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" T ' M F / L . Coates, the captain of the aircraft. 
T h e weather is quite good and we should 
make L u q a , Mal ta , in 5 i h o u r s . " 

W i t h this to- the-point introduct ion, effected 
as the speaker came aboard Hast ings W D 4 9 7 
at Lyneham on a bleak Sunday afternoon last 
February , it seems appropriate to open this 
account of a 32,000-mile tour of R .A .F . stations 
and outpos ts ; appropriate , that is, not only in 
order of chronology, bu t for the characteristic 
directness and friendliness of the words. T h e s e 
were qualities which s tamped the R .A .F . 
wherever we found i t—and we found it in some 
very strange places indeed. 

Out over France the skipper sent word inviting 
us forward, and as the Hastings sped southward 
from a deadly English Sunday afternoon we lorded 
it in the second-dickie's seat. It was a welcome 
change, for the rearward-facing prospect of a 
Hastings trooper offers little inspiration beyond luggage racks, 
ropes, haversacks, and enamel mugs; furthermore, we were able to 
satisfy a long-harboured curiosity concerning those slips of paper 
with which a Transport Command captain is plagued, even after 
George has taken over. A typical one gave this exclusive informa
tion : "Endurance 7 hr, AMPG .95, fuel left 1,141. GPH 201." 

The Hastings landed at Luqa in dark and rain, and we were 
already deciding that England wasn't such a bad place after all 
(even on a wet Sunday) when G/C. N . C. Odbert, O.B.E., the 
Station Commander, advanced out of the blackness to greet us 
and conduct us to the mess. The brightness of that institution 
was enhanced by the presence of a certain F/L. Buckley, who 
emerged from behind his cigar to recall how he had flown us over 
the Ruhr in a 4 Squadron Mosquito years ago, and to impart the 
happy news that he was captain of the M.E.A.F. Valetta in which 
we should be journeying for the next fortnight. 

Our first concern was the R.A.F. in Malta—the George Cross 
island, the unsinkable aircraft carrier of the Mediterranean, the 
frontier between Europe and the Middle East. . . . Describe it 
as one may, its imprint on history can never be effaced. As for 
its future as an R.A.F. base, this must be influenced by the 
workings of NATO. Already the Malta-based squadrons are 
working closely with the navies and air forces of the Western 
Powers and joint manucevres have proved a heartening success. 

One of our earliest calls was on W/C. D. S. Wilson-MacDonald, 
D.S.O., D.F.C., the sector commander at Valetta; and naturally 
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Middle East Air Force. 

one of the main themes of our talk was this linking-
up and working-up with the N A T O forces. Rome, 
Bari and Bizerte, it seems, are names almost as 
common in the air-talk of Malta as are Lyneham, 
Habbaniya and Fayid; and not the least important 
aspect of this intimate liaison with France and 
Italy is the extended early-warning of air attack 
on Malta itself. The wing commander spoke of the 
personal friendships growing up between the 
officers responsible, and he recalled how Col. Pilota 
Zucconi had confessed to having experienced a 
decided twitch on his first post-war flying visit to 
Malta—his previous 40 calls having been made in 
Ju 87s. 

When we drove through the streets of Valetta 
to pay our respects to the A.O.C.—A.V-M. B. V. 
Reynolds, C.B.E.—we saw that soft Malta sand
stone was healing the scarred face of this venerable 
capital. 

Later we heard, from Flt/O. S. R. McPherson, 
Officer i/c W.R.A.F. (Malta), how her little 

force—the only one of its kind overseas, and at that time number-
ine 26 Maltese volunteers—was "pressing on slowly." Commis
sioning of a number of girls, who are trained as fighter plotters 
and telephonists, had been approved in principle. A glimpse of 
the little office wherein Air Marshal Sir Hugh P. Lloyd directed 
Malta's defiance of the German and Italian bombers (it now 
serves as the M.T . office) reminded us that women fighter-plotters 
and telephonists are very important people indeed. 

The men of Malta have an opportunity of playing a part in tlieir 
island's defence by serving with R.A.F. (Malta). The S.P.S.O., 
S/L. A. G. W. Livingstone, D.F.C., told us that the force was 
formed two years after the war with the object of employing 
locaUy enlisted Maltese on restricted engagements—as cooks, 
drivers, admin, orderlies, and so on. No distinguishing flashes 
are worn (as on the uniforms of the Royal Malta Artillery) and 
about a third of the men now serving were R.A.F. regulars during 
and before the war. Doyen of the force is F/Sgt. Aquilina, B.E.M., 
the A.O.C.'s driver, with 19 years' service to his credit. 

Out at Luqa we looked in on a maritime reconnaissance squadron 
commanded by S/L. E. D. T . Norman, who, strangely enough 
(but by no means illogically), proved to be a navigator. The 
squadron shares its base with a second M.R. unit (having regard 
to the keen inter-squadron rivalry perhaps "another M.R. uni t" 
would be safer), similarly equipped with Lancaster M.R.3s. Also 
on the station arc the Communications Flight; and—as often as 
not—visiting R.A.F. detachments. 

(Below) A Vampire at Takali, Malta. (Right) Pilots and ground crew of a 
Malta-based Vampire squadron. Pilots (foreground, left to right). Sgt. 
L. Buckingham; FjO. A. L. Bennett; F/0. G. H. Jams; F/L. R. L Mills; 
S/L. M. C. S. Shepherd, O.B.E. (officer commanding); FjL. G. G. A. Davies, 

D.F.C.; F/0. J. F. Gale; PjO. B. B. Long; and Sgt. J. H. Kirk. 
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F/L Buckley, captain of 
the Valetta which carried 
"Flight's" representa
tives round M.E.A.F. 
stations. (Rightf) The 
Nile—"a blessed sight." 

Middle East and Far East . . . 

Based as it is, the squadron is well provided with submarines 
and surface craft with which to train in its operational rdles. Visits 
to the armament camp at Nicosia, night-bombing practice, fighter 
affiliations with the local Vampires, G.C.A. Training at Naples, 
and long-range navigational exercises (including Atlantic trips 400 
or 500 miles out from Gibraltar) are routine; and every six months 
a Lancaster is detached for a flight down to the Kufra Oasis, 600 
miles inland from the North African coast. The passengers are 
meteorological observers and Government officials, and when, 
with Lancaster crew-members, they visit the local sheik, a "duty 
feast," complete with sheep's eyeball, is laid on. 

One of the squadron's responsibilities being search and rescue, 
a Lancaster, equipped with Lindholme gear, is maintained on a 
24-hr watch. Airborne lifeboats are also on hand, but these are 
not dropped until the Lindholme gear has been put down and an 
accurate position established. 

An " M R . " Lancaster crew numbers seven, and the menu on 
long sorties—up to u £ hr—is less epicurean than that enjoyed on 
the later, larger Shackleton. Sandwiches, rather than eggs and 
bacon, are the diet; but a brew-up of tea or soup is a comfort 
and consolation. 

In addition to being a key operational base, Luqa is an important 
staging post on the Middle East and Far East transport and ferry 
routes, which means heavy responsibility for the Technical Wing. 
The Malta Communications Flight is under the command of 
F/L. R. Jenkins and is equipped with a very distinguished looking 
Valetta C.2 wherein the C.-in-C. Mediterranean, the A.O.C. Malta, 
and their staffs are transported about their business. It wears a 
blue band inscribed with its name—La Valette. 

The next airfield we visited in Malta was the Royal Naval Air 
Station at Takali (H.M.S. Goldfinch), commanded by Lt. Cdr. 
Malleson, R.N., and occupied by a famous R.A.F. day fighter/ 
ground attack squadron led by S/L. M. C. S. Shepherd, O.B.E. 
This unit is a fine example of the go-anywhere, tackle-anything 
Vampire 9 squadron of which the R.A.F. has a number overseas, 
and it has been on hand in most of the recent crises in the Middle 
East area. Very high proficiency has been developed in the art of 
quick moving from one base to another, and the twice-yearly 
visits to Nicosia for armament practice are excellent tests of this 
ability. Up to seven Valettas may arrive from Fayid at dawn and 
be in Cyprus with 130 ground crew, servicing equipment, spares, 
jacks, chocks, stone-guards and covers the same day. The 
squadron tries not to depend on other stations except for fuel, and 
wherever it may be ordered its Army Ground Liaison Section will 
follow. 

Typical training commitments are G.C.I, practices with the 
Malta stations; ground-attack practice in North Africa; mock 
rocket and dive-bombing attacks on naval vessels in the Mediter
ranean; and air firing against a banner target towed by a Meteor 7. 
In the big N A T O exercises the Vampires have been matched 
against some unusual "enemy" types, and S/L. Shepherd recalled 
a number of victories over U.S. Navy Banshees. There is real 
excitement, too, in the mock shipping strikes, and the pilots often 
feel the blast of a cruiser's dual-purpose armament firing 100-ft. 
break-up shot. 

As a jet-fighter base, the squadron leader remarked, Malta has 
the deficiency that forced landings are ruled out by the frequent 
occurrence of 4ft stone walls. Ditching is not a recommended 
procedure, so a bale-out is indicated in the rare event of a Goblin 
failure or similar predicament. The drill is to trim well forward 

and roll the Vampire on to its back (which reminds us that the 
C O . himself leads the aerobatic team, and that as a "party line" 
the whole squadron will form its two-figure number—at night, 
with nav. lights on). 

