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TRANSCRIPT OF THE PRIME MINISTER'S ADDRESS 01JUNE 2001 

THE HON JOHN HOWARD MP 

ON THE OCCASION OF THE OFFICIAL OPENING OF THE 
AVIATION HALL AT THE 

AUSTRALIAN MUSEUM OF FLIGHT, NOWRA 

Thank you Admiral Ralph, my colleague Joanna Gash the Federal Member 
for Gilmore, Mr Mayor, ladies and gentlemen. I came to this museum 
about three years ago for a very large gathering on a Sunday and both 
before then and subsequently Joanna Gash has spoken very warmly of the 
hard work that had gone into establishing a museum and how deserving it 
was of some kind of Commonwealth Government assistance. I'm delighted 
that the contribution of $1.6 million out of the Federation Fund has made so 

much of the work that you see around us possible and has led to the essential completion of what Admiral Ralph 
described as the largest regional museum in Australia. 

As we go through the celebration of the Centenary of Federation, one thing that we can be absolutely certain 
of and that is that we will emerge from this year with a much better understanding of our history, a much better 
understanding of the contribution that so many people made to the development of the Commonwealth of 
Australia over the last 100 years. 

Being geographically a very large country, aviation, both in peace time and in war has been an important part 
of the Australian story. And this museum makes a further contribution to the understanding of the aviation 
history of Australia. And for that reason it is a very important contribution to the commemoration of the 100 
years of the Australian Federation. 

And seeing that I am on a defence establishment I want to pay tribute to the contribution of the men and 
women of the Australian Defence Forces over the last 100 years, not only to the defence of our country but also 
their ongoing contribution to the security of our region. It has been a very high priority of the government I lead 
to put more resources into defence expenditure. And the publication of the White Paper at the end of last year 
'laid out a clear far-sighted coherent and integrated plan to further strengthen Australia's defence forces and I 
believe the additional resources that are going to be allocated, the billions of dollars of additional resources over 
the next 1 O years are fully justified down to every last dollar. 

But this museum was first established in 197 4 and like so many great things it had some very humble 
beginnings. Initially consisting of a galvanised iron and fibro building with the aircraft parked outside. Since then 
it has been systemically improved and it is as Admiral Ralph said a great contribution to the volunteers of the 
district that it has now grown to what you see today. The Federation Fund money has provided support towards 
further refurbishment and rebuilding and this has helped to fund the conservation area and auditorium and a 
library, research and administration areas as well as walkways and lighting. It is already proving extremely 
popular and I know with the enhancement and the refurbishments it will prove to be increasingly popular over 
the years ahead. 

Ladies and gentlemen, again may I thank you very warmly for the great volunteer spirit that you have 
displayed in relation to the development of this museum. I want to join Admiral Ralph in congratulating 
Mr Clayton the director of the museum for his tireless work and that of all of the wonderful volunteers who make 
it a reality. And I have very great pleasure in declaring the aviation hall officially open. 

Thank you. 
* * * * * 
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EDITOR'S 
CORNER 

My apologies for the delay in producing 
this issue of Slipstream, but I've been 
basking in the sunny climes of Oklahoma, 
USA. 
To add to the production delay, people 

who had promised to produce articles for the journal didn't do 
so. Never-the-less, the problems have been overcome and 
you're reading the result. 

Now that this offering is the August edition, it is a good time 
to change the production dates for the future. What I propose, is 
that the journal should be produced in November, February, 
May and August. 

This would provide two benefits. Firstly, the reports from the 
October Federal Council meeting would be received reasonably 
early instead of the following year. Secondly, I would be able to 
spend some time with my family over the Christmas period 
instead of slaving away over a hot computer. 

I returned home to some disturbing news in that the 
Museum was closed for lack of insurance cover, fortunately this 
was remedied about ten days later. 

Later, whilst speaking to the Museum Curator, Bob Geale, 
he showed me photographs of one of our HS 748s that flew 
away from Albatross some months ago. They depicted one of 
the aircraft in the process of being reduced to spares. The 
photographs are included in this edition. 

I think it's about time that some of our politicians and 
associated 'powers-that-be', screwed their heads on the right 
way and started preserving our heritage. Why aren't we raising 
our voices through the Association? Or are we just toothless 
tigers? 

Please keep those letters and stories coming in, they're the 
lifeblood of this journal. 

Once again, many thanks to those who have contributed to 
this edition. Telstra also thanks the many members who have 
phoned-in looking for the July edition. 

By the way, if you think I've been 'slacking off', I've included 
a picture of my computer mouse, I've worked it to death! 

Be kind to each other. 

Albatross Update 

The Naval Aviation Project Office has been 
relocated from Canberra to the 
Shoalhaven, a move that has been 
welcomed by the Commanding Officer of 
HMAS Albatross, Captain Tim Barrett. 

The move is expected to be completed 
by mid-year 2002, the staff of 50 will be sharing office space at 
HMAS Albatross with 230 members of the Naval Aviation System 
Program Office, which was formerly based at Sydney. 

Captain Barrett said that having the organisations located in 
one area made logistic sense in that the people, who fly, buy and 
supply our equipment would all be in the one place. 

The Naval Aviation Project Office moved to RANAS Nowra 
last year and provides day to day logistical support. The building 
they currently occupy, constructed during the Albatross 
redevelopment programme, will now be renovated to 
accommodate both organisations. 

As mentioned in the Defence Budget, HMAS Albatross 
Redevelopment will replace exisiting faciliites and services that 
are beyond economical repair and will redevelop the support 
facilities needed to meet Defence capabilities. 

Stage 1 - which is nearing completion, includes aircraft 
support, storage and maintenance facilities, the aircraft control 
tower, explosive ordnance and loading facilities and training 
facilities. 

Stage 2 - includes new flight-deck procedural trainers, a 
helicopter underwater escape trainer, runway arrestor systems, 
and aircraft pavements and wash facilities. This stage is 
scheduled for completion by mid to late 2002. 

FRONT COVER - My thanks are extended to the renowned 
Shoalhaven artist , John Downton, FBAS, FAAS, ASMA - for 
permission to copy his painting entitled, 'MOMENTS OF PRIDE -
HMAS MELBOURNE', on the cover of this issue of Slipstream. 

John is a strong supporter of our Association and is currently 
providing artwork for the next NSW Division fund raiser. 

This copy does not do justice to the 18"x24" original, but it 
does give you some indication of his skills. Editor 

TAIWANESE NEWS FLASH! 
In a heroic dogfight, fought over international waters off the 
mainland China coast, a 60s era American-built Lockheed Electra 
propeller airliner with 24 US Navy passengers/observers aboard 
chewed up one of China's best state-of-the-art supersonic fighter 
aircraft. 

The Americans utilising the infrequently seen combat tactic of 
straight and level flight, often accomplished by relying solely on 
auto pilot, engaged the unfortunate single seat combat jet and 
knocked it out of the air using only one of its four formidable 
rotating air mass propeller weapons system. 

After the action, the crew and passengers/observers dropped 
in on China's Hainan Island Resort for some much-deserved 
R&R as the guests of the Chinese Government. 
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Dear Ed 
Normally I'm a low profile type but I think 
I'm now so low profile that I'm in danger of 
becoming completely invisible! 

Since I scored a mention in Jeff 
Dalgleish's article on Hong Kong I thought I L__J.ll_J...a..l.LL(.z.L!!:'...JL.._J 

would set the record straight on a couple of points. 
First and foremost I must refute the foul rumour that I ever flew 

the dreaded Gannet! It was the Sea Fury, Sea Venom and the 
Sycamore for me. Carrier qualification 1956 ( Sydney) in 805 
Squadron, Night Fighter course in the UK in '57, then 808 
Squadron Venoms '57/58 (Melbourne) and finally 723 and the 
trusty Sycamore. 

