squadron he flew
the Meteor F.8. During his time with 74 he served under an American CO, Lt Col Milholland USAF. Also on the
squadron when Derek was there was US Marine Captain Hal Berge on exchange as well as Australian Flying
Officer Griff Boord. Derek's 20 years of RAF service was interestingly varied and certainly a busy one. It
reads as follows - with thanks to John White CBE FRAeS of the Hunter Register via Eileen Morter.




16 Jan - 30 Mar 1948
23 Apr - 15 Nov 1948
16 Nov - 1 May 1949

1 May - 6 July 1949

7 July 49 - 17 Apr 1951

21 March 1951
8 May - 19 June 1951

20 June - 10 Aug 1951

15 Aug - 23 Nov 1951
28 Nov - 21 Jan 1952
21 Jan - 2 Oct 1954
4 Oct -13 Oct 1954
14 Oct - 8 Nov 1954
8 Nov - 23 Nov 1955

23 Nov - 7 Oct 1957
25 Mar - 30 Mar 57

27 Oct - 16 Mar 1958
13 Apr - 24 Aug 1958
24 Aug 58 - 26 Jan '60
27 Jan - 30 Dec 1960

1 Jan 61 - 16 Dec 1962
2 Jan 63-6 May 1965

6 May 65 - 6 Jan 1966
6 Jan 66 - 1 May 1967

2 May 67 - 18 Apr 1968
April 1968

Nov and Dec 1968

Apr 1969

May 1970 - Dec 1972
Dec 1972 - July 1985

1975

No 1 Recruit Unit, Cardington
No 2 Radio School, Yatesbury.
No 1 Radio School Cranwell
ACTU, Kirton in Lindsey
No. 4 FTS Heany, Southern
Rhodesia.
Commissioned

No. 5 Personnel Despatch Centre
Hednesford.

No.2 FTS South Cerney. Rhodesian
Refresher Course.

No. 205 AFS Middleton St George.
No. 226 OCU Stradishall

No.74 Squadron Horsham St Faith.
No. 551 Wing Gutersloh.

No 34 Wing IRE Buckeburg

No 34 Wing IRE/ Flying Wing
Adjutant. Laarbruch.

No 124 Wing IRE/ OC Station Flight Oldenburg.

First Flight Safety Course, Air Ministry Whitehall.

No 124 Wing IRE/OC Station Flight Ahlhorn.

Ops F4 D MOD Whitehall

Flying Wing Adjutant 229 OCU Chivenor

B FIt Cdr No. 20 Squadron Gutersloh

A Flt €dr No. 14 Squadron Gutersloh

Tactical Instructor 229 OCU Chivenor

HQMEAF. Steamer Point, Aden.

24 Infantry Brigade Little Aden. And very often OC RAF Detachment at Al
Habilayn.

Hunter Sim No 229 OCU Chivenor

Retired from the Royal Air Force

Sabre Training Unit, RCAF Chatham, Canada.

F-86 Instructor Upgrade, Air National Guard, Baltimore, USA.

Fleet Requirements Unit Hurn (Airwork)

Fleet Requirement and Air Direction Unit (FRADU) ,RNAS Yeovilton. (Airwork and
Flight Refuelling)

Formed and led the Blue Herons Aerobatic Team of 4 x GA.11 Hunters.

Led the team until 1980 when it disbanded.

Derek retired with a total of 9,000 hours in his log books. 6,500 of these were on Hunters (1,000 hours with
the RAF and 5,500 hours with FRADU.) It was after FRADU that the Morter family retired to France.

The Blue Herons 1977 (left).
Winners of the Shell UK Qil
Trophy awarded for the best
overall performance at the
Silver Jubilee International
Air Tattoo held that year at
Greenham Common. Derek
second from the right.

The Blue Herons 1976 (right).
Derek front right.