There is a fine spirit in this squadron, not among the pilots alone 
but among the ground crews—"the best in the Middle East" the 
C O . assured us, with South African staunchness. The regard of 
a French Vampire unit for this R.A.F. counterpart is expressed 
by a Croix de Guerre and a Medaille Militaire which grace the 
mess. There is a superscription to the effect that they were 
presented to the squadron by Capt. Mesnard and Lt. Le-Scouezec, 
French Air Force (Bizerte) on the occasion of their visit to Takali 
to take part in Exercise D X M in August, 1952. 

Our last call was on the Malta homer station, which has achieved 
a very high reputation among Service and civilian pilots. Of 
standard R.A.F. pattern, the homer is above the sea and often 
"works" aircraft at freak distances. One log entry we saw read: 
"bearing 118, height 11.5, miles 625." We were also shown a 
letter from Airwork, Ltd., to the "Staff of the Malta Homer," 
thanking them for their excellent work in connection with the 
Hermes down off Trapani last year. There is little glamour about 
these homers, but, truly, the R.A.F. would be lost without them. 

Our Valetta taxied out early in the morning past a dainty pair 
of Hornets staging through to the Far East. F/L. Buckley sighed, 
murmured "Little beauties," and resignedly set about the cockpit 
checks of his "pig ." 

At 178 kt true we headed out across the Mediterranean for El 
Adem. There was little to entertain us but water and sand, 
though we did sight a tangle of war-time tank tracks. "Buck" 
said a geologist had told him that they would remain visible from 
the air for ever. 

El Adem, we found, has three 2,000-yd runways (two all-
weather, one sand), and it is well equipped to take care of visiting 
aircraft, their crews., and passengers. The dining room can cope 
with 400 meals a day, and during heavy troop movements to the 
Canal Zone last year it served 1,500 meals (every one guaranteed 
square) in two days. Its busiest morning was that on which a 
French Dakota, eight R.A.F. Valettas, four Mosquitoes, five 
Meteors and three Furies called in. Within 1 hr 40 min all but 
the Meteors and Furies had refuelled and departed. 

Mr. Gifford, the senior met. officer, told us of one of the station's 
unusual and important responsibilities—that of servicing the 
generators and other equipment for the met. outposts at Giara-
bub, Kufra, Jalo, Benina, Cyrene and Derna, which send in their 
reports every three hours. 

We were concerned to notice that the occupants of the D/F . 
huts and vehicles disposed around El Adem perimeter had been 
issued with Sten guns. Batteries, it seemed, had taken to walking 
out of Babs vehicles—and even cable alarms could not arrest this 
unaccountable exodus of Her Majesty's stores. 

The local Arabs (with whom no association of the aforemen
tioned phenomenon is, of course, intended) are by nature acquisi
tive, and they harvest the shells, bombs and mines which still 
abound in the surrounding desert. Remarkably enough, the 

(Extreme left) "R.A.F. 
Jebel Mageinis"—salvag
ing a Valetta from the 
desolate Sudan scrub. 
Seen at the entrance of 
what was originally a 
barracks for Kitchener's 
troops is VV/C. £. F. 
Pippet, Officer Command

ing, R.A.F. Khartoum. 



explosions are not always fatal. The one we witnessed ourselves 
was too distant for us to observe any anatomical disruption. 

The Bedouin, incidentally, will accept no money for aiding dis
tressed pilots; but they do ask for a chit recording their good deed. 
This they will exhibit in time of need, and W/C. F. M. Thomas, 
the station commander, told us that he had recently paid £i to a 
wanderer who had produced from an old tin a paper certifying 
that he had assisted a baled-out Vampire pilot. 

One of the most interesting of the component units is die 
Desert Rescue Team, comprising one Anson, flown by the wing 
commander himself, and two Matador vehicles equipped with 
R/T. , W/T. , and with fuel capacity for over 700 miles. On a trip 
into the blue the Matadors carry their own supplies and medical 
stores, and navigate by their E.2, P. 12 and Coles sun compasses. 
A local gentleman called Chico interprets and helps with his 
knowledge of the desert. The Anson will take five 125-lb supply 
containers, and these (the door having been removed) are thrown 
out of the cabin. 

W/C. Thomas is not unnaturally envious of the helicopters 
available to the Americans in the Middle East; but it is possible 
for the R.A.F. to request assistance from Wheeler Field, where an 
"egg-beater" is always standing by ready to be transported by 
air to a designated locality. 

The mist which strewed the desert early on the morning of our 
departure dispersed as the sun began its climb and stared in 
through the cockpit windows. The oases at Siwa, Farafra and 
Dakhla were as welcome to our eyes as to those of any camel-
borne nomad. So fantastic were the rock and sand formations, 
as we made them out in the distance, that through sun-glasses we 
could almost have sworn to seeing meadows, forests and ships— 
then a great harbour with shoals and a host of small craft. But 
everything was rock and sand—and more rock and sand. 

The Nile at Wadi Haifa was a blessed sight, and the runway 
showed as a black strip in the glaring hot sand. Shell refuelled us 
and our crew changed into khaki drill. At Khartoum we were 
glad to follow their example, and W/C. E. F. Pippet, Officer 
Commanding, R.A.F. Khartoum, obligingly switched on his fan 
before telling us about his command. 

Capable of housing an operational squadron, Khartoum also 
has staging facilities for transit aircraft (mainly Valettas of the 
M.E.A.F. Transport Force and Hastings of Transport Com
mand) and provides parent facilities for the Tropical Experi
mental Unit. Men or equipment are despatched to Juba and Wadi 
Haifa as required. The desert rescue commitment is lightened by 
the natives, who are usually the first to spot a grounded aircraft 
and who promptly report it to the District Commissioner. The 
Khartoum-based Ansons are useful, however, for keeping a 
watching brief on the rescue proceedings. More usually they are 
engaged on landing-ground checks, in helping out the Army, or 
taking the station equipment officer and Mr. Griffiths, the Shell 
Aviation manager, round the country to check-up on petrol stocks. 

The Tropical Experimental Unit is active only between March 
and October each year, but two or three men are always left in 
Khartoum to clear up and prepare for the coming season. Last 
year the Canberra, Meteor 8 and 11, Shackleton and Viscount 
were put through die killing paces of tropical trials, and an Ashton 
undertook special met. tests for the Royal Aircraft Establishment. 
This year two Venoms, a Sea Prince, a Pembroke, a metal-bladed 
Dragonfly, a Shackleton 2, and the Beverley are expected. The 
manning of the T.E.U. depends on the programme, but the staff 
will usually number 30 or 40 and will be augmented by the crews 
of the aircraft undergoing trials and by attendant boffins. 

W/C. Pippet showed us round and we saw long-term storage 
tests in progress. These are being made with two sons of cocoon* 
ing material (smooth and rough-surfaced), and the subjects 
include two Tempest 2s, a Lancaster mid-upper turret, samples of 
Hercules 16, Derwent 1 and Merlin T.24, a n d an auxiliary 

(Upper left) S/L J. R. Wood 
D.F.C., commanding the Aden 
Communications Squadron 
(Valettas). (Above) W/C. C. R. A. 
Forsyth, D.S.O., Officer Com
manding, R.A.F. Khormaksar 
with S/L D. B. Bretherton, D.F.C., 
commanding a Khormaksar-based 
Vampire squadron. (Top right) 
An N.C.O. of the Aden Protectorate 
Levies. (Right) Mess waiters Aden. 

power unit. Temperatures and humidities are taken regularly. 
I t emerged, as we chatted with the wing commander, that on 

the previous day he had flown an Anson out to test a strip in the 
Jebel Mageinis district. This had been scraped in the desolate, 
game-teeming scrub and elephant grass in order that a force-
landed Valetta might be flown out; so we determined to see it for 
ourselves next morning before journeying on to Aden. 

We had a bumpy ride, but photographer McLaren was able 
to record this classic feat of salvage. On one of our low 
passes we threw down a copy of Flight, and receipt was acknow
ledged over the R/T. Something with a gurgle in it (My Good
ness, Mageinis?) rather than a 13-page description of the Sabre, 
might have been more acceptable; but the current Flight was all 
we had on hand, and we hope F/O. Kent and his team at least 
found it an agreeable change from the Valetta handbook. 

The flight from Khartoum to Khormaksar (Aden) was long 
and often impressive—especially in the region of Asmara, perched 
in the mountains of Eritrea. Some hundreds of miles to the 
south was R.A.F. Station Eastleigh (Nairobi, Kenya), for which, 
as for Khartoum, H.Q. British Forces Aden, an M.E.A.F. sub-
formation, is responsible. 

We found a great wealth of Service interest in the heat-seared 
Aden Protectorate, extending beyond the flying units themselves; 
but our first concern was the squadrons. 

Though controlled by the R.A.F., Khormaksar is a joint-user 
airfield, and one may see machines of Aden Airways, Ethiopian 
Airlines, B.O.A.C., Air-India, and Yemen Airlines (not forgetting 
Mr. Besse's Bonanza), in addition to Vampires, Valettas, Ansons, 
Austers, and the odd Meteor 7. The station commander is 
W/C. C. R. A. Forsyth, D.S.O., and he took us along to a squadron 
under the command of S/L. D. B. Bretherton, D.F.C., then con
certing from Brigands to Vampires. Though the change was a 
radical one, it appeared to occasion little concern, either on the 
score of handling or of operation. The squadron leader was con
fident of his unit's ability to do the job required. Certainly the 
Vampire pilots will have ample opportunity for armament prac
tice : there is a range for guns and rockets at Khormaksar beach, 
a bombing range inland, and the unit will do its normal annual 
training in Nicosia. Sometimes a launch of the Marine Craft 
Unit is used to tow a splash target for gunnery practice, or a Naval 
vessel may be asked to haul a spar so that the Vampires, having 
intercepted the vessel, may launch their rockets at the plume of spray. 