I went airline in '62 {TAA) and I'm still working full time in the 
industry {Ansett Simulator Instructor). Come August this year I will 
have completed 48 years full time in the industry and if the 'Big 
Boss' is willing will do my 50 plus before retirement. 

My memory may be a little hazy, but I don't remember 805 
operating Venoms at the same time as 808. Last of all I do 
remember being the first Sub-Editor of Slipstream way back in the 
days of its first edition - would that be '55? - and it's still a good 
read. I'll take this opportunity to thank everyone involved with the 
publication and offer my best wishes for its continuing success. 
Frank O'Grady 

Dear Ed 
Just a short note to let you know that John Selby (ex A.E.O.) of 
Aerospace Technical Translations has kindly donated his time to 
proof read the story on the Gannet. Being ex FAA his services are 
really appreciated and will add that much more authenticity to the 
publication. 

Also Rex Smart from The Naval Historical Society of Australia 
is very interested in taking care of the publication of the book, 
which will surely aid the FAAA and the Museum as funds raised 
from the sales will be allocated accordingly. 

The book itself is progressing and the first seven chapters 
covering the years 1955 to 1960 are completed. Once again I 
would like anyone who was associated with the Gannet to write of 
their experiences as the book is also dedicated to the personnel 
and not just the aircraft. 

Thank you again for your support. 
Ben Patynowski 
16 Cowper Street, FAIREY MEADOW ,NSW 2519 
Phone {02) 4284 1801 
E-mail: patynow@1earth.net 

Dear Ed 
The photograph shown in the last edition on page 19, entitled 
'You tell me', depicts a few of the original Aircraft Handlers 
(ex-General Service Seamen) who trained at HMS Siskin, Gosport 
UK. 

To the best of my knowledge, it was taken in February 1949 
on the gun sponson outside G1 Mess on HMAS Sydney, whilst 
berthed in Plymouth. 

The photograph on the same page of 'Tiny' Davis was taken in 
March 1949 in Scotland. 
Ralph Mayer 
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Dear Ed 
The enclosed photograph was taken in Sydney last Anzac Day. 

It shows from Left to Right: Kevin Roberts, Ted 'Simba' Smith, 
John 'Bing' Anderson, Peter 'Biggies' Burke and Arthur Coghill. 

Arthur is a former Stoker but we let him play with us. 
John 'Bing' Anderson 

'DAD'S ARMY' 2001 
L-R: Kevin Roberts - Ted 'Simba' Smith - John 'Bing' Anderson -

Peter 'Biggies' Burke and Arthur Coghill 
Photo courtesy John Anderson 

Dear Ed 
I refer to the two photographs on page 19 of the April 2001 
Slipstream of a Tracker being lifted by a RAAF Chinook on 20 Jan 
1977. 

If my memory is correct, Trackers which were damaged in the 
'H' Hangar fire of December 1976 were lifted from NAS Nowra to 
HMAS Melbourne for transport to Sydney. In Sydney they were 
again lifted by Chinook to Hawker DeHavilland at Bankstown for 
repair. 

I believe that only two Trackers were involved, the third 
survivor of the original 14 being at Bankstown at the time of the 
fire. As the photographs show, the wings and tailplane are 
removed. I am not sure if this was due to damage, to reduce 
weight or to provide satisfactory aerodynamics for the helo lift (or 
a combination of these factors. 
Owen Nicholls 

Dear Ed 
A little slow to get my act together on this occasion, but hope this 
information may be of some interest to you. 
I refer to recent enquiry's re-Sea Furies VX 730 and VW 232. 
Checking my old log book, I see that I flew VX 730 on at least 
three occasions between December 1955 and March, 1956, 
including a session of three deck landings on HMAS Sydney on 
13 March 56. 
Like other respondents, VW 232 does not appear in my book, but I 
did fly VW 632 on eleven separate occasions between July 1955 
and December 1955, including two test flights. 
Geoff Litchfield 

EXERCISE ... It is well documented that for every 

minute you exercise, you add one minute to your life. 
This enables you at 85 years of age to spend an 

additional five months in a nursing home at 
$5 ,000.00 per month. 
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Dear Ed 
May I seek the help and the strength of your journal to locate 
veterans who served in the Royal Australian Navy post WW2 in 
the Far East Strategic Reserve. 

The Federal Government passed legislation recently, 
according them various service entitlements and recognition of 
their service to the country. 

As a consequence, many people are eligible for a wide range 
of benefits, remuneration, Medals, pension and disability 
compensation. 

Whilst details have been published in service magazines, 
association newsletters and periodicals, there are still a 
considerable number of veterans who have not claimed their 
benefits. 

This is possibly due to some veterans severing ties with the 
Service and Navy colleagues to pursue vocations in civilian life, 
some in remote areas and rural environments. 

Time is their enemy too, as many memories could dim, given 
the 40-year span it took to recognize their place in our military 
history. 

For us, the active members of the Naval family who now enjoy 
the flow-on of these benefits, it has become a serious challenge to 
find our former shipmates and in some cases a race against time. 

Many are now advanced in years with deteriorating health and 
deserve the effort after serving their country onboard HMA Ships 
in conditions we know only too well as less than favourable. 

We know many have passed on due to illness related to their 
service and many are alive but quite ill so families too can help us 
take up the challenge. All veterans or families who wish to help 
their 'Poppa' or Uncle or Brother have to do, is phone John 
Carlyon 0732857395, President FESR Association, or post to him 
at 13 Mitchell St Lawnton Old. 4501. 

I hope you would see fit to include these details in the letters 
or community billboard section of your newspapers as many Navy 
veterans of the 50's 60's and ?O's are unaware of their 
entitlements after a 40-year struggle. 
GJ Linaker 
FESR Association - Phone (07) 5546 4166 

Dear Ed 
Regarding the notes from the RANAS Daily Orders (December 
1952) which were printed in the last edition of Slipstream. 

Around the middle of the last century (!) when Commander 
Crabb was the XO at Albatross, I was lucky enough to crack the 
job of Commander's Office Writer. Apart from the job being an 
even 'better number' than a Chief's Messman in a Nowra winter, it 
paid an extra sixpence a day! 

I remember typing some fairly unusual notes on Daily Orders, 
and on occasion - poetry. One epic of three or four verses was 
entitled (I think), 'The Folk on the Hill', and was dedicated to the 
RP ratings who were watchkeepers on Nowra Hill. 

One other note that comes to mind was an explanation of 
Commander Crabb's dislike of the word 'muster', as used in pipes 
for Duty Watch, Men Under Punishment etc. 

He pointed out that sheep, cattle and stores are mustered but 
ratings 'fall in' or 'report at'. 

The only time the word was to be permitted in connection with 

human beings is in the case of the song, 'You muster been a 
beautiful baby, you muster been a wonderful child. 

I doubt if Daily Orders have ever been so widely read. 
Cheers, Brian Terry 
[Brian's houseboat, the Queen Victoria, is currently moored at 
Mildura instead of its normal homeport of Echuca. Unless 
someone can encourage 'Huey' to send down some of the 'wet 
stuff' to give him enough water under the hull to get home, he 
could be there for the long haul. Alternatively, the name of a good 
'brickie' to build some piers under it may be a help. Ed] 

Dear Ed 
During a big clean up of my den, I was prompted to look into an 
old photo album and, lo and behold, there were these 
photographs that brought back many memories. I decided to 
forward them to you for inclusion in Slipstream. 

Unfortunately I don't remember all the names associated with 
each photograph. If anyone can identify the unnamed persons it 
would be greatly appreciated if they could write, phone or e-mail 
me so that I can put a name to each face for future reference -
especially in the June 1950 Class photograph. I apologise 
beforehand for my lapse of memory. [See photo Page 19] 

I enjoy the Quarterly Journals immensely and look forward to 
them arriving. They bring back a lot of good memories so please 
keep up the good work. 
Frank Clavey 
[Frank can be contacted at: 3 Proctor Street, SAMSON, WA 6163. 
Phone: (08) 9331 4243 or by Email at claveyfr@myplace.net.au J 
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Dear Ed 
Gold Card for Korean War Veterans 70 years and older. 