Steve Brown, a Tengah Tiger, died on 22™ November 2022. He joined 74 in
1967 just before the squadron deployed from Leuchars to Tengah and was a
stalwart member of the 74 Squadron Bachelors' Club throughout his tour. He
gained a reputation for being able to sleep at all sorts of inappropriate times,
including in the mornings when he should have been at work! Indeed, when
Denis Caldwell arrived as CO and was having his welcoming drinks, Steve went
up to him and said 'Boss, I think you should know that I regularly oversleep' -
to which Denis replied 'Steve, you mean you USED to oversleep, don't youl!
There was a joke that Steve had a photoelectric switch across the door jamb
of his room in the mess which programmed his brain to 'sleep’ mode as he
crossed it and he would be lucky if he made the bed!

As with many of the Tengah Tiger pilots, Steve was subject to ‘incidents’. One
of note occurred sometime during 1968 when his brake ‘chute deployed
normally on landing but then the brakes immediately failed. By the time the
runway's end was reached the speed of the Lightning was relatively slow, but
even so entry into the barrier caused serious damage to the aircraft's spine.
He completed his tour on 74 in September 1969 and was posted to Oman for a
tour with the Sultan of Oman's Air Force, before going on to instruct on the
Hunter at Valley followed by a tour at Boscombe Down on the Handling
Squadron where he had responsibility for keeping Aircrew Manuals for the fast jet world up to date. Also, at
one stage in his career Steve was an exchange Harrier pilot with the Royal Navy and was in the South Atlantic
with them.

With thanks to Tan McBride and Dave Roome

A Personal Reminiscence

Mic McCredie recalls his time with 74 at Tengah and pays tribute to his CO Ken Goodwin ‘who influenced my
life with his innate kindness and compassion, his humanity and understanding.’

I had been mentioned in despatches for my 'sterling work' in the wheel bay on a detachment to R.A.F. Akroftiri
so, knowing that 74 Squadron was heading overseas in June that year and encouraged by the other squadron
chaps I'd been in Cyprus with, I sought permission from my boss, Chief Tech Devine, to apply to join them and
he gave his blessing. After an interview with the squadron CO Wing Commander Ken Goodwin, he said he would
be very glad to have me in his team. So I was accepted as part of that illustrious squadron at RAF Leuchars in
late February 1967. I started as an SAC in First Line Servicing which, as the name implies, was performing
turn-around checks and replenishments on the squadron's Mk 6 Lightnings. By the fime we were due to move fo
Singapore I was a Junior Technician and employed in the more detailed engineering of the Second Line
Servicing team.

I was up and about very early on June 1st 1967 and by around 06.00 I was heading for the RAF transport that
was to carry me off on the first leg of my journey to RAF Luga on Malta. My girlfriend Megan, true to her
word, was up to wave goodbye as we took off. After Luga we'd be making more stopovers on Cyprus, Masirah and
Gan as we staged the jets from the U.K. to the Far East. Refuelled en-route by Victor tankers, the deployment
of the thirteen Lightnings was the largest to be undertaken thus far with such support.

It was on Masirah that I saw my first scorpion. I'd strolled out the do pre-flight checks and there it was on the
concrete apron. It revealed its presence by scuttling away as I approached, tail held high and quickly sought
refuge in the shade under the aircraft's main wheel. All the stories I might ever have heard of people being
stung by a scorpion and then dying flashed into my brain. I wasn't risking that so I raced back to the hangar,
flung myself onto the big David Brown tractor we had for towing aircraft and raced back to the dispersal at its
top speed of around maybe 8-10 mph! I hooked up the tow bar to the airplane and pulled roughly £10,000,000
worth of scorpion pest control onto the deadly little stinger. I don't know for sure if I killed it; the main wheel
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tyres had grooved treads to reduce aquaplaning in wet conditions so it is possible it found a haven there and
survived the military operation to destroy it! I know that when I looked for evidence of its destruction I found
no trace either on the concrete or the tyre. So it might have lived to sting another day - but it didn't sting me.
T learned a valuable lesson too when I heard of one of our team having to see the MO because he was suffering
from bad sunburn: it seemed he'd worn a nylon shirt o wander around in and the sun's rays could penefrate the
nylon material as though it wasn't there.