Another squadron commander who seemed happy with his 
equipment—though it is operated at high intensity—was S/L. J. R. 
Wood, D.F.C., of the Aden Communications Squadron. The 
aircraft are Valettas and they deliver fresh rations to the South 
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Arabian route stations of Rijan, Salalah and Masirah. They also 
maintain passenger and freight schedules to Eastleigh, Khartoum 
and Fayid; supply the Somaliland Scouts (for Somaliland comes 
under Aden's command); and—should strips suitable for Valettas 
be available—they back up the Aden Protectorate Levies when 
these are operating up-country. Odd jobs, such as the flying of 
servicing parties to Kamaran Island for the assistance of Vam
pires staging through, or the air-lifting of troops on Mau Mau 
operations, turn up from time to time. On the day we called, two 
Valettas were plying along the South Arabian coast, one was up 
at Fayid on passenger schedule, one over in Nairobi, one at 
Khartoum, two with the Aircraft Servicing Flight, and one—the 
A.O.C.'s aircraft—was being prepared to leave for Somaliland. 
We were not surprised to hear that during 1952 the Valettas had 
carried 4,873 passengers and about 2 | million pounds of payload. 

Anyone who supposes that an R.A.F. flight equipped with 
Ansons and Austers must be a bread-and-butter affair should visit 
the Aden Protectorate's Support Flight, responsible for flying 
political officers up-country, for communication with the Aden 
Protectorate Levies when they are in the field, and occasionally 
for obliging (and thus propitiating) the Arab rulers. The Flight is 
commanded by F/L. Chambers, D.F.C., and one of the pilots, 
F/O. Mudry, gave us the most memorable afternoon of our tour 
when he flew us in an Anson up to the Beihan strip on the Yemen 
border. Beihan is a sort of little Shangri-la, with all the colour, 
romance, adventure and warmth of the East poured into it—or so 
it seemed to us. We had something to say about it in the issue of 
May 1st. 

W/C. A. W. J. Robertson, Officer Commanding R.A.F. Regi
ment, reminded us not to confuse the Regiment with the Levies, 
for whereas the Levies are responsible for maintaining law and 
order through the Protectorate, the Regiment's r61e is the internal 
security of Aden Colony. There has been no army in Aden since 
the R.A.F. took over in 1947. 

In command of the Aden Protectorate Levies is G/C. D. H. 
Wenham, M.C., and in his absence we were received by W/C. 
C. H. Williams. The A.P.L.s have R.A.F. Regiment and Arab 
officers and N.C.O.s, and are highly mobile. One flight at a time 

(Upper left) Our arrival at Salalah, with the two guards of honour 
wielding "pieces of ordnance ranging from sporting Lee-Enfields to 
•4S0 Martinis." (Left) Personnel of R.A.F. Salalah, with F/0. Roy 
Hollingworth, the officer commanding, "on the board." (Above) The 

business quarter. 

undertakes a 1,500-mile reconnaissance to gain experience of 
driving and living under what can be truly described as field 
conditions. Wear and tear on the vehicles up-country was 
described to us as fantastic; tyre life was somewhere between 4,000 
and 6,000 miles. A three-tonner, four-wheel-drive Bedford might 
average 3 m.p.g. with luck. Cars are of little use and half-tracks 
worse. Beihan—1 to i£ hr distant by air—is five days off by "road." 

But if surface transport is tough on the vehicles and crews, it 
may bring indirect benefits to the Arabs, for a convoy of vehicles 
might be deemed by them to have "made a road," thereby help
ing to open up the country and stimulate trade. 

Levy operations of one kind or another have been continuous 
for 18-20 months, and two—one against a tribe which refused to 
co-operate with the administration and one peace-making mission 
—were in progress when we were in Aden. Twice a year a recruit
ing column, with a Levy band, visits the sultans and sheiks. Each 
candidate passes through his tribal tent and the sultan is called 
upon to recognize him. Thus are deserters and murderers 
screened. 

The officer ranks are of Turkish origin; the senior Arab officer 
of a squadron is a Yuzbashi and, of a wing, a Bimbashi. 

From S/L. W. A. Plowman, Officer Commanding Aden Sup
plies Depot, we took a lesson in housekeeping in the grand 
manner. The A.S.D.—a wholly R.A.F. unit—feeds the military 
personnel of the colony, any visiting R.A.F. and Naval elements, 
the Levies, and the Governor's Guards; it supplies the Levies' 
camels and their fodder, runs a dairy farm with 200 head (and one 
thoroughbred Friesian bull), bakes 2,000 loaves a day, and restocks 
Rijan, Salalah and Masirah with Valetta-loads of meat, vegetables, 
bread and eggs three times a fortnight. Twice a year, in a ship 
chartered by the R.A.F., it despatches to the staging posts bulk 
supplies of flour, atta (for native baking), and sheep and goats 
"on the hoof" for ritual slaughtering by the Levies. The head 
baker, Mohamed Sussein Hassan, has served British forces in 
Aden since 1901—and he will show his paybook to prove it. 

On the same premises is the Medical Equipment Depot, 
which supplies everything its name implies to H.Q. British Forces, 
visiting troops and Naval vessels, and the Somaliland scouts. It 
has a special cold store for drugs—reminding us that "ice harvester" 
is a semi-skilled trade at the Depot. 

At No. 114 M.U. (next door to a Hindu temple) they have 
problems of their own. One of these is implicit in a prominent 
notice advising employees that bribery will bring dismissal. 
F/L. House, the chief equipment officer, told me of others—white 
ants, for example, and woolly bugs, which so weaken the seams of 
garments that there is a danger of the wearer revealing his fine 
brown frame too thoroughly even for Aden. 

From Khormaksar the Valetta hugged the South Arabian coast 
and before putting down at Salalah we gazed on the forbidding 
terrain of the Hadramaut (The Death), and, at the water's edge, 
the amazing mudbrick "skyscrapers" of Mukalla. 

The Officer Commanding R.A.F. Salalah, F/O. Roy Holling
worth (straight off Meteors and half-way through his six months' 

(Left) G\C. G. R. Brice, C.B.E., 
Senior R.A.F. Officer in the 
Persian Gulf. (Right) The navi
gator of our M.E.A.F. Valetta, 
FjO. L G. Clarke had just 
stepped down from the astro
dome when a Persian Gulf hail
storm modified its contour as 
shown. Assessing damage are 
FjO. Clarke, FjO. S. A. Evans and 

Sgt. G. W. Heasman. 
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(Upper left) The tribal dance at Masirah Island is 
all good clean fun, and here Corporal Seymour 
joins in. The adjacent view shows Aden Pro
tectorate Levies throwing a party in our honour 
and (above) one of them, in field service kit, is 
drawing a bead on an advancing "enemy." On 
the extreme left, with a piece of artillery from an 
old Portuguese fort, are F/0. J. A. Basson (com
manding Levies), Mr. C. S. Wallace (station 
engineer), and FjO. D. Graham (officer com
manding). Last, "Ruck gave the Wali a circuit in 

the Valetta, which pleased him vastly." 

tour) greeted us with a big grin and two guards of honour. They 
wielded pieces of ordnance ranging from sporting Lee-Enfields 
to .450 Martinis. 

This was one occasion at least when we met the entire R.A.F. 
unit-strength—specifically one flight sergeant, four corporals 
and ten airmen. We regret that we were not able to meet the 
camel which is listed on the M/T . strength. 

From the technical viewpoint the strip has nothing on London 
Airport; so we piled into a lorry to spend an hour meeting the 
Bedouin who had come down from the hills (bringing their own 
flies with them) and eyeing the Sultan's white seaside palace. 
A dhow lay off-shore and the C O . told us how similar craft are 
used to bring in the fuel for the R.A.F. The drums are tied 
together, heaved overboard, marshalled by strong swimmers (at 
some risk to life and limb, for each drum weighs 4 cwt), and 
dragged up the beach. With luck, eight hundred might be brought 
ashore in three days. The flying officer added that his unit could 
make good use of a small boat for fishing and that he had his eye 
on something suitable; but the Arab owner was asking the im
possible price of 120 Maria Theresa dollars. These beautiful old 
coins, incidentally, are still legal tender in those parts—as legal 
as a chopper applied to the wrist or a red-hot iron to the tongue. 

Arabian Nights stuff, true, but for a sheer blood-and-thunder 
background the reader is commended to Masirah Island— 
barren, biscuit-coloured and green-fringed by shallows, as we saw 
it from the Valetta. It lies 1,100 miles from Aden, 15 miles from 
the coast of Oman, and, under an agreement with the Sultan of 
Muscat and Oman, the R.A.F. is in occupation of its north-eastern 
promontory. There is no cultivation and few fresh-water wells, 
but in the early monsoon months the beaches are alive with turtles, 
up to 5ft long, laying their eggs in the dunes and blotching the 
sand with their tears. Strange and fierce fish abound (with the 
C O . — F / O . D. Graham—we watched a 7ft shark landed and later 
relished shark for dinner); so it is hardly surprising that swim
ming is strictly out—except in a disused water storage-tank. 

The reputed hide-out of Captain Kidd, Masirah could tell 
many a tale of scullduggery. It was only four years ago that a party 
of Mecca-bound pilgrims was forced ashore on the mainland 
opposite the island by the villainous skipper of their dhow. Five 
died from various privations, but the others contrived to get 
across to Masirah and were cared for by the R.A.F. There was a 
whip-round and a free flight to Aden. 