Recently I sought from my local Federal member the reasons for 
the Australian Government not automatically giving Korean War 
veterans a Gold Card when they reached 70 years of age - as is 
the case for World War II veterans. My local member made 
representation to the Minister for Veterans' Affairs. 

Attached is a copy of the reply received by my member from 
the Minister. Also attached is my response to that letter. 

With a Federal election due to take place later this year, a 
good opportunity exists for an individual non-Gold Card holding 
Korean War veteran to pressure their local Federal member on 
this issue. This opportunity will not re occur for another three 
years. A Korean War veteran's health needs may not wait a 
further three years. 

'The squeaky wheel gets the grease.' 
For those Korean War veterans unsure of the procedure on 

how to approach a local member simply telephone the office of the 
member and ask for an appointment. Members will always see a 
voter of their electorate. In an election year local members are 
after every vote. 

As a number of your readers are Korean War veterans I ask 
you to publish these letters. 
Andrew G Powell 

MINISTER FOR VETERANS' AFFAIRS PARLIAMENT HOUSE 
MINISTER ASSISTING THE MINISTER FOR DEFENCE 

CANBERRA ACT 2600 

Ms Julie Bishop MP 
Member for Curtin 
PO Box 2010 
SUBIACO WA 6904 

2 5 JUN 2001 
Dear Julie, 
Thank you for your representation of 26 April 2001 on behalf of 
several of your constituents, concerning extension of eligibility for 
the Repatriation Health Card - For All Conditions (Gold Card) to 
veterans of the Korean War. 

As you are aware, eligibility for the Gold Card has been 
extended to veterans who served in Australia's Defence Force and 
mariners who served in Australia's Merchant Navy during World 
War II who are aged 70 years or over and have qualifying service 
from that conflict. 

Qualifying service generally means service while in danger 
from hostile forces of the enemy. Most WWII veterans and 
mariners have qualifying service as a result of their service 
overseas during the period of hostilities from 3 September 1939 
to-29 October 1945. Certain World War II service while in danger 
from hostile enemy action within Australia is also classified as 
qualifying service. 

In reaching its decision to extend the Gold Card, the 
Government had regard to the fact that veterans of WW II were, 
as a group, the most aged and the most in need of health care 
benefits. The decision was in no way intended to devalue the 
courage and sacrifice shown by those veterans of post WWII 
conflicts. 
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The Government recognises that those who served in post 
World War II conflicts are a deserving group and that they too will 
need increased health care services as they grow older. Already, 
some 8,900 veterans of the Korean War and Malayan 
confrontation and their dependants have a Gold Card, as a result 
of war-caused disabilities and, in some cases, financial 
circumstances. Although no funds were allocated for extension of 
the Gold Card to all veterans of the Korean War in the 2001-2002 
Budget, this issue remains under active consideration by the 
Government and will be the subject of further discussions with the 
ex-service community in determining future priorities for the 
Veterans' Affairs portfolio. 

I trust this is of assistance to you. 
Yours sincerely 

Bruce Scott MP 

Andrew G Powell to Ms Julie Bishop MP 
Member for Curtin 

July 26, 2001 
Dear Ms Bishop, 

Your reference JB:CT:Powell 290601 
Thank you for your letter of 29 June 2001 with a copy of the 

letter signed by the Minister for Veterans' Affairs. Your efforts in 
raising this matter with the Minister are appreciated. However, the 
author of the letter from the Minister does not provide a logical 
reason for discriminating against Korean War veterans 
automatically receiving a gold card on reaching the age of 70 
years. To suggest that one group of war veterans should be 
entitled to better health care than another group can be seen to be 
offensive and insulting the intelligence of all veterans. It would be 
idiotic to suggest that a government should impose such a 
condition for service personnel before they go to war. Why impose 
that condition after the war? 

You have asked me for my comments regarding the Minister's 
advice. 

Your Government is the first Australian Government to 
discriminate against Korean War veterans as compared to World 
War II veterans. Up until such discrimination Korean War veterans 
were treated as equals for war service benefits. Some of these 
benefits are: 
• Eligibility for low interest war service housing loans. 

• Assured employment with the Commonwealth Departments. 

• Eligibility for the aged service pension at 60 years of age with 
the same income and asset tests. 

• Payment of disability pensions at the same rate. 
• Eligibility for Gold Card where a veteran received a minimum 
disability pension of 50% and received at least one dollar of the 
aged service pension. 

• Eligibility for a Gold Card where the veteran received a 
disability of 100%. 

• The opportunity to undergo further training on discharge from 
the service. 

• Treatment for war service injuries at repatriation hospitals. 
Accordingly the author of the Minister's letter does not explain 

why your Government has chosen to exclude Korean War 
veterans who are at least 70 years of age from receiving the Gold 
Card. It cannot be a question of the nation not being able to afford 
the cost of such a benefit. 
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The life expectancy of Australian males is in the order of 78 to 
82 years. At the age of 60 it is 78 years. At the age of 70 it 
increases to 81 years. When your Government gave the Gold 
Card to all World War II veterans, the media reports indicated that 
120,000 veterans would benefit. At least 5%(6,000) of these 
cardholders will die each year. It could be as high as 10% 
(12,000). In two years there would be 12,000 to 24.000 less Gold 
Card holders. 

17,889 Australians served in the Navy, Army and Air Force in 
the Korean War. It is reasonable to assume some 20%(3,578) of 
these have died since the truce was signed in September 1953. 
Almost 400 were killed in action. A number of World War II 
veterans serviced in Korea during the war. Of the 17,889, 4,000 
would not be around to receive a Gold Card. The nations 
maximum exposure would be in the order of 13,899. Judging by 
the turn out of Korean War veterans in April 2000 for the opening 
of the Korean War Memorial in Canberra, this estimated is on the 
high side of reality. The author of the Minister's letter states that 
some 8,900 Korean War and Malayan confrontation veterans are 
already Gold Card holders. (One must question why the two are 
combined.) However, the exposure of your Government to issuing 
a Gold Card to Korean War veterans is well below the two-year 
natural attrition rate of World War II veterans. 

If the nation could afford the Gold Card for World War II 
veterans, there is no cost reason that the nation cannot afford the 
Gold Card for Korean War veterans today. 

When a non-Gold Card Korean War veteran seeks medical 
treatment, at least 85% is borne by Medicare. It is reasonable to 
assume a number of Korean War veterans are war service aged 
pensioners. Where the veteran is a war service age pensioner the 
total cost is borne by the government. Similarly, when a Korean 
War non-Gold Card holder pensioner is hospitalised, the cost is 
also borne by the nation. The exception would be a few 
pensioners with private health cover. Accordingly the cost to the 
nation is less than the maximum exposure outline above. The cost 
of these services is not classified as a benefit to a veteran. But, 
the costs are in the Federal Budget as health costs. It is simply a 
question of classification of cost. The actual cost would be a few 
self-funded retirees. 

Your Government cannot make a case for excluding Gold 
Cards to Korean War veterans based on the cost to the nation. 
Accordingly, is the author of the letter suggesting that your 
Government consider the health of Korean War veterans of less 
importance than World War II veterans? 

A cynic would suggest your Government has excluded Korean 
War veterans on the basis of hypocrisy and apathy. The ballot box 
power of Korean War veterans, their partners and descendants is 
far less than the same power of World War II vetBrans. It is a little 
too hard for the bureaucracy to analyse the actual cost of giving 
the Gold Card to Korean War veterans. It is much easier to pen a 
letter to the Member for Curtin. Similarly Korean War veterans 
have little voice in the ex-service community. One should not 
expect such communities to give much priority to Korean War 
veterans receiving the Gold Card. But, it does give your 
Government an excuse for excluding such veterans. 