Prior to the Operation Hydraulic deployment to Tengah supported by Victor tankers from RAF Marhcm,
74 carried out numerous training flights to hone their in-flight refuelling skills. Photo from Ian Simpson.

One day after we'd refturned from a walk along the beautiful sandy beaches, there was great excitement around
the billets, people running about fetching cameras, grabbing shoes and pulling on longer trousers and I raced
out to join in whatever was going on. Someone had seen an impending event and had raced back to tell us and,
armed with torches a group of around ten of us ran o the site. There we sat on the shores of the Arabian Sea
under clear moonlight and witnessed a huge sea turtle scooping out a trench in the fine sand with her flippers,
then laying and burying her eggs one after another for what seemed like ages, tears running from her eyes. She
was not at all fussed by us being there. We sat late into the night watching our turtle make its laborious return
to the sea just as others intent on the same mission crawled from the water o begin their journeys up the
beach. We all agreed it was a fantastic and rare sight and I felt a sense of awe at the wonder at the marvels of
nature. I've never forgotten it.

After finally arriving in Singapore we had some leave before reporting for duty, so it wasn't long before we
were sampling the night life in Singapore City and also in the local village pubs, getting our bearings and learning
what suited our needs best. We settled into our respective billets and soon a social routine was established.
Work day evenings were spent in The McGregor Club or The Malcolm Club and at weekends we'd venture out to
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the village pubs and downtown into Singapore City too when we fancied a change of scenery. In the city we'd
tour the bars - the air-conditioned ones were favourite! We'd visit the Union Jack Club where we could play
with Scalextric model racing cars on a huge layout. Another favourite place in town for me was Change Alley
where all manner of things could be had at a very reasonable price because you could - indeed were expected to
- haggle. T had suits made to measure here in fabrics of my choosing and styles from a big glossy book: I had
beautiful custom-made shirts too. You could be measured for a suit one week end and could have it ready the
next, even faster if you paid a bit extra. Of course what we were never aware of was that the work was done in
sweat shops by underpaid and ill-treated women and children who were just short of being servants or slaves.
We rode in communal taxis and trishaws. There still were a few of the original rickshaws too if you wanted one,
but the sight of a poor man slogging along the roads in his flip flops was never appealing to me. The taxis
operated on a stop and share basis and could be flagged down at any time if they had room. Then you'd squeeze
in with the other occupants who came and went in a dizzying cavalcade of shapes, colours and sizes.

One Saturday when we'd been touring the bars in fown and sampling their wares for a few hours, we decided
we'd best check out a new air-conditioned bar which we were told attracted the fairest of European ladies. We
were quite merry and in high spirits so as the chill of the cooler air hit us we made a noisy entrance and I
adopted a posh English voice to order four cold lagers. There we were by now all talking at the same time in the
poshest of accents we could manage above all the hubbub of the by now bitterly complaining clientele who were
not at all happy to find their quiet afternoon's refreshments being hijacked by this gang of ill-mannered
ruffians. Then I heard a posh cultured voice I knew very well. I+ was my CO, the dearly loved and well-
respected Wing Commander Ken Goodwin.

"I say, McCreadie, is that you?” he asked. I hadn't expected to bump into anyone I knew in the select
establishment let alone my CO with his wife Sue and several other officer types.

"No sir," I replied untruthfully, in my normal voice. "It's not me."

"Mm," he said. "Isn't it? Didn't think so. Still 'bout time you lot were off elsewhere, isn't it?" He nodded at the
door.

“Think you're right sir, drinking time's a-wasting."

"Yes," he said. We drank up quickly and made our exit.