Less fortunate were crew-members of the Baron Inverdale, who 
put ashore for water in 1904 and were massacred to a man. The 
ship set course back to Aden and the Navy sent a sloop to put a 
few salvoes into the huts of the islanders. 

Today any such retribution would come from the R.A.F., 
though there is scant likelihood of its ever being called for. The 
Wali—who is the Sultan's representative on the island—seemed 
a friendly sort, with a taste for Players and a gambia (both decora
tive and serviceable) tucked in his sash. We sat with him to watch 
the tribal dancing put on for us by his people and by the Aden 
Levies, and before we left next morning Buck gave him a circuit 
in the Valetta, which pleased him vastly. 

Masirah is established for 17 R.A.F. personnel and a squadron 
of Aden Protectorate Levies. The Levies are commanded by 
F/O. J. A. Basson, ex-Indian Army, and in his opinion they are 
almost the equal of Pathans. He ordered a mock assault for our 
edification—a Beau Geste indeed, as the picture confirms. 
Additionally, there are the Sultan of Muscat's coolies and a local 
Bedouin labour force under Mr. C S. Wallace, the station engineer. 

Train spotters have a thin time in those parts, for Mr. Wallace 
assured us that the Utile locomotive which hauls fuel from the 
dump is the only one between Port Sudan and Sharjah (2,000-odd 
miles). Air spotters have better service, and the station records 
show a genuine Anson Mk 1 from Muscat and a Commando of 
Air Djibouti. 

We left Masirah with reluctance and the Valetta struck north 
across a wilderness of mountains rearing as high as 10,000ft. 
These at length gave way to a coastal plain, upon which we sighted 

(Left) A.V-M. J. G. Hawtrey, C.B.E., A.O.C. Iraq. (Centre) "best blues" at Habboniya : (/. to r.) F/L. L. C. Packer (station adjutant) ; W/C. 
I. G. H. Drummond (commanding maintenance unit); W/C. A. N. Combe, A.F.C. (commanding admin, wing); W/C. J. Wilkin (commanding technical 
wing); GjC. R. A. T. Stowell, O.B.E., D.F.C. (station commander); W/C. M. \jj/. Coombes (commanding flying wing); S/L. N. N. Ezekiel (commanding 
a Lancaster P.R. squadron); S/L. P. H. P. Roberts (commanding a Vampire squadron). (Right) At A.H.Q. Iraq: (I. tor.) W/C. A. D. Forster, D.F.C. 

(W/C. Ops.); G/C. J. 0. W. Oliver, C.B., D.S.O., D.F.C. (S.A.S.O.); G/C. R. W. P. Collings, D.S.O., A.F.C. (S.O.A.). 
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the airfield at Sharjah, and there turned north-west for Bahrain. 
In the Persian Gulf we made out H.M.S. Ceylon and H.M.S. 
Wild Goose—the latter being one of three frigates of her class 
permanently stationed there—and a few minutes short of Bahrain 
a freak storm hit us. Of such ferocity was the hail that the astro
dome shattered, and the navigator—F/O. L. G. Clarke—who had 
just stepped down from the position, was lucky to lose only 
his hat. 

G/C. G. R. Brice, C.B.E., the Station Commander at Bahrain 
and Senior R.A.F. Officer, Persian Gulf, gave us a personally 
conducted tour of the station, the gardens and swimming pool of 
which are considered to be the best in the whole of Bahrain—a 
sizeable and heavily populated island. He was kind enough, also, 
to have us driven out to the Marine Base, which normally handles 
two Sunderlands a month (staging through to or from Seletar), 
and we looked in on the R.A.F. Yacht Club, where members 
seemed well content with their Yachting World dinghies. 

A staging post on the arterial air route to the Far East, Bahrain 
is of great civil and military importance. The R.A.F. and the civil 
operators work happily together and often lend each other a hand. 
For B.O.A.C. crews, and for the crews of French military aircraft 
in transit to Saigon, there is a standing invitation to the mess. 
Air Traffic had handled 214 R.A.F. and 202 foreign military 
aircraft in the month preceding our visit. 

Much of G/C. Brice's work is of a politico'social nature, and 
he has an Anson in which to get around his "parish." It is often 
to be seen on the private airfields (of which there are several along 
the Gulf), owned by the big oil companies. 

An occasional visitor is the Shaikh of Bahrain, His Highness 
Shaikh Sir Sulman Bin Hamad Alkhalifa, K.C.M.G., K.C.I.E., 
who was flown in a Valetta last year on a visit to the Shaikh of 
Kuwait. We were introduced to his nephews at G/C. Brice's 
residence, and on the same occasion had our first meeting 
with Air Marshal J. G. Hawtrey, C.B.E., Air Officer Com
manding Iraq. He invited us to visit him in his "little bachelor 
place" at Habbaniya, and in that direction the Valetta headed 
next day. 

T o the R.A.F.'s wonderful garden city of Habbaniya, set in 
arid desert 50 miles west of Baghdad, on the River Euphrates, 
we were welcomed by G/C. R. A. T . Stowell, O.B.E., D.F.C., 
the Station Commander, and W/C. A. N . Combe, A. F. C , 
Officer Commanding the Admin. Wing. Like all newcomers to 
"Habb." , we were quite bewildered by the manifold activities and 
startling incongruities of the base itself, and by its political and 
military associations with the country of Iraq. 

Air Headquarters, Iraq, developed at Habbaniya following the 
decision of the British Government in 1922, on the advice of 
Mr. Winston Churchill (then Colonial Secretary), to withdraw 
all Army units from Iraq and to entrust the protection of the 
newly-created Kingdom of Iraq to the Royal Air Force. It is the 
just claim of Air Chief Marshal Sir Arthur Sanders, K.C.B., 
K.B.E., Commander-in-Chief, Middle East Air Force, that the 
R.A.F. has lived up to the trust placed in it, first by safeguarding 
Northern Iraq against aggression, then by defending the southern 
provinces against raiding tribesmen, and finally by providing the 

central administration with a means of exercising effective military 
control while the Iraqi forces were being built up. 

Today the R.A.F. is in Iraq for two reasons only—to maintain 
important staging posts on the Far East air route, and to help 
defend Iraq against attack, should need arise. 

The grand tour of Habb. is an absolutely unique experience. 
We were immediately impressed by the thorough and orderly 
arrangements for passenger reception, the facilities for post-flight 
meals, security control, air applications, currency exchange, and 
the other services required of a trunk-route staging post. We saw 
—and admired—the various lounges, ante-rooms and dining-
rooms for officers, N.C.O.s and airmen, the N.A.A.F.I, and hair-
dressing saloon; we noted the pleasant orderliness of the extensive 
municipal area, the beauty of the Command Gardens (wherein the 
familiar plants of home grow wonderfully large and fast), the 
churches of the various denominations, and the British war-graves 
cemetery. And when we had beheld all these, we turned our gaze 
upon the farm and stables of the P.S.I., the racecourse, the kennels, 
the three hospitals (Levy, civil and R.A.F.), the nine-hole golf 
course, airmen's bungalows, shops, swimming pools, school, 
pitches for soccer and rugger (there are eight for soccer alone), the 
polo ground, and the gymnasium. In the evening we looked in on 
the Education Section, information room, the Printing Guild, and 
the Amateur Radio Club; and in due time we sought the comforts 
and luxuries of the Officers' Club. There we heard of the activities 
of the Turf Club, the Polo Club, the Riding Club, and the Amateur 
Theatrical Guild, and as we continued on our rounds next day we 
saw a pack of the far-famed Exodus Hunt setting out on the scent 
of desert jackals. Nor did we fail to visit the enterprising Yacht 
Club on Lake Habbaniya. 

Our guide on the flying side was W/C. M. W. Coombes, Officer 
Commanding Flying Wing, and with him we looked in on air 
traffic control, the aircraft movements and signals sections, flight 
planning, and the meteorological office for Iraq Command, where 
we learned how local met. conditions can be equally trying at low 
and high levels. By raising the dust the surface winds can obscure 
a pilot's vision, while at great heights the Vampires may encounter 
jet streams of the order of 170 knots. 

In the mobile wing-ops. room we met S/L. P. H. P. Roberts, 
officer commanding one of the Vampire 9 squadrons (a second is 
under the command of S/L. E. J. Roberts), and he stressed the 
necessity for very accurate pre-flight planning. The paucity of 
desert landmarks, he added, called for a high standard of low-level 
navigational training—but not at the expense of high-level inter
ception practice. As for armament training, a range a few miles 
outside the circuit offers time-expired vehicles as an inviting 
alternative to the standard 10ft rocket and cannon targets. 

A flying unit of a wholly different character was the P.R. 
squadron under the command of S/L. N . N. Ezekiel and equipped 
with Lancaster P.R.is, fitted with the K.17 and the relatively new 
Williamson F.49 cameras. The squadron learned its job in East 
Africa from No. 82, an account of which was given in Flight of 
November 14th, 1952, and has been engaged on Colonial develop
ment mapping in the Aden and Somaliland Protectorates. 
The photographic technique entails the use of radar beacons, 
and S/L. Ezekiel goes out with the radar officer to find suitable 
high locations for the avoidance of ground screening. A 
Valetta transports the beacons to the nearest landing ground, 

(Be/ow) Batting-in a Mosquito staging through Mauripur to the Far East. The group (left to right) are: S/L A. W. Barwood, D.F.C. (S/L flying); 
vV/C. J. D. Kirwan, D.F.C., officer commanding, R.A.F. Mauripur; and—newly arrived to take over from W/C. Kirwan—W/C. R. A. Colville. 



supplies the beacon party with rations and spares, and delivers 
jeeps and Land Rovers. 