Apathy is easy to explain. It took the Australian Governments 
50 years after the commencement of the Korean War to erect a 
memorial in Canberra to those who lost heir lives in the war. 
Compare that time interval to the time it took for the Vietnam War. 

· In 1953 one of the Australian Navy Squadrons that I flew with was 
awarded a South Korean Presidential Citation, it took until 1998 

for this citation to be handed on by the Australian Government. 
I shall endeavour to pass on the Minister's letter and my 

comments to as many Korean War veterans as possible. Let us 
hope that they take a more logical attitude than your government 
by applying pressure to their local federal members - as against 
revenge at the ballot box. 

Thank you for you efforts and your commitment to continue to 
lobby the Minister. 

Yours sincerely. 
Andrew G Powell 

Dear Ed 
I found the letter from Stan Brown in the April 2001 edition to be of 
interest in that it raised an on-going discussion as to who 'made 
the first powered flight'. My following sentence stated: ' ... Orville 
Wright ... made the first sustained and controlled flight by an 
aircraft under its own power'. 

There have been many other claims based on the words 
'powered flight' alone, ranging from hydrogen filled balloons 
powered by a steam engine, for instance the Frenchman, Giffard 
in 1852, and later developments to the first Zeppelin in 1900. The 
Zeppelin certainly had some control, but the same cannot be said 
for Giffard's balloon. Each of these depended on its lighter than air 
gas to derive lift, whereas with the Wright aircraft, lift was 
generated by the airflow over the cambered wings. 

Although the flight was short, it was, as Orville Wright later 
wrote 'the first in history in which a machine carrying a man had 
raised itself by its own power into the air in full flight, had sailed 
forward without reduction of speed, and had landed at a point as 
high as that from which it started.' 

While the Wrights undoubtedly drew on the knowledge gained 
from the experiments of others, whether by flying uncontrolled 
models or attempting to carry a man aloft, but had not succeeded. 
Their historic flight is recognised as the first powered, sustained, 
and controlled flight from level ground. 

As a twelve year old I was an inmate at a boarding school in 
Chard (but not at the time of Stringfellow's model flights) . 

Strangely enough, his experiments were never mentioned as 
part of the town's history. The museum probably existed at the 
time but the only occasions on which the 'prep' school kids who 
boarded in the Red House left the premises, under guard, was for 
meals in the senior (or big school) across the main road, or for 
sport on the playing fields, and on Sunday afternoon for a walk in 
crocodile fashion through the town to climb Snowden Hill. 

The Red House is still so named, but during WW2 it became 
the Labour Exchange and continues in that function. 
John Goble 

Dear Ed 
I have just received the latest issue of Slipstream, and may I add 
my congratulations to the growing list. You are doing a great job 
and with every issue the memories just come rolling back. 

I think you will find the names of the two RADIO types in Fred 
Mc:Creanor's Pearl Harbour photo in this issue were, on the left, 
'Kipper' Kirkman, and on the right, John Jeffries. The memory may 
have faded a little but I am sure I am right. 

Just a short dit as the poor old Yanks seem to be flavour of 
the month for humorous dits ... 

(Continu ed 0 11 page 8) 
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It was a bar somewhere in Subic Bay, circa 1965, and we 
were having a couple (?) of quiet ales with a few new found 
American friends when one young fellow asked Keith Doncon 
what the R21 stood for on that 'itty-bitty' aircraft carrier of ours. 
Quick as a flash 'Done' replied, 'Why that's just the 21st carrier in 
R Division.' 

When we managed to pick up the young bloke up from the bar 
floor, all he could mutter was, 'Gee, I'm sure glad you people are 
on our side' . 
Ron Melville 

Dear Ed 
'AIRCRAFT HANDLERS' 

THE FEDERATION REUNION 2001 

A reunion of the Aviation Branch of the Fleet Air Arm is proposed 
within the framework of the Federation Naval Congress to be held 
in Sydney this October. 

Date: Thursday 04 October 2001 
Venue: Senior Sailors Mess, HMAS Watson 
Time: To be determined, but after the march 

through the city (1600?) 
Costs $15 per head approx. for barbecue and drinks at bar 

prices. Partners included and there will be a ceiling on numbers. 
Phone or Email me so that I can crunch the numbers. 
Also, are there enough ex-members of the premier branch of 

the Fleet Air Arm out there to warrant booking a ferry for the 
Harbour events scheduled for Saturday afternoon and evening? 
Joe Linaker 

Phone: (070 5546 4166 
E-mail: gjl@austarnet.com.au 
[Joe, I think that the 'premier' branch is already organised, but 

thanks for thinking about the aircraft maintainers. Ed] 

Dear Ed 
Being a relative newcomer to the Association, one never knows 
what silly dits have gone before. However, one of the nice things 
about reading Slipstream is that some item will trigger off a series 
of memories from long ago, as did the note from Mick Holdsworth 
in the previous issue. For those who do not know, Mick runs the 
Royal Navy FAA Armourers Association, commonly known as 
'The Bombheads'. I happen to be one of those 'streamlined 
splitpins', to which he referred. ( He's a fine one to talk - he's 18 
stone if an ounce! ). 

I once had the privilege to be Headmaster of one the UK's 
more select and refined educational establishments, to wit, the 
Bombheads Academy at HMS Condor at Arbroath in Scotland, a 
venue known to many a RAN sailor. Mick tells me that he was one 
of my star pupils on a Baby Bombheads course, where his course 
instructor was none other than the redoubtable Chief Air Fitter(O) 
Sam Cates. 

It just so happens that, for the first time, Sam and his good 
lady came to the Bombhead's Reunion at Coventry in April. I had 
an idea that I had known Sam from somewhere before Arbroath 
and, sure enough, he had been on 805 Squadron from the outset 
in 1948, and did the Sydney's first commission with me when I 
was the AA Ve the HO armoury. 

We had a good old 'lamp swinging' session which now 
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assumes greater relevance in the light of the re-constitution of 805 
Squadron. (The best of luck to them!). I have no doubt that Sam 
will be remembered by quite a few, especially after the 
anniversary re-union. 

If the following tale from those early days has not been told, it 
might amuse some of the membership. I joined the Sydney in 
August 1948 when she was still HMS Terrible and we were all 
accommodated in the Glory alongside the coaling jetty in 
Devonport. The ship's company at that time was mainly from the 
non-flying side of the RAN, many of whom could scarcely conceal 
their contempt for all things and persons aeronautical. 

The ship had been re-named and commissioned in December 
1948, and about February or March '49 we were ammunitioning 
alongside in Devonport, the squadrons being ashore. 

The aircraft ammunition was to be taken inboard via the 
combined efforts of the armoury workshop and Air Gunner's staff. I 
was on the flight deck giving orders to the Starboard crane driver, 
and CAF(O) 'Mac' McGregor, was in the barge alongside hooking 
500 and 1000 pound bombs on to the outfit of 4 x 4 legged slings 
delivered that morning from the Dockyard. 

We had just started the operation when a Seaman officer 
strolled along to see what was afoot. This gentleman immediately 
took exception to my untutored instructions to the crane driver -
'OK, up with 'em', 'Drop 'em down over there', etceteras. 

'Watch me, and learn the correct method of instructing a crane 
driver, Chief, if the FAA cannot teach you'. So I did; while the 
second and third of our slings were called into play, using such 
terms as 'topping lift', 'handsomely' and so on, as had been used 
since before Nelson's time. 

'Now let me see you do it, Chief'. So, using my newly acquired 
professional terms, I sent down the fourth sling, Mac hooked on 
four 1000-pounders and up they started - 'handsomely. 