Out on the street we were whooping and laughing but I was worried that I'd be standing before him on a charge
on Monday. However, nothing was ever said or even mentioned. He understood we were just kicking back, letting
our hair down (though it was never very long in any case due to regulations!). But things eventually got out of
hand with my off-duty behaviour over time and after a very stupid drunken prank had backfired I was charged
with malicious damage to public property. Ken, my long-suffering CO, who'd had to kick the charge up to Station
Commander level was almost apologetic at having to do this. He genuinely cared and when I'd been sentenced to
two weeks in the lock up at RAF Changi guardhouse and he was interviewing me before I was carted off, he was
visibly emotional. That's when I realised just how deeply Ken was involved with the welfare of his personnel. It
brought me to my senses a bit. Once I'd been returned to the bosom of the squadron, and in a bid to keep me
out of trouble, Ken suggested I take up golf. He'd been somewhat disappointed fo lose me from the engineering
team during my incarceration, so he approved and seconded my membership application and even gave me more
than a few lessons on the practice links on Saturday mornings in his own time. I played a few games using clubs
loaned by Ken and other officers. I wasn't particularly good at golf but then again I wasn't really inspired or
interested. What I enjoyed most about golfing was after the game when we'd shower and change then meet for
drinks in the clubhouse. There was no ‘us’ and 'them’, no deferring to ranks; we all were equal off duty and at
play. The drinks were very well subsidised and ridiculously cheap, so getting the odd round in wasn't going to
break the bank. The only trouble with this was that drinks were not paid for as consumed; as a member I could
sign a chit for anything and pay my bill at the end of the month. So I was generous to a fault, insisting that the
company should celebrate with me. By the end of two months my bar bill was so high Ken somehow had to
arrange for it be written off. I still wonder if he paid it himself, but as he ruefully informed me I also had to
resign my membership.

Somehow or other I gained a puppy, a male that I named Shag because as far as I knew all the other dogs
around were female. Word of this must have gotten to Ken so when he came to our billets one evening for an
informal inspection of our living conditions he brought his wife Sue with him. I think we all were a bit in love
with Sue who was not only a very attractive young woman but gregarious, friendly and good natured too. When
they came to the billet I was in he asked me to tell Sue about why I'd named the dog as T had. I recall a lot of
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blushing and mumbling and Ken's unrelenting probing for a suitable answer, all the while smirking and grinning
delightedly at my discomfort.
Then there were what later became known as Tiger Meets, when other country's squadrons who also had a Tiger
emblem would gather for exercises and to share knowledge and these occurred every few years. The farewell
parties after were also a great source of fun and games. Ken would insist on me playing guitar and singing. He
tried unsuccessfully to teach me Tiger Rag which he'd play on a piano encouraging us all to join in - somehow! On
one of these occasions one of the pilots had sourced some caviar. I'd never had this delicacy and when he urged
me to have some on a little round biscuit I did. To his great disappointment I declared it awful and fasting like
over salted fish which caused him to sigh and mutter “philistine”. Ken consoled him with an arm around his
shoulder and told him “that's our McCreadie, true to form, blunt and to the point.”
™ O - ] Thanks to Tiger News I was able to get
L | " * = \ back in contact with Ken and Sue via email
: s and we exchanged several informative
: posts over a few years. I was so glad to
be reunited with them both when my wife
and I attended the 100™ Anniversary
Reunion dinner at Stratford on Avon in
March 2017. When I came to greet him at
the pre-dinner drinks reception we shook
hands and just in case he didn't recognise
me after all those years I said who I was.
"Ah," he replied, "McCreadie! Brilliant
engineer, just couldnt stay out of
trouble!”

Left: Ken and Sue Goodwin with Mic at
the 100™ Anniversary Reunion in 2017.

T was deeply saddened to hear of Sue's untimely passing and then again by hearing via Tiger News that Ken too
had died. A true gentleman, caring and compassionate, the genuine article and a man who eventually guided me
into a more moderate, sensible and contributing member of normal society. Thank you Ken, I'll never forget you.

A recent addition to the
Association's archive
thanks to Ian Simpson is
this fine study of
Lightning F.6 XR769/B
taken at Tengah in
August 1968.
Interestingly this
aircraft was on charge
to 11 Squadron in 1988
when it suffered an
engine fire during
practice air to air
combat with a 74
Squadron F-4J,the crew
of which promptly
marked their aircraft up
with one 'kill' when the
Lightning crashed into
the North Sea. the pilot
ejected safely.
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Twist Giles

Over the years I have been privileged to meet and talk to many Tigers past and present (writes Bob Cossey). In
the late 1980s, when I was researching for my book ‘Tigers’, that included a memorable conversation with a
survivor from World War One, Twist Giles, who my wife Angie and me went to see in New Quay, south of
Aberystwyth, where he lived with his wife Olive. This is what he told us.