The Radar Air Liaison Section, a small unit of the Royal 
Engineers under Capt. R. Bowen, moves round with the squadron, 
checking the photographs, assessing their suitability for mapping, 
maintaining records of the work done, and preparing flying charts 
for the coverage of outstanding areas. Every three months the 
cameras and film magazines are calibrated, and each time a photo
graph is taken an automatic observer records the altitude and 
attitude, the time, the captain's name, G-position, and the radar 
blip on the navigator's screen. We gathered that the present maps 
of the Aden Protectorate are not exactly mirrors of the truth, some 
of the mountains, for instance, being considerably farther south 
than marked. 

Further variety on the flying side was provided by the Air 
Headquarters Iraq Communications Flight (F/L. A. G. Corfe), 
which is equipped with Valettas, Ansons, a Proctor and a Devon, 
and maintains transport schedules through the Persian Gulf 
stations and to Mauripur in Pakistan. It carries staff officers 
throughout Iraq Command, is further responsible for operating 
the A.O.C.'s Devon, and undertakes first-line servicing of the 
Regent of Iraq's Dove. 

Having made our number with the various flying units, it 
remained to inspect several earth-bound institutions of importance, 
the first being the magnificent Air Headquarters, where G/C. 
R. W. P. Collings, Senior Officer, Administration, and G/C. 
J. O. W. Oliver, C.B., D.S.O., D.F.C., the Senior Air Staff Officer, 
received us. Having heard of the R.A.F. co-operation with the 
Iraqi Air Force, we were sorry not to meet S/L. J. E. Marshall, 
D.F.C., the senior R.A.F. officer seconded to that Service. He 
holds the local rank of lieutenant-colonel and wears the appro
priate uniform. 

W/C. J. Wilkin, Officer Commanding, Technical Wing, told us 
how his Wing is responsible for the engineering, signals and 
armament of the squadrons, for general engineering, and for third-
and fourth-line servicing of the Command M.T . A mobile 
servicing party from the Wing, incidentally, had been working on 
a Sunderland we had seen down at Bahrain. On the domestic 
side the Wing produces furniture and items of hospital equipment 
(its major medical achievement was an air-transportable iron lung), 
and it is further responsible for the running of the convoys over 
500 miles of the Syrian Desert through Ramadi, Rutbah, along the 
Haifa pipeline, and by way of Mafraq to Amman. 

From W/C. I. G. H. Drummond we heard how the Mainten
ance Unit dealt in explosives, motor transport, general supplies, 
baking, butchery and laundry. There was, we ascertained, a 
flight lieutenant post for a Command analyst, but whether or not 
a recent sale of obsolete stores (fetching £27,000) had been the 
responsibility of a Command auctioneer we never did discover. 

A convoy escort exercise being imminent, most of the Royal 
Air Force Levies (Iraq), including the Force Commander, 
G/C. C. J. Keegan, D.S.O., were absent; but we did see a Machine 
Gun Squadron formed up to leave, and learned, incidentally, that 
it was the only "mixed" squadron of the Force, being composed of 
Assyrians and Kurds, whereas the other squadrons were wholly 
Assyrian, Kurdish or Arab. The Levies have much to be proud of, 
and they wear their white plumes with a fine air. S/L. C. N. 
Cobb, M.B.E., the squadron leader admin., told us how, once a 
year, a shooting party leaves for the Kurdish mountains, return
ing with the feathers of perhaps a hundred white-tailed eagles. 
These are dyed according to the wearer's nationality—white for 
Assyrians, red for Kurds, purple for Arabs. 

On the opposite page are: Sgt. 
Ishkaq Makkho, of the R.A.F. 
Levies (Iraq), in Assyrian national 
costume; S/L C. N. Cobb, 
M.B.E., inspecting a guard 
mounted by an Assyrian squadron 
of the Royal Air Force Levies 
(Iraq); and the Command Gar
dens, Habbaniya. This page (top 
left): the Royal Exodus Hunt 
setting out for exercise in the 
desert surrounding Habbaniya; 
(upper right) a Machine-gun 
Squadron of the Levies paraded 
for a desert exercise; (right) 
S/L M. J. Harris, "Mayor" of 
the civil cantonment, introduces 

one of his honest burghers. 

Training accords with the Levies' main role—the defence of 
Habbaniya. A flight is similar in composition to an army platoon, 
and a squadron is set up on company lines. The senior native 
officer of the whole force is a Rab Khaila; of a wing, a Rab Tremma; 
of a squadron, a Rab Emma; and of a flight, a Rab Khamshi. 

We were astonished to learn that Habbaniya's civil cantonment 
has some 9,000 inhabitants (of only 13 nationalities since a Hun
garian departed), and we were obliged to the "Mayor"—S/L. 
M. J. Harris, and to the Superintendent, Mr. Jones (an ex-
divisional chief inspector, Indian Police), for a quick tour of some 
of its streets, shops and houses. And still (vide Goldsmith) our 
wonder grew, when back at the R.A.F. camp we were confronted 
by a flight of R.A.F. Mounted Police. The Officer Commanding, 
F/L. Blackburn, told us that their duties included patrolling of 
the camp, traffic control, crowd control, and security patrol out
side the perimeter fence. 

With S/L. J. W. H. Sewell, the garrison engineer, and S/L. 
R. G. Williams, the mechanical and electrical engineer, we swept 
through the power house, the generating station; with its five 
major sets, of 500 kW each and a new set of 1,000 kW; the cold 

Air Marshal Sir Clifford Sanderson, 
K.B.E., C.B., D.F.C. C.-in-C. Far 

East Air Force. 

At the lower left are F/0. J. Whittle 
(P.M.R.A.F.N.S.) andSjL. E. T. King, 
senior medical officer, R.A.F. Mauri
pur. At lower right is the officers' 

mess, Negombo. 



(Left) The R.A.F. and R.A.A.F. at Tengah: (left to right) VV/C. M. W. 6. Knight. D.F.C., G/C. C. M. Champion de Crespigny, W/C. N. T. Quinn, 
D.F.C., R.A.A.F., and S/L D. C. Harvey, R.A.A.F. (Centre) 500-/b bombs moke an acceptable seat on a hot morning at Tengah. (Right) The R.A.A.F. 

Lincoln in which the writer flew on the bandit strike depicted below. 
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store and ice-making plant (ten tons a day); the workshops, 
which make their own castings; the pattern-maker's shop; 
foundry; steel workship; sheet metal shop; and the bitumen yard, 
for asphalting^ pre-cast concrete paving stones, lamp posts. . . . 
Not inappropriately, we came at last to the 150-bed R.A.F. 
General Hospital, Habbaniya, commanded by G/C. J. L. Walsh. 
A matron and a dozen nursing sisters of Princess Mary's R.A.F. 
Nursing Service do a splendid job here, and the P.M.O., W/C. 
A. B. Marshall, showed us the wards for officers, airmen and 
families, and the special ward for cas. evacs. 

Before we left we called on the A.O.C. to express our thanks 
and amazement. He himself knows Habb. as few people do. His 
first tour was with 30 Squadron on D.H.9AS in 1922-24; his 
second as A.D.C. to Sir Gilbert Clayton and Sir Francis Hum
phries in 1929-31; his third as Inspector of the Iraq Air Force in 
1940-42; and his present command dates from September last 
year. 

We left with the conviction that all the Vampires and Valettas, 
the foundry and the foxhounds, the Levies and the lamp posts 
would mean very little without the quickening spirit of personal 
service, which—nowhere more than in Iraq—imbues the R.A.F. 

Jackals skulked and flittered in the shadows as we crossed from 
our quaners to an early breakfast, and a white-robed, rifle-armed 
figure took shape with alarming suddenness to challenge us. 
Having contrived to pass as friend, we duly boarded an east-
bound trunk-route Hastings, to find that our fellow voyagers 
included G/C. D. A. Wilson, M.R.C.S., L.R.C.P., D.M.R.E., 
D.M.R., and W/C. R. A. Colville on passage to his new command 
at Mauripur. 

A fiercesome front materialized instead of the forecast 8/8 

(Below) Sequences in a bandit strike: a 500-lb bomb burst, photographed 
through the bomb bay; bombs and rockets; strafing. 

blue, and as the Hastings ascended to 14,000ft one of the young 
matelot passengers collapsed like a sail. A portable oxygen set 
WAS procured but the group captain diagnosed constriction by 
waistcoats and sweaters, and appropriate action was initiated. 

Seven hours went by before the Hastings settled on the dusty 
Royal Pakistan Air Force base of Mauripur, a few miles north
east of Karachi. This is the location of R.P.A.F. Headquarters 
(whereat the C-in-C. is A.V-M. L. W. Cannon, C.B., C.B.E.), 
and the station is commanded by W/C. A. Majeed Khan. The 
Royal Air Force is a lodger formation, and its commander at the 
time we write of was W/C. J. D. Kirwan, D.F.C. He showed us 
the staging post facilities, the sick quarters, and the aircraft ser
vicing night—all evidently doing a fine job. The sick quarters 
have 50 beds, a small pathology lab. for the diagnosis of tropical 
diseases, and a families and maternity section—this last for 
dependents of R.A.F. officers and N.C.O.s seconded to the 
R.P.A.F., and for the families of the A.S.T. personnel who run 
the transport/fighter conversion school on the airfield. The 
hospital also admits British civilians from Karachi. 