They were about fifteen feet up when all four crashed back 
into the barge in succession. Mac, who was noted for the fact that 
if his temper were any shorter he wouldn't have one at all, was 
giving audible indication that he was uninjured. 

The crane driver had stopped his crane - handsomely - and 
once it was established that all involved were still in one 
'unflattened' piece, I turned to the Seaman officer for possible 
instructions, only to find that he had disappeared - handsomely'! 

I brought the sling back to the deck where it was obvious that 
all four hooks had straightened out on the ends of their chains. 
The inspection date stamp on them was for the previous day! The 
subsequent enquiry established that those four hooks had 
somehow evaded the required heat treatment before being 
assembled to their chains. Someone in the Dockyard collected an 
awful rollicking - handsomely. 

We all know that bombs may be dropped, fused safe, from 
thousands of feet without them exploding, but it is a bit off-putting 
to drop four of them from fifteen feet on to two hundred others; 
and it does carry a bit of a risk of making one's eyes smart a bit. 
Not only that, but 'Batchy' Bevan, the Buffer, had just had the 
ship's side painted! 

For those of my readers who have been in UK in the Spring, it 
has been a lovely day with three parts grown leaves on the trees, 
bluebells in the garden, and about a dozen varieties of feathered 
lay-about's hollering their heads off in the evening sun. Just the 
sort of thing I dreamed about whilst in the middle of a salty 
nowhere! Enjoy your winter, chaps! 
Maurice Ayling 
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Dear Ed 
In the early years the fledgling RAN FAA had a stream of RN 
personnel coming to Nowra on a 'Foreign Service' draft; this 
usually lasted for about two and a half years. Since this never 
seemed to be enough time to learn their names, most of them 
answered to 'Yorky', 'Geordie', 'Taff', 'Jock' or 'Paddy'. In most 
cases they contributed an enormous fund of knowledge to our 
developing experience and their input was invaluable. In most 
cases ... 

'Geordie' and 'Yorky' made sure that their only contribution 
was to the cash register at the Wet Canteen. Whenever there was 
work to be done, some mysterious power transported them 
somewhere else. 

It eventually came to pass that in order that they might 
complete at least ONE work function in their 2-% years, they were 
sent to the Bomb Dump. Here they took up residence in the Crew 
Room - a former aircraft packing case that served as a brew point 
at 'stand easy' and lunchtime. The Crew room had been fitted with 
a small two-foot square window, and a large door that was locked 
from the outside by a swinging bar. This was the first place where 
one would look for our two 'kippers' if one were unfortunate 
enough to be involved in a work party with them. 

Shortly after their arrival in this establishment, it became 
evident that they had a strong disinclination to be in the same 
proximity of anything that crept, crawled or flew in the Australian 
bush. 

Many may remember the night when Yorky returned to his 
mess after a session at the 'Wets' and, upon opening his locker in 
order to place his beer glass in its accustomed place, found that 
the said space was occupied by a mouse. 

That the mouse was dead, and closer inspection would have 
revealed that copper wire had been used to make it stand up on 
its hind legs, the twisted, agonised grimace on the mouse's face 
was sufficient to galvanise Yorky into extraordinary action. He let 
forth a terrible scream, dropped his favourite middy glass, leapt 
backwards over the single bed behind him and disappeared 
through the mess door and into the night. Only the blandishmerJs 
of the Mess Kellick got him to return so that we could all get back 
to sleep. But, I digress ... 

On the day in question, Geordie and Yorky had taken up 
residence in the Crew Room and made themselves very 
comfortable, all the while unmindful of an expedition taking place 
within the Bomb Dump area to capture a frill-neck lizard about two 
feet long. 

Carrying the captured reptile in a sugar bag, a group of 
armourers stealthily made their way to Crew Room and, whilst 
shouting and banging sticks on the outer walls, deposited the 
lizard on the floor inside and barred the door shut. 

A frill-neck lizard, when disturbed, is a rather fearsome sight -
it stands up on its hind legs, flares out its frill, opens its mouth to 
display a garish orange colour and hisses loudly - and this one 
was standing about two feet high. It was all too much for our 
heroes! There was a moment of stunned silence, quickly followed 
by an eruption of oaths, screeches and screams. The noise was 
accompanied by the sudden, momentary appearance at the small 
window of a contorted face that was immediately replaced by 
another as they fought to be the first out. 

This was repeated a number of times before survival of the 
fittest dominated and a body hurtled out onto the ground. The 
'body' picked himself up and promptly ran into a tree, whereupon 

he found himself on the ground again. By this time, the second 
occupant had managed to extricate himself and, not even casting 
a backward glance at his associate on the ground, or the Bomb 
Dump Party who were dissolving into hysterical laughter, departed 
at significant speed in the direction of the Stop Butts, hotly 
pursued by the other as soon as he regained his footing. 

There was little further work done at the Dump on that day. 
John 'de Lacy' Clifford 

Dear Ed 
Some few editions ago you printed an article by one 
LAM{O) Thomas RN, in which he made a passing reference to 
airfield defence exercises. Airfield defence exercises were a fairly 
common feature of Albatross life in the 50s. I took part in two, the 
subject of separate articles. The first was the one referred to by 
'Thommo', and I was in the same section as he was. 

These exercises took two forms, the most usual was with the 
army providing the attacking force but occasionally it would be an 
'all air station' affair. 

I have grave reservations as to the value of those exercises as 
firstly they were usually poorly conceived, poorly planned and 
poorly executed and secondly the sailors rarely took them 
seriously. They either treated them as a great skylark, an outing 
away from the everyday routine of station life, or they were 
completely p ---ed off with it and took part without any enthusiasm 
whatsoever. 

Thommo also made a passing reference to 850 Sea Fury 
Squadrons work up prior to departure for Korea in 1953. What he 
did not mention was that during the armament phase of that work 
up, 850 squadron fired off 15000 rounds of 20 mm ammunition in 
a single day. When it is considered that a Sea Fury carried slightly 
less than 500 rounds fully loaded, this represents 30 serials in a 
day, providing every aircraft had a clean shoot; a highly unlikely 
event. Therefore the squadron must have completed upwards of 
40 serials; a truly prodigious effort. 

This of course was in the days when aircrew were sent to the 
range until they could shoot reasonably well and before practice 
allowances were brought in. 
Jim Parsons 

AIRFIELD DEFENCE - EXERCISE ONE 

In this exercise, Albatross was called on to defend not only the 
airfield, but also strategic points about the airfield from attack by 
commandos who may be infiltrated by air or sea. In the final event 
they were landed by both methods. It may be useful to say that at 
this time the army had no SAS and commandos were drawn from 
the three services, as will be seen later. 

The plan was that the sailors were to be organised into army 
style platoons. That is, a headquarters section with supporting 
staff and three rifle sections. When the quarter's bill was 
published, I found that I had been 'appointed' batman to the 
platoon CO. I was horrified at this turn of events as I was an 
armourer, and in my eyes at least, a trained killer who had only 
recently returned from defending King, country and the principles 
of the United Nations in Korea. I just did not see myself as the 
'flunky' of a very junior officer. 

The day before the exercise was scheduled to begin we were 
kitted up with the standard WW1 issue webbing and 
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accoutrements including 303 Lee Enfield rifles and 18 inch 
bayonets and also given a list of what clothing, toiletries etc. that 
we should pack. 

On the day the exercise was to begin we were mustered up in 
the old victualling yard by platoons. Each platoon that was to 
operate separate from the airfield was kitted up with a 
headquarters radio the size of a large suitcase, hand held radios 
the size of shoe boxes, cooking utensils and victuals. The victuals 
consisting of uncooked meat and vegetables unsliced bread and 
assorted condiments. Even though we were expected to be out in 
the bush for several days I do not recall that any shelters were 
provided. We then boarded our transport and were taken out into 
the bush along dirt roads to a point somewhere in the vicinity of St 
Georges Basin (a place that seemed to have no strategic value 
what so ever), and dumped. I had no idea of where we were, and 
was never able to locate the site afterwards. 