I joined up in 1915 and went into the Army Service Corps as a Private and rode motorcycles. Eventually I was
posted to a transport unit forming in Bristol, my home fown. I was put into the workshop section and acted as
office boy for the officer in charge of the lorries. I saw a bit of the war in France but then I decided I wanted
to become an officer myself. I applied, went to a cadet school on the Franco-Belgian border and opted for the
Somerset Light Infantry. T was posted to that unit and was made a Second Lieutenant in northern France.
Eventually we started to move south and I found myself in the Battle of the Somme in 1916, fighting in the
trenches for about ten days at a stretch and then withdrawing behind the lines for a rest, our place being
taken by another regiment which had itself just been rested. I remember one occasion when we were moving up
to relieve one of the Guard's battalions and we were wending our way through the communications trench which
was only about the height of an average man - tall men's heads were above the lip of the trench. Some German
aircraft came over and started dropping bombs and in fact killed the CO of my Company. He had only been
about ten yards in front of me.

Eventually we got right to the Somme and the time arrived when we were given our target. We moved out from
the communications trenches at 0430 and started to get through to the front line. The order to attack was
given and we moved out and spread out. When we were in the middle of a wood (although there were no trees,
just stumps, the rest having been blown up) the German guns spotted us and caused havoc, for we were wide
open with no cover. I was in front with my platoon which was in the main spread out with the exception of a few
who kept together against my instructions. I was bawling at them to spread out when I got an awful crack on my
arm and a finger was nearly severed by a piece of shrapnel. We carried a rudimentary first aid kit in our tunics
and I bound my finger on and we went on. We got into the trenches and captured some Germans. An NCO came
to see me and told me there were others in a dugout and they were firing at our troops. What was he to do? T
gave the order for a couple of grenades to be thrown down. I didn't like doing it but I had to. It was my job. I
was there to kill Germans.