We rose at 2 a.m. to emplane for the 1,350-mile stretch to 
Negombo, on the west coast of Ceylon, and that green and red 
gem of an island greeted us at last with cherubic clouds and a 
dancing sea. 

As a staging post Negombo is one of the fairest of havens, and 
of its potential operational importance it is almost unnecessary 
to speak, since it overlooks the trade routes of the Indian Ocean. 
Commanded by W/C. F. G. L. Smith, it was the first of the sta
tions on our route to come under the control of Far East Air Force. 
One of two Hastings and a single York which we saw shimmering 
like molten silver in the afternoon sun were, in fact, V.I.P. 
machines, maintained at Changi for the use of the C-in-C. Far 
East. Also on the island is the base of China Bay, Trincomalee— 
lair of the Far East Flying-Boat Wing Sunderlands when they 
exercise in those parts. 

Around midnight, after too-few evening hours on the exotic 
lawn of the Negombo mess, we sallied out in the Hastings over 
the Indian Ocean on the 8 hr stretch to Changi. Our way was lit 
by flaring lightning and beset by monstrous bumps, and against 
the thundery dawn the cu-nim sprouted like loathsome fungi. 
None too soon the Hastings emerged from low cloud on to the 
wet runway at Changi, and our jaded company descended into the 
clammy greyness. 

Our first business was at Headquarters, Far East Air Force, 
where the anatomy of this vast command was sketched for us. 
The Singapore area, which is the operational centre, has a chain 
of headquarters (F.E.A.F., A.H.Q. Malaya, and A.H.Q. Singa
pore), three major air bases (Changi, Tengah and Seletar), and a 
maintenance base. Far-lying to the west is the sub-formation 
of A.H.Q. Ceylon and to the north-east A.H.Q. Hong Kong. In 
north-west Malaya is the airfield of Butterworth, serving as an 
operational base in support of the security forces in that area, and 
as a staging post for aircraft crossing the Bay of Bengal; and six 
hundred miles out in the Bay itself, on the island of Car Nicobar, 

(Story continues after colour illustrations) 
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"From Eddystone to Berwick bounds, from Lynn to Milford Bay, 

That time of slumber was as bright and busy as the day . . . " 

For the Great Armada read enemy bombers; for the "warning radiance" of the beacons in 

Macaulay's poem, the modern miracle of radar; for the little ships of Elizabeth I, the Meteor and 

Vampire night fighters of Elizabeth II. In service today are Vampire N.F.Ws (above) and Meteor 

N.F.11s (below). Both types are armed with four 20 mm guns and carry a pilot and radar 

operator—seated side by side in the Vampire, tandem-wise in the Meteor. On the left, over 

North Germany, are Venom F.B.1 fighter/bombers of the 2nd Tactical Air Force. For high-

altitude interception or low-level attack these single-seaters are equally effective. 
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backgrounds are varied here—the English country

side for the Meteor N.F.11s above; the stone-walled 

fields of Malta for the Lancaster M.R.1 (top right); 

the night sky for the Lincoln 8.2 (right); and the 

blue vault of the stratosphere for the Canberra B.2 

jet bomber below. The closely related Lancaster and 

Lincoln are nearing the ends of their days; the 

Canberra is literally coming into the picture. Variants 

of this record-breaking jet bomber serve for target 

marking, photographic reconnaissance and training. 



29 May 1953 6 6 1 

Under the broad wing of a Transport 

Command Hastings C.2, staging through 

Negombo, Ceylon, to Singapore, native 

workers take cover from the grilling heat 

of the sun. Beyond, glinting against the 

palms, a Valetta C.2 awaits a call 

across the Bay of Bengal. Troops, 

freight, passengers—the very fabric of 

Commonwealth Defence—these are 

everyday loads for the transport 

machines of the Royal Air Force. 

The waters of the Gulf of Aden (above) 

and the River Euphrates (upper right) 

shimmer below Vampire F.B.9 

fighter/bombers of the Middle East Air 

Force. The grey and white Shackleton 

M.R.1 of Coastal Command is heading out 

across the harbours of Malta, G.C. 



Round a flying officer of the Aden Protectorate Support Flight and the sergeant wireless operator of 

his Anson 19 coagulates the "local colour" of Reihan—location of one of many strips in the Protectorate. 

The blue Mosquito P.R.34A and Spitfire P.R.19 are being fettled for a photographic sortie from the airfield at Seletar, 

Singapore. At the nearby marine base a white Sunderland M.R.S of the Far East Flying-Boat Wing 

(right) rides high and handsome on its beaching gear. The Sunderland is the patriarch of Service aircraft. 

Little hampered by a brace of 500 lb bombs and four 

60 lb rockets, a Hornet F.3 of the Far East Air Force 

is caught as it wheels away from the photographic 

Lincoln. The group above is the El Adem Desert 

Rescue Team, with their Anson, "Matador" vehicles 

and supply-containers. Interpreter Chico kneels. 
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Cloud-dappled, the waters of Singapore teem with an unrivalled 

variety of shipping—under the surveillance of Vampire F.B.9s of the 

Far East Air Force. The four Hornets below have business with bandits 

in the matted jungle of Malaya, sprawling beneath them. Dropping 

zones, such as that depicted at lower right, are rarities in that country. 

Supplies are delivered by means of coloured parachutes, seen 

blossoming like huge t'opical flowers near a Gurkha outpost. 



THE QUEEN'S 
AIR FORCES 

In the trim Valetta C.2 of the Middle East Transport Force, serenely cruising over 

Habbaniya, "Flight" representatives made their rounds of Middle East 

stations. Their travels later took them to Korea, where the two studies of the 

Meteor F.8s of No. 77 Squadron, Royal Australian Air Force (above and 

below) were secured. The squadron's primary function is the attack of 

ground targets. 

The mountains of Hong Kong (above) and of the 

forward areas of Korea (below) blend, respectively, 

with blue Spitfire P.R.19s and camouflaged Austers. 

The cheery pilots of the Austers are Army officers 

and N.C.Os, 
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Lincolns of the Royal Australian Air Force and (distantly ranged) Hornets of the R.A.F. stand ready at Tengah for a strike against the 

Malayan bandits. (Right) A pair of Lincolns pick up formation after dropping their 500 lb and 1,000 lb bombs and strafing with their guns. 

Strangely contrasting in deiign, colour and 

function are the yellow Harvards of an R.A.F. 

Flying Training School; the supersonic Sabres of 

the Royal Canadian Air Force, with diced bands 

as their squadrons markings; the multi-purpose 

Dragonfly helicopters of a Royal Naval unit; and 

the Firebrand F.B.5 strike/fighters, ranged aboard 

H.M.S. "Eagle," the latest carrier in British service. 



666 FLIGHT, 29 May 1953 

The icy waters of the North 

Atlantic are the setting for 

sleek Attackers, Firebrands and 

Fireflies, casting long shadows 

across the flight deck of H.M.S. 

"Eagle" at the end of a day's 

work. In the warmer clime 

of Kuala Lumpur, Malaya, an 

S-5S helicopter of Naval 

Aviation is parking down 

alongside a visiting Firefly. 
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Sunrise over the China Sea, seen 

from the wardroom of 

Sunderland "P"-Peter on 

passage north to Japan. 

Another day, another job in 

Her Majesty's service . . 
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is a signals and refuelling detachment. There is a similar detach
ment on the island of Labuan, off the coast of Borneo. 

The A.O.C. Malaya—A.V-M. F. R. W. Scherger, R.A.A.F.— 
and his S.A.S.O., G/C. A. V. Bax, were kind enough to bring us 
up-to-date on the anti-bandit operations. The air vice-marshal 
impressed on us the difficulty of getting definite "identifiable 
and markable" targets. Precision in pin-pointing objectives and 
placing the bombs thereon was an immediate aim. It was impera
tive, he continued, not to flush the quarry from the camps before 
bombing started; so Hornets and Vampires were' being used to 
pin them down while the Lincolns were making their runs, and 
while the troops were closing in. He went on to speak of the 
"immense value" of helicopters in many rdles, including one 
which illustrates how they can save the tax-payer's money—by 
salvaging expensive parachute harness after a mass drop. Low-
level reconnaissance with Austers ("birds-nesting," as the A.V-M. 
termed it) is proving a huge success, and he expressed the greatest 
admiration for the pilots engaged in this arboreal pursuit. His 
regard for the Valetta supply-dropping crews was equally warm; 
they were, he assured us, doing "a hell of a job," and recovery 
from the almost unbelievably small dropping zones was very 
nearly 100 per cent. He spoke, too, of the accuracy of the Hornet's 
dive-bomoing; of the "terrifying" effect of cannon and R.P. 
straffing upon the harassed bandits; and of the fine work being 
done by the R.A.F. Regiment (Malaya)—a squadron of which was 
always in the jungle on security work—and by the volunteer 
Jungle Rescue Teams. 

An officer who gave us an insight into another operational 
technique was F/L. S. R. Kellaway, chief instructor to the Far 
East Parachute School. Basic training, he said, was along Abingdon 
lines, though adapted (and he said it without a trace of a smile) to 
local requirements. And to dispel any doubt as to the implications 
of the term "local," this would generally mean a jungle of trees 
i50-20oft tall. If caught up in these—and most of the paratroops 
are caught up—they lower themselves to the ground on 250ft 
webbing lines. When I met the flight lieutenant three drops had 
been made with the new equipment—from a Dakota into a clear
ing; from a Valetta into paddy and jungle; and from a Valetta into 
solid jungle. All were 100 per cent successful. 