After being dumped and milling around like aimless sheep for 
an hour or so, the order came from somewhere that a section was 
to be relocated, but instead of allocating a previously organised 
section to the task it was a case of a 'you, you and you' selection. 
I made sure that I was one of the 'you', any1hing to escape 
batman duties. Our heroic leader (HL) for this task was Jack 
Constantine, and his 2 1/C was LAM(O) Thomas RN. The only 
other member of the party whose name I can remember was 
another armourer, Wally Mackie. We duly re-embarked upon our 
transport and were conveyed along more dirt roads to another 
anonymous point in the bush where we were once again dumped 
and told to start marching to where, and for what purpose, I had 
no idea whatsoever. 

From here on the exercise sounds somewhat like a Mack 
Senne! comedy script. Anyhow, after we had been marching down 
the road for a few minutes along came a jeep with two army 
officers aboard who were promptly bailed up and taken prisoner, 
or so we thought. 

They protested that they were in fact exercise referees which 
was treated with a great deal of scepticism by our HL. After 
considerable discussion between our HL, the army chaps and 
over the radio, it was agreed that the army 'bods' were in fact who 
they said they were and should be released. In the course of 
these discussions it was also revealed that the referees were on 
their way to mark out a landing site and monitor a parachute drop. 

The referees were barely out of sight when another truck 
came along and was also bailed up. This fellow turned out to be a 
dairy farmer returning from delivering his milk (no bulk tankers in 
those days). He readily agreed to our HL's request to 'follow that 
jeep' and so we scrambled in among the empty milk cans and set 
off. (I am not sure what the farmer really thought about this, but I'll 
bet he had many a chuckle about his confrontation with a bunch of 
dopey sailors for a long time afterwards). Sure enough, a few 
miles down the track we came across the jeep parked by the side 
of the road and spotted the referees laying out ground markers in 
the middle of a nearby field. 

The field was surrounded by fairly dense scrub and so we 
surreptitiously (we thought) surrounded the field and set up a 
crafty ambush. In retrospect, the referees must have spotted us 
and warned the parachutists of our presence. Anyway, only a few 
minutes after we were settled in our ambush positions, a Dakota 
made a low-level pass at about 800 feet over the field, turned 
about, made another approach at the same height and dropped 
six parachutists. We watched them descend, it didn't occur to us 
to claim that we had shot them in the air, the result being that as 

10 

soon as they hit the ground they shed their parachutes and just 
disappeared. We were all left gaping in amazement. We didn't lay 
a hand on any of them! 

After reporting our dismal failure with the parachutists, we 
were told to head back the way we had come and we would be 
collected, joined up with another group and relocated. In due 
course we were picked up, and together with others meandered 
over more dirt roads until being eventually deposited by a bridge. 
This spanned a creek that flowed into St Georges Basin about a 
mile down stream. 

At our new location we were told we had to defend the bridge 
for several days and that we could expect attacks from infiltrators 
at any time from now on. We were supplied with a suit case sized 
radio together with several shoebox hand held radios and 
uncooked victuals. As I recall, we had no cooking utensils apart 
from our standard dixies, I may be wrong on that point, but I am 
absolutely certain that we had no cooked food during, as it turned 
out, my rather short stay. 

It was very late in the afternoon by the time we had relocated 
and set up camp at our new site, but it was decided that we 
should set up listening posts and prepare defensive positions. 

To this end we were sorted into pairs and deposited in the 
surrounding shrubbery. We were told stay in position all night and 
that we should take it in turns to have a bit of a 'kip'. Some of us 
took this instruction seriously, and others of course ignored it and 
slept the night through as best they could. No effort was made to 
make life difficult for intruders; we didn't set up trip flares, of which 
we had abundance, nor did we set up noisemakers or other booby 
traps. In any event, it didn't matter as nothing happened. 

During the forenoon of the following day, it was decided that it 
might be a good idea to have a bit of a look around. Wally Mackie 
and I were detailed off to patrol down stream from the bridge as 
far as the Basin and back again. I imagine others patrolled 
elsewhere but I have no recollection of that. 

Anyhow, our walk downstream was uneventful, but on the way 
back we stumbled upon two of the opposition relaxing by the side 
of the track. They were completely oblivious to our presence and 
we were able to sneak up so close that we could overhear them 
having a bit of a giggle about the ineptitude of the sailor's efforts at 
airfield defence. 

We sprang upon them, figuratively of course, and took them 
prisoner. A mistake, as later events were to prove. We should 
have claimed to have shot them out of hand. One of our prisoners 
was an army sergeant and the other an able seaman, 'the 
treacherous dog'. They were from a party of six who had landed 
from a submarine in Jervis Bay. These fellows had also been 
observed and their landing site surrounded from the time the 
submarine surfaced until they came ashore, but they had also 
managed to get away scot-free. 

We took our prisoners back to camp but nobody bothered to 
separate them from their equipment or to search them. We all sat 
around exchanging 'bulldust' while we waited for the referees to· 
relieve us of our prisoners. In the meantime, the sergeant said he 
had no further use for his rations and he handed around all sorts 
of goodies in the form of chocolate and biscuits and we all had a 
jolly time. 

After this guy had been handed over to the referees, he 
claimed to have placed a bomb under our radio. A claim we found 
pretty laughable as we had been sitting right around him the whole 
time and it had to be impossible for him to have done as he 
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claimed without being seen. However, a quick 'shufti' under the 
radio disclosed a wooden block simulating an explosive charge, 
neatly wrapped in the paper from the very chocolate the beggar 
had been feeding us. 

Later the same day, Wally Mackie and I were sent out to cover 
the same track as earlier, the trip out was again uneventful but on 
returning the roles were reversed, we were both shot by some 
'coot' skulking in the shrubbery. This fellow was so well concealed 
that we did not see him even after he spoke and he never did 
reveal himself to us. So ended my involvement in that particular 
exercise. 

For the record, the bridge was attacked that night and easily 
'destroyed'. 

AIRFIELD DEFENCE EXERCISE TWO 

In this exercise the air station was to provide both the attackers 
and the defenders. The attacking force would be made up of three 
standard type infantry platoons. 

The plan was that these platoons would be dropped off in 
three different locations in the bush some ten to fifteen miles from 
the airfield. They would then make a cross country march, 
avoiding the roads to a predetermined location adjacent to the 
airfield where they would camp for the night. During the night they 
would make independent reconnaissance and harassing raids on 
the airfield, and at first light the next day all three platoons would 
make a massed attack. 

I was a 'kellick' by this time and when the quarters bill was 
published I found myself appointed 2 1/C of a platoon section, 
however, I cannot remember a single other person who was in the 
platoon. The day before the exercise commenced, we were kitted 
up with the usual outfit of WW1 webbing and accoutrements, plus 
303 Lee Enfields and some 'tommy guns'. 

The following the day the attacking force was mustered in the 
old victualling yard and each individual was given a packet 
containing a couple of uncooked lamb chops and a couple of 
uncooked sausages, a loaf or two of unsliced bread between 
sections and other bits and pieces. We were also issued with 
some noisemakers in the form of 'thunder flashes' and 'Chinese 
crackers'. I don't remember blank ammunition being issued. We 
:,ere then loaded onto our transport and taken to our various 
platoon starting points. Ours was on the Nerriga road some few 
miles south of the Nerriga-Tomerong road junction. 

At this point we were given a lecture by an army adviser on 
how we should advance, that is, in separate sections in arrow 
formation. One rifle section leading, the other two sections on the 
flanks and a scout from each section leading the way, and the 
headquarters section taking up position at the rear of the arrow. 
We were also told how to disguise our line of advance by not 
discarding any litter or breaking down or slashing the shrubbery. 