A few days later, because the casualties in the Royal Flying Corps were pretty bad, an appeal was made to
infantry officers to transfer to the RFC. I decided that was what I wanted so I went. I had seen the aircraft
operating over the front and wanted to get up there with them - out of the trenches. I had had a whack of
that! I was accepted and was sent back to England. Initially I was posted to 43 Squadron - the Fighting Cocks -
as an observer. Mick Mannock was on the same aerodrome with 12 Squadron I think. My CO was Sholto-
Douglas. I was with him for four or five months flying Sopwith 11/2 strutters, an aircraft which was very
difficult to land. You really had to fly it into the ground. We had only the one gun in the back seat position
which the observer operated. One day we were ordered to take a photograph of a German machine gun school
which was about fifteen miles over the German lines. There was a hole cut in the bottom of the Sopwith in the
observer's cockpit through which the big camera was poked to take the shots. We managed to find the school
but I wasn't able to talk to Lieutenant Potter my pilot. If I wanted to communicate I had a piece of string
attached to his helmet which I could tug whereupon he would shut down the engine a bit and I would shout at
him! We got the photo and we started back. We were getting on very nicely when all of a sudden there was a
mighty crash on the nose of the aircraft and the machine started to vibrate. Part of the engine cowling had
blown off. The vibration was so great that Potter couldn't at first find the switch to cut off the engine.
Eventually he did though, then we saw what had happened - we had been struck by an anti-aircraft shell. So of
course we had to get down, but just at that moment some German aircraft appeared. I got ready to shoot at
them when behind them and above I saw another flight of machines - British! They could see that something
was happening ahead of them and they chased the Germans off. In the meantime we were getting lower and
lower in our engineless glide. Potter was pretty accurate in his judgement for we got across the lines and
crashed unceremoniously info a shell hole which was full of water. We were rescued by the infantry, neither of
us being injured although we were badly shaken. Potter was sent home but I was not so lucky. I was given a new
pilot and had to get on with the job.
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My new pilot hadn't been to the front before. He was dreadful, being completely inexperienced. I got a bit fed
up with him and applied for my own pilot's ticket. I was successful and went on a three-month course at Reading
University which I passed with flying colours before being posted to Gosport and Northolt and trained on
Maurice Farmans. From there we went to Shawbury where we stayed for two or three weeks and to where new
Farmans were being delivered in pieces. We had to build them before we could fly them! From Shawbury T went
to Gosport before being posted to No.74 at London Colney on 9™ November 1917 where I continued training on
Avro 504s. We had three COs in those early days - O'Hara Wood, Twistleton-Wickham-Fiennes (from the
family of explorers) and Dore. Then Caldwell, a good fellow, arrived on the scene. My nickname was bestowed on
me by Caldwell who wanted everyone to be known by their Christian names (Wilfred in my case) or nicknames.
‘What can we call you Giles?' he asked. ‘Where were you born?' 'Bristol’, I said. ‘That's where twist tobacco is
made isn't it?' And so Twist I became, as simple as that!
When training was complete we flew out o St Omer in France. We had a squadron dog - a mascot - a little black
puppy called Contact. The SE5 with which we had been equipped had a little black box in the fuselage in which
we could store our shaving material, towels and so on. Taffy Jones put the puppy into the box of his aircraft
with his kit. When we got o St Omer Taffy went down first o land, hit some rough ground and somersaulted. I
was up in the air watching all this and thinking to myself is it my turn next? I came down from the same
direction, into the wind or so I thought, hit the ground and went over too! Both aircraft were write offs.
Contact was alright although he was promptly sick on the spot.
After St Omer we flew to La Louvie, Teteghem (for gunnery practice) and Clairmarais where we were for some
time. When we got there we went straight out on patrols. On one occasion we were out and it started to snow.
It was always rather an unpleasant experience being in an open cockpit in those conditions and flying was
dangerous and disorientating. After Haig's Backs to The Wall message we went on the offensive and moved
around France quite a lot. I stayed with the squadron all the way through. In 1918 at war's end there were two
officers left, Taffy Jones and me, the rest having drifted away. He and T effectively wound up the squadron
whilst at Halluin. It was officially disbanded in 1919 having remained a squadron only on paper for some months.
I came home ferrying a flight of SEBs back for 32 Squadron which was acting as a sort of clearing squadron for
serviceable aircraft. It was they who used pilots wanting to get home to ferry the aeroplanes. I had made quite
a few of these flight for them and on my last flight to Blighty I was leader, being the oldest and thus presumed
to have the most experience. Having been delayed for a while by bad weather we eventually got under way
having waited in vain for some real improvement. I decided to climb above the black clouds into clearer weather
but while passing through them I lost the other three aircraft which rather frightened me I must say. I
became disorientated into the bargain, emerging from the cloud in a knife edge flying attitude. I could see the
sea ahead but it was above me! Having righted myself I found a boat and made up my mind to land in the sea
next to it. As I was preparing to do so I saw a line of white on the horizon - the cliffs at Dover. We never took
much notice of compasses but at this moment I was rather glad I had one which in the event was working
properly. I landed at the aerodrome which was close to the town. The CO came out and asked me where I had
come from. He fold me I was fo take the aircraft to Manchester. But I wouldn't. My instructions had been to
fly the aircraft o Dover aerodrome and nothing more. I would never have made it anyway as I had no idea how
to get there! So I left the SES where it was and went back to Bristol by train instead!

To be continued

Check out this t-shirt at www.flyingraphics.com/products/74th-fighter-squadron

(VAR NO Arg, There are opportunities aplenty to purchase polo shirts and other items
of wear celebrating 74 Squadron in the jet age, but now you can go
right back to the squadron of 105 years ago when it flew out to France
to participate in the final months of World War One with such success
that earned the squadron the Tigers sobriquet.

12