F/L. T . Mellard, Officer Commanding, Changi Air Movements 
Section, told us how his small staff manages to cope with the 
trunk-route Hastings, the Valettas on the Far East local routes, 
French military aircraft staging through, and supply-dropping 
Valettas. Some 2,600 passengers from the "twins" alone may be 
handled a month, and from the long-distance Hastings another 
600-700. Apart from the frequent Transport Command and Far 
East Transport Wing schedules there are regular local runs, as, 
for instance, the daily service to Kuala Lumpur and Butterworth, 
the weekly ambulance service to Ipoh, the monthly ration-delivery 
to the British Services Mission at Rangoon, and supply drops as 
demanded. 

From our midnight slumbers in the moonlit Changi mess we 
were roused by a gentle hand and a soft voice promising a bandit 
strike tomorrow. Morning broke tranquilly (except for a barrage 
of Chinese New Year firecrackers), and we set out for Tengah. 
We met the Station Commander, G/C. C. M. Champion de 

Crespigny, his Wing Commander Flying, W/C. M. W. B. Knight, 
D.F.C., and W/C. N. T . Quinn, D.F.C., R.A.A.F., Officer 
Commanding No. 1 Squadron, R.A.A.F. (Lincolns), before being 
conducted to the ops. room. There Major Varwell, the G.L.O., 
briefed us on the anti-bandit operation in which we were to 
participate. He related how three of some newly ambushed 
bandits had been killed, one had been wounded and one had 
escaped. The wounded man was proving co-operative in helping 
to pin-point the bandit camp, with its armoury and printing press; 
and for fear that the escapee should blow the gaff and cause his 
colleagues to flee, it was proposed to attack that morning. Two 
companies of the Cameronians were ready to close in on the 
encampment. 

Our pilot was S/L. D. C. Harvey, R.A.A.F.; our aircraft 
Lincoln B.Mk 30, A73-33; and our load eighteen 500 lb bombs. 
There was no time to follow W/C. Knight's advice not to be 
modest, but to strip except for overalls, and we went aboard in 
khaki drill. In this undertaking the writer managed to gash his 
forehead; so the operation was preceded by appropriate floods of 
blood and sweat. 

Within minutes the four Lincolns detailed for the strike had 
bunched at the head of the runway. They were away in short 
order, and at plus 7 boost and 160 kt our own machine was closing 
on W/C. Quinn's, with the swamplands, plantations and "ulu" 
streaming below. We glimpsed some Hornets drawing ahead to 
port, but soon lost sight of them behind curtains of rain. 

An hour or so out we picked up a smoke signal of the Cameron
ians. I t had been the wing commander's intention that the two 
Lincolns with 1,000 lb bombs should open the proceedings, but 
the cloud base was below their safety height; so his, and our own, 
aircraft went in first. 

The detonations of the closely spaced bombs reached up and 
cuffed our Lincoln before it could draw away in a steep turn. The 
Hornets followed us in, with smoke wisping from their cannon 
ports, rocket trails snaking out from under their wings and bombs 
flashing red among the dark green of the jungle. Orbiting, we 
looked down into the trees which had been shattered and wrenched 
by the air-bursts of our bombs; and we smelt the acrid explosive. 
Then our Lincoln dropped low over the tree-tops for her first 
strafing run. Under our nose, almost, the muzzles of the forward 
guns swung into view, and one by one the turrets set the floor 

(Top left) S/L H. Corbett-Wilson, com
manding a squadron of the R.A.F. Regi
ment (Malaya), tells W/C. I. 0. B. Carlson, 
Officer Commanding, R.A.F. Regiment 
(Malaya), of his squadron's latest success 
against the bandits. (Top right) The first 
burst is fired on a new jungle range of the 
R.A.F. Regiment (Malaya). (Right) Repre
sentative of the A.O.C. Malaya at Kuala 
Lumpur, G/C. S. £. MacKenzie. (Below) 
The spot where a Malayan bandit met his 
end at the hands of the R.A.F Regiment 
(Malaya). At lower left, men of the Regiment 
who escorted "Flight's" representatives to 

the scene. 



Left, our Dragonfly arrives at a Squadron H.Q. of the R.A.F. Regiment (Malaya). The pilot was FjL. Jacques \centre). Right, W/C. K. M. M. 
Wasse, D.F.C., the station commander at Kuala Lumpur, discusses supply-dropping with Capt. Forsyth (in cap), commanding the detachment of 

No. 55 Air Despatch Company, Royal Army Service Corps. 
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shuddering as the gunners poured "half-inch" and "20-mil" 
among the riven trees. 

Back at Tengah we visited the Vampire squadrons, which have 
the defence of Singapore as their main task but which themselves 
make an important contribution to the anti-bandit operations. 
Their weapons are cannon, rockets and bombs, and a grenade 
depicted on the tail of one machine merely served to identify its 
pilot as S/L. Mills. These Far East Vampires, incidentally, wear 
their squadron badges and other insignia on the tail rather than 
the nose of the nacelle, because in the latter location they are too 
quickly erased by tropical storms. The badges are rendered 
more durable by a coat of Max Factor clear nail varnish. 

One of the pilots showed me his jungle kit, which is worn 
beneath the Mae West. It contains spare socks, gloves, mosquito 
net, heliograph, pyrotechnics, energy tablets, morphine and 
first-aid equipment, water-bottle, and tins of emergency rations. 

At a minor celebration in the Changi mess one Sunday evening 
we met W/C. I . O. B. Carlson, Officer Commanding, R.A.F. 
Regiment (Malaya). He attributed the prevailing high spirits to 
the Regiment's latest bandit kill; and with him, on the following 
morning, we boarded a Valetta for Kuala Lumpur and the terrorist 
country. At the delectable " K . L . " we transferred to a Dragonfly 
helicopter, which whisked us up towards the H.Q. of the Regiment 
squadron concerned. The wing commander was frankly puzzled, 
for though he was familiar with our destination, he could not 
imagine how a helicopter could be set down there. In the event 
we setded with no bother at all on the 25-yd range—only to learn 
that one of the big S-55S had already called in and departed. 

Among the officers introduced to us by S/L. H. Corbett-
Wilson, the O.C., was P/O. Salleh bin Hassan, one of the first 
three Malay officers to be commissioned in the Regiment. He told 
us he had been through courses at Spittlegate, Catterick and 
Watchet, and it was his section which had just scored against the 
terrorists. A bandit patrol had been ambushed as it entered a 
rubber plantation in extended line : one terrorist had been killed 
by a Bren bullet, which exploded a smoke grenade and small arms 
ammunition slung at his waist, and a second had dropped his pack 
in making his escape after being wounded. We examined the dead 
man's kit and saw diat it contained a tin of opium, hair clippers and 
documents. (We are still not clear what became of the roast pork 
and duck—presumably left-overs from the New Year celebrations 
—which were also found on his person.) 

The scene of the action being only about five miles off, 
W/C. Carlson ordered Stens all round and we piled into a Vanguard 
with F/O. Chapman and zoomed away. A Daimler scout car and 
a thirty-hundredweight followed, carrying our escort with their 
Stens, Brens and jungle-pattern rifles. 

In the dripping rubber plantation we were guided to a certain 
tree by furrows ripped in the earth by Bren-fire. The trunk had 
been scored by bullets and the earth at its base was stained a 
darkening red. Spent .303 cases were strewn about under the 
leaves. Our escort ringed the spot, facing outwards with arms at 
the ready, and as we surveyed the scene we could not help 
reflecting how Lady Luck had sponsored our request that we 
might see "the work of the R.A.F." 

(Be/ow) Literature, sauce, potatoes, Brylcreem and pineapples for the 
troops. Right, the prospect through the door of a supply-dropping Valetta. 

We have already given the A.O.C.'s opinion of the supply-drop 
crews, and one morning we went along in a Valetta to form our 
own. It was the task of Sgt. Kerr, as captain, to deliver to 
"D.Z . Mike"—set very awkwardly in a bowl of jungle-covered 
hills—3,226 lb of supplies. They were made up in massive packs 
and stowed forward of the spar, and the nature of the contents 
we never discovered. But several nationalities, religious denomina
tions and even species must be catered for in the dropping 
business, including Africans, Ghurkas, Malays, Fijians, Borneo 
trackers, police, the Civil Liaison Corps—and war dogs. And 
every man in the jungle gets his cigarettes, rum, water-sterilizing 
outfit, bug-bombs, salt tablets, insect repellant, tins of drinking 
water, foot powder, candles and rifle oil. 

Low stratus can militate with the shaggy, hilly terrain to render 
the drops as tedious as they are hazardous, and on the day before 
our trip F /L. Smith had spent five hours in putting down ten 
packs because of stratus over the dropping zone. Everything is 
man handled and our Valetta carried four despatchers. They 
worked like dray horses, though with the sense of timing and 
balance of circus ponies; and they swore like gentlemen. One of 
our colour pictures testifies to their accuracy. Again and again the 
Valetta ran up to the D.Z. (for only one pack could be put down 
at a time) at 110-115 kt, with 20 deg flap. T h e horn blared and 
the signal buzzer warned the navigator, who was supervising at 
the doorway and screeching "Now!" at each crucial moment. The 
writer did his best to keep out of the way and not to screech too 
loudly himself whenever the Valetta scraped over a ridge or 
nuzzled a hillside. As the A.O.C. said—a hell of a job. 