We took off in fine form until the going got a bit tough and 
then we disintegrated into a single mass of humanity trying to find 
the easiest way, all to the army guy's despair. 

At about dusk, we arrived at our overnight stopping point, 
which was an old gravel pit just off the Nerriga road and a mile or 
so from the airfield. We were then told to more or less set up 
camp and prepare supper. However, because we had uncooked 
victuals, each section and some individuals flashed up fires and 
began barbecuing, much to the consternation of our leaders who 
immediately ordered that the fires be put out. There was no way 

that the fires were going to be put out until the meat was done and 
so our leaders reconciled themselves to this fact and tossed their 
meat on as well. 

During the night we made a few forays onto the airfield where 
we placed stickers simulating explosive charges on various 
structures and also tripped over and set off assorted trip flares. 
We were also in turn 'flour bombed' by helicopters who had no 
difficulty in finding us because of the fires which were kept burning 
for warmth. Flour bombing had been prohibited from the exercise 
because it was considered a bit dangerous but we did not mind as 
it created a bit of excitement to an otherwise dull night. 

It is said that the field leader of the defenders, who shall 
remain nameless, commandeered the old bush recovery vehicle 
(bren gun carrier) and spent the night rushing around the airfield 
terrifying the defenders until he ran into a ditch injuring both 
himself and his driver. The vehicle remained in the ditch for the 
remainder of the night and was recovered sometime during the 
following day. 

The all out assault that was to take place at dawn the following 
day was pretty much a comedy. The platoon that was to attack 
from the north had earlier high-jacked the defenders 'breakfast' 
truck and had gorged themselves to the extent that they were late 
arriving. The platoon that was to attack from the east had to 
navigate the old pig farm and with all the yelling and setting off of 
noisemakers traumatised the poor old 'porkers' for weeks 
afterwards. 

Our platoon approached from behind the bomb dump and we 
set off like lunatics, yelling and screaming in the general direction 
of the control tower, but it was mainly over by the time we were 
half way across the airfield. I did hurl my Chinese cracker in 
among a bunch of bodies who were milling around, whether friend 
or foe, who knows? In any event, the wretched thing did not go off. 

And so ended airfield defence exercise two. 

Dear Ed 
Haydn Taylor's death on 09 January this year, was quite a shock 
for the Manchester Branch of the UK FAAA and other Royal Navy 
Associations. 

He had attended the monthly branch meeting, in his normal 
devotee manner, four days prior to his death. I had been speaking 
to him by telephone two days prior to that, and had a robust talk 
with him over a future meeting of the branch. 

A widower, he was Secretary of the Manchester Branch from 
its inauguration, and all matters on his agenda were delivered at 
the meetings with enthusiastic style. Haydn also held office as 
Chairman of Salford RNA and also of the HMS Royal Arthur 
Association (an initial training establishment for entry of RN 
wartime recruits, of which there were considerable). 

Other positions held included being a Committee Member of 
the National FAA Association, Chairman of one of its sub
committees; he also edited and produced the Manchester Branch 
Newsletter. 

Of those shipmates who willingly take an office in Naval 
Associations, few can be endowed with such energy as shown by 
Haydn. 

His funeral service was well attended, with National and 
Branch flags, despite very adverse weather on the morning of 
January 12. In fact my own journey to the church service by car 
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w~s fraught with dread, as the windscreen wipers were not coping 
with the sleet, a matter which is not conducive to safe driving. 

Those who attended remarked on the becoming way in which 
the service had been conducted. Haydn had already written his 
own obituary, from birth up to the present time. This was read by 
the minister and then added to by the Branch Chairman. 

As is often the case, you learn of things too late in life that you 
wou!d have wanted to chat over. Haydn, who was 75 years of age 
at his death, had, before his navy times, lived some three miles 
from my own home. He finished school at age fourteen and 
worked as an assistant in an ironmonger's shop. Joining the Royal 
Navy at age eighteen, he was steered into the Supply Branch as a 
Stores Assistant attached to the Fleet Air Arm; eventually serving 
overseas on a squadron and ships' company on an experimental 
ship, a converted liner by the name of HMS Edinburgh Castle. 

At the cessation of hostilities he was demobbed (hostility 
service only) and received technical education in engineering. 
This led to him obtaining a job in the maintenance of industrial 
plants. Eventually moving into sales, he was to become Regional 
Manager until his retirement. In his time he had also been a keen 
rugby player at the local level. 

Another of his initiatives was to organise attendance at three 
churches in Lancashire and Cheshire, they are located close to 
Fleet Air Arm bases. They are gravesites for men and WRENS of 
the FAA who died whilst serving, plus others who have died in 
later life. At 1100 on 11 November each year, wreaths are laid and 
a graveside service held. 

On these occasions, at my local church, I attend the grave of a 
Petty Officer Airman (TAG) R.Tudge, from Hazel Grove, who 
served on HMS Albatross with the 710 Naval Air Squadron in 
1940-42, on the South Atlantic and Indian Ocean stations. In 1943 
he was an instructor at RNAS Arbroath, he was killed when his 
Walrus aircraft overturned during landing at sea. 

On another matter, I have all the Slipstream magazines 
published over the last ten years and often refer to the articles 

and letters they contain. They could provide a collection on 
various lines of interest concerning the Australian FAA and the 
Association from the individual person's involvement. 

One incident in which I was involved, occurred whilst aboard 
HMAS Sydney in November 1953. We were at anchor off Inchon 
and a party of senior rates was to visit the Australian Army 1st 

Battalion at the truce line. We had an early departure for a forty 
minute boat journey to a jetty, then transported in a canvas sided 
Army truck. At Seoul we stopped for lunch and then proceeded 
once again, crossing the lmjin River and passing the 331h parallel 
marker, eventually arriving at the encampment of our hosts at 
dusk - a 'cold soak' of a journey. 

For accommodation purposes, the group was split up amongst 
the Company platoons. A sergeant directed me to a one-man 
bivouac on a hillside, it held a bed, a chair and an unserviceable 
small stove. He departed with the advice to 'look sharp' at the 
ablutions before assembly to board transport to the Regiment HQ 
where the evening meal was to be taken. 

With the meal over, we joined our hosts and men from other 
Commonwealth armies in the mess lounge for a 'sod's opera'. 
This passed off spiritedlY. despite the fact that we were restricted 
to one bottle of beer per man. 

The air was 'bitterly cold as we ran back to our billets under the 
light from a full moon. 

I was aroused by a 'call of nature' during the night and went 
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outside the tent. On 1111'"'1.?..,.... 
returning to bed, my 
body started being 
affected by chronic 
cramps that prevented 
me nodding off to sleep 
again. I lay there in 
misery until I heard 
voices as the camp 
stirred. 

Suddenly a 
sergeant appeared at ,. 
the tent opening and 
started to give me a 
morning greeting until 
he noticed my state of 
distress. He then 
noticed my clothes 
draped across the chair 
and exclaimed, 'We 
only take our boots off!' 

George Chadwick ( R ) toeing the 
Armistice Line - Korea 1953 

Following breakfast, our group assembled and the role and 
routine of the regiment was explained to us. We were then shown 
around the cantonment, taking in the landscape of 'no-man's' land 
at the division of Korea. 

After lunch we were given a tour for a photo opportunity, and 
called in at the New Zealand and Canadian army sections. Later 
that day we headed back for Inchon, arriving at the jetty around 
midnight, cold and hungry. The Army RTO had closed down, but 
we eventually aroused the army communications and they sent a 
signal to the Sydney for relief of our plight. We were to spend 
another hour awaiting the ship's boat. Another hour later, having 
reported the groups return in the ship, it was back to the mess, the 
warmth beginning to advance up the arms and legs - bliss! 