The Helicopter Wing based at Kuala Lumpur is commanded 
by W/C. W. R. Williams, D.F.C. , and is unique in composition 
and function, being made up of a Naval squadron of S-55S 
(Lt.Cdr. S. H. Suthers, D.S.C.) and an R.A.F. squadron of 
S-51S (S/L. G. R. G. Henderson). Its operations are principally 
casualty evacuation, reconnaissance and transport, and during 
our visit various new techniques for the employment of the 
S-55S were being investigated. Supply dropping; the "winching" 
of troops, stores and casualties; the emergency deployment of 
troops to cut off the retreat of bandits; assaults on enemy strong
holds; mortar carrying and mortar spotting; photography; search 
and rescue; leaflet dropping; the guidance of troops in "bl ind" 
country; the lifting-out of captives or documents—these are but a 
few of the manifold possibilities. The bandits may soon be made 
aware of others. For the investigation of flying accidents, 
incidentally, the helicopter holds great promise, and I heard how 
the wing of a crashed Brigand had been winched out of the 
jungle for inspection. 

New pilots for the Wing are flown in Austcrs to familiarize 
themselves with the country. Simple operations, under the sur
veillance of experienced pilots, follow, and a new man must 
diligently improve his knowledge of the jungle, the cultivated 
areas, police work, flying conditions and escape procedure. 

We managed to intercept F /L. R. T . A. Church, regular adjutant 
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We asked S/L Swaby, commanding a Seletar-based P.R. squadron, to request a Spitfire P.R.19 (FIO. Giddens) 
and a Mosquito P.R.34A (F/Sgt. Anderson) to present themselves for "Flight's" camera. These are the results. 
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of the Kuala Lumpur (F) Squadron, Malayan Auxiliary Air Force, 
before he took off in one of the squadron's Harvards. The pilots, 
he told us, are British subjects—Europeans, Malays, Chinese and 
Indians, but mostly Europeans. When the squadron eventually 
becomes operational Asians will predominate. At Kuala Lumpur 
also is a unit of the Malayan Air Training Corps. 

A gracious and restful interlude in a bustling day was lunch 
at Air House with G/C. S. E. MacKenzie, the A.O.C.'s repre
sentative with the G.O.C.; and what the group captain does not 
know about the bandit war must be of small consequence. He 
reiterated what the A.O.C. had told us—that the R.A.F. were 
pressing to be employed against pin-point targets and not, as he 
put it, "as a line of beaters." Photographic reconnaissance he 
described as "the basis of everything"; and he assured us that 
the dropping zone we had seen from the Valetta (about the size 
of a football pitch) was a "terrific" one. Most of them were 
invisible. Two sidelights on the operations appealed to us : one, 
that the Ghurka's name for a supply-drop Valetta is "The 
Quartermaster"; the other that a recognized technique for lowering 
hung-up supply packs from the trees is to shoot them down 
with a Bren gun. 

After lunch the group captain drove us over to H.Q. Malaya, 
and in the Advanced A.H.Q. Ops. Room we saw how the Duty 
G.2 (Air), Duty S/L. Ops. and Duty Intelligence Officer sit 
together, in direct contact with the Army and with the R.A.F. 
Major Gwilliam and S/L. Hancock found time to ascertain the 
results of our Lincoln strike some days before. It appeared that the 
captured Communist terrorist had been unable to identify the site 
of his H.Q. correctly and our bombs had struck 500-1,000 yd 
wide. They had, however, caused the C.T.s to split up, after 
which they had twice been bombed again. As a result of the 
operations five had been killed and five surrendered. 

We heard more about the bandit business from Major L . J. 
Wheeler, D.F.C., R.A., whom we met, with Capt. Short, the I.O., 
at the base of an Auster squadron. This unit is surely one of the 
hardest worked, and hardest working, in the Service, having 
flown well over 50,000 sorties since the beginning of the Malayan 
emergency in 1948. There are four detached flights and one of 
these alone has logged over 10,000 hr. The tasks are reconnais
sance of bandit - cultivated areas in the remoter parts; close 
reconnaissance with the infantry (the A.O.C.'s reference to "birds-
nesting" will be remembered); supply dropping; casualty evacua
tion; helicopter escort; target marking with smoke generators; 
and liaison and communication flying. Ranging over most parts of 
Malaya day after day, the Austers are constantly in radio contact 
with a ground station. Each of the detached flights supports a 
particular brigade, and some important operations have been 
mounted on the strength of information provided by their pilots. 
In the Straits of Malacca the Austers have "done a shoot" with 
a frigate. 

Self-help is the order of the day. The Sellers/Bankes aerial, 
described to us as "a re-hash of a ham design," is the handiwork 
of the squadron ("Bankes" is an R.C. padre with one of the 
Flights), and Cpl. Rickards has evolved a useful quick-release 
device for supply-dropping. 

On our return to Changi we saw and heard a Valetta testing a 
loud-hailer, demanding of the citizens of Singapore "Who killed 
Cock Robin" and laying "Six to four the field." Also in evidence 
was Bristol's Freighter demonstrator, wearing R.A.F. markings. 
It had flown out from U.K. with a Sycamore inside it, and 
A.V-M. H. L. Patch, C.B.E, the A.O.A., who dropped in to see 
us at the mess, told us that the opportunity was being taken to 
try it out on the Car Nicobar and Hong Kong runs. 

The Singapore area still had much to interest us, and a "mus t" 
was the Seletar-based P.R. squadron, commanded by S/L. W. P. 
Swaby and equipped with Mosquito P.R.34AS and Spitfire 
P.R. 19s. Having completed a high-level survey of Malaya 
(1 in 25,000) the squadron had more recently been engaged in 
"Firedog" coverage (i.e., for the "emergency") at 1 in 10,000. 

Numerous sorties are rendered abortive by cloud. It seems that 
low cloud in the low-lying areas of Malaya quickly rises up the 
hillsides under the heat of the sun : a Mosquito might be airborne 
at 7.30 and two hours later the sun, as S/L. Swaby put it, would 

have "done its dirty work." Other dirty-workers are the white 
ants, which are .particularly partial to a gamey Mosquito. For
tunately, they have an aversion to dope, so skin abrasions, are 
quickly covered. A watchful eye must also be kept for glue 
deterioration. 

A neighbour-unit of the P.R. squadron is the Far East Training 
Squadron (S/L. R. F . Hitchcock). Its stock-in-trade includes 
Hornet F.3S, Mosquito T.3S, Meteor T.7S, and Vampire F.R.9S, 
and its tasks are the operational conversion of Mosquito pilots to 
Hornets; examining for instrument ratings in all the Far East 
fighter squadrons; and providing refresher courses for Vampire 
pilots. 

Beaufighter T .T . 10s of the Station Flight at Seletar (F/L. H. Y. B. 
Yates, D.F.M.) tow targets for the Far East Fleet, the Indian Navy, 
shore batteries and the Malaya-based fighter squadrons. A Valetta 
of the same unit does radar calibration for the entire Far East, 
and a Hornet 3, with F/L. Griffiths and Sgt. Taylor as the pilots, 
climbs every morning to 30,000ft on met. reconnaissance. The 
Flight also tests for the nearby M.U. 

It will already have been gathered from the foregoing that 
Seletar is a base of more than average interest; and when we add 
that it also houses the Far East Flying-Boat Wing (W/C. D. 
MacKenzie, D.F.C.) its full importance will be appreciated. The 
work of the Wing, and an account of the journey to Iwakuni, 
Japan, in one of its Sunderland M.R.5S, will be given in a future 
article—wherein the activities of the R.A.F. and R.A.A.F. in 
Japan and Korea will also be described. 

On the arduous journey up to "the sharp end" our only stop 
was Hong Kong, and though time did not allow us to visit the 
squadrons there (at Kai Tak and Sek Kong), we got together over 
tea and toast with S/L. H. J. Houghton, D.F.C., the S.I.O., and 
noted down the following. 

Reputedly the most hazardous airfield used by the R.A.F., 
mountain-locked Kai Tak houses a Hornet squadron, a Station 
Flight, with target-towing Beaufighters, a P.R. detachment of 
Spitfire 19s from Seletar, and the Hong Kong Auxiliary Air 
Force. When the occasion arises the Hornets lend a hand with 
photography, but their primary roles (and those of the Sek Kong 
Vampires also) are the air defence of the Colony and the close 
support of the Army. As A.O.C., A. Cdre. R. C. Field is respon
sible to the Commander, British Forces. 

Hong Kong, S/L. Houghton reminded us, lies within the 
typhoon belt and when deemed prudent the Sek Kong Vampires 
are flown over to Kai Tak for hangarage, crossing 3,000ft moun
tains en route. Any Sunderlands which may be in—and at least 
one is permanently attached to Kai Tak for air/sea rescue— 
cross 500 miles of ocean to take refuge at Sengli Point, in the 
Philippines. 

From Hong Kong we pressed on northwards to Japan and 
Korea, and our work there being accomplished, headed home
wards via the Cocos Islands, Mauritius, Entebbe, Idris and Manby, 
in a Flying College Hastings. The trip was described in Flight 
of March 27th. 

Having been parboiled and chilled, feted and frightened for 
5i weeks, only when the winter chills of England seized our bones 
did we really begin to form a considered view of all we had seen. 
It was th i s : that Her Majesty's Air Forces overseas are custodians 
not only of the Commonwealth but of the true Elizabethan spirit 
—chivalrous, adventurous, resourceful, loyal. 

Having dropped a smoke generator, of the type used on anti-bandit 
operations, a Malaya-based Auster A.0.P.6 (left) descends for a look-see. 
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