All best wishes to the readers. 
George Chadwick 

Dear Ed 
A quote on the top of a page in my daybook says 'you never know 
when you are making a memory', so how true is this? In fact it has 
inspired me to put pen to paper as every time I receive Slipstream 
I threaten to do so. I started amassing my memories in the FAA in 
1954 when I became an Aircraft Handler, a job I didn't finish until 6 
years and 7 months 'boys time' later. 

Seeing LTCMDR 'Whacka' Payne get a mention in a previous 
issue of Slipstream, and also Ben Patynowski, who is asking for 
photos of Gannets for his coming book, I would like to share with 
you all a memory of mine covering the 1960 SEATO Cruise of 
HMAS Melbourne. A time when LTCMDR Payne was the Flight 
Deck Officer. 

The Melbourne embarked two squadrons for the trip, 816 
Gannets and 805 Sea Venoms. Also on the trip was an 
assortment of senior pilots going along for the ride. (Of course, 
this state of affairs had nothing to do with a 'rabbit run' up top 
before Xmas.) Apparently they had to keep their logbooks up to 
date with hours flown, carrier deck take-off and landings (I think). 
My memory of some incidents that occurred on this cruise is from 
a Handler's perspective with a few photos thrown in. 

Starting with the Gannets - I recall that the aircraft had a 'wet 
start' with fuel on the deck and a fire in the engine bay. There 
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were other aircraft on the deck ranged for take off. The situation 
appeared to be pretty dicey and we were fortunate that the flames 
didn't translate to the spillage on the deck. The Handlers acted_ 
quickly to contain the fuel spill, but the fire in the engine was a 
worry. Next step - dry powder into the intakes and the fire is out. 
Did the handlers get a BZ for acting as trained? No! But we did get 
chastised for using dry powder in the engines as this may have 
damaged them. As you can see from this little episode, Handlers 
were trained to act and not to think. 

Moving on to Gannet No 825 - the ship was operating around 
Timor and the weather conditions were very calm and the ship 
was hard pressed to get wind speed over the deck for flying. On 
this particular day, 825 was brought upon deck and placed on the 
catapult. The FDO (Whacka) then took over and ran the pilot 
through his required drills. On completion, the FOO received a 
thumbs-up from the cockpit and in return received the signal from 
the FOO to 'wind-up' the engines. The pilot applied power and 
eventually gave a final thumbs-up. Whacka duly flagged 825 
away and the engineer 'fired' the catapult. 

Now, from the time the catapult is activated it takes about 3 
seconds for the steam pressure to build up to launch the aircraft. It 
was in this short space of time that the pilot noticed that while he 
had RPM indicated, he in fact had no power for take-off. Anyhow, 
the pilot hurriedly gave the FOO the thumbs down signal -
Whacka, with all the aplomb of a true leader - shrugged his 
shoulders - Whoosh! Gannet 825 was about to be given a 
buoyancy test. 

The aircraft struggled to get airborne but it was to no avail and 
it came to rest in the sea in front of the ship. The pilot, the sole 
occupant, was standing on the wing waiting for the rescue 
'chopper' to return him to the deck. In less than fifteen minutes 
825 had irrevocably failed its buoyancy test. 

Now 829 (see photos), while it might seem a little dented here 
and there is in fact a winner? However, confirmation of this may 
be very hard to verify. The 'buzz' on deck was that the more 
senior pilots had perhaps been having a small wager amongst 
themselves as to who could catch the No. 1 arrestor wire. This 
theory appeared to be backed up by the fact that many of the 
pilots were catching Nos. 2 & 3 wires on landing, when in fact, 
according to the mirrors, Nos. 4 and 5 wires were the 'money 
wires'. 

So ... 829 went one better than catching No. 1 wire and caught 
the admiral's catwalk with his hook and the No 1 wire with his 
nose wheel. 

Although this happened 40 years ago I can still see the pilot 
casually climbing out of his cockpit to the deck and standing with 

his hands on his hips surveying his aircraft. Perhaps pondering 
how he would spend his winnings, or would he in fact be 
disqualified. 

Cannibalised prior to dumping 

As an aside, I was always surprised at the number of pusser's 
issue chronometers that aircrew 'lost' following their accidents. 

805 squadron - now they were more 'fair dinkum', no desk 
pilots along for a 'rabbit run'. 

Commander Air proved that he had a sense of humour by 
turning on the deck tannoy system whilst replying to a Venom 
pilot's report that he had a noise in the aircraft and also faulty 
radar equipment. 

Commander Air to pilot: 'Your radar has been serviced and is 
OK. It is presently on the floor in the hangar, however, the rigger 
has mislaid his tool box, could this possibly be the noise you are 
hearing?' 

I've included two photos of .--- ---""""'= 
Venom 807 taken when the 
Melbourne arrived in 
Yokohama. We were officially 
welcomed and one of the 
traditionally dressed girls posed 
for photographs using 807 as a 
backdrop. Then there is 807 in 
it's 'own pose' for Commander 
Air, using the ships island as a 
backdrop. The pilot was 
gracious enough to say that his 
starboard wheel brake seized. 
As the pilot had an observer 
with him and Commander Air """"==-~- ......... .-

(Co 111i1111ed 011 page 14) 
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pusser's issue chronometer. 
The big event was the saving of a Venom (whose number 

escapes me) by use of the barrier. This occurred during a night 
flying exercise and I think the ship was operating in the China Sea 
where we had been dodging a couple of typhoons (Mary and 
Nadine). They had caused the smaller ships to be dispatched to 
Manilla and out of harms way. Out of nowhere came this 
horrendous sea which seemed to go from moderate to 20 to 40 
foot waves at the tum of a switch, flying was cancelled and two 
airborne Sea Venoms were recalled. By the time they returned, 
the Melbourne was really pitching very badly. 

As the first aircraft dropped to the deck, the deck in tum 
dropped, thus causing the plane to miss all the wires, this resulted 
in a very loud bang and a great shower of sparks were generated 
up the deck until the plane disappeared off the angle deck. As 
there was nothing we could do at this stage, catching the second 
aircraft became the priority. 

Whilst the worst was feared for the troubled Venom, everyone 
was relieved to see the orange glow from its tail pipe as it fought 
to gain height, it appeared so low that I wouldn't have been 
surprised if it had clipped a few wave crests during its endeavours. 
The second Venom was caught and stowed and our attention was 
turned to the damaged plane. 

Commander Air switched on the deck tannoy system to keep 
the flight deck crew alerted as to what was taking place. He 
suggested that the pilot fly his aircraft along the starboard side of 
the island so that it could be bathed in light from the searchlights 
to ascertain the extent of any damage. The pilot declined as the 
fuel level was critical and he only had enough for one more pass. 
Commander Air informed the pilot that there was no way of 
knowing the plane's condition and that the pilot could choose to 
eject or try a barrier landing. The pilot chose the latter option and 
the barrier was erected in about 40 seconds (during 'for exercise 
only', the barrier would be erected in about 60 -70 seconds). 

The Venom landed, catching a wire before heading into the 
barrier. While the plane did not appear to suffer any damage from 
the barrier landing, the extent of the first landing attempt was a 
shattered nose wheel and the oleo leg smashed up into the 
aircraft fuselage. 

It goes without saying that the pilot was a ve'ry relieved man 
upon landing. Commander Air appeared on deck to congratulate 
and offer comfort to the pilot - and most probably commiseration 
for the pilot forgetting to lose his pusser issue chronometer! 

HOW THE SAS WATER SKI 
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In due course, the FOO informed his crew that he believed 
that we had performed the first night barrier landing of any Navy in 
the whole world. 

Another small event took place on this SEATO Cruise of 1960, 
when the Melbourne played host to a Mini Olympics (1960 being 
an Olympic year). 

A series of games were held using the flight deck as the 
venue and with most ships from 'OPERATION SEA LION' 
participating. Teams from 39 ships representing 8 Navies were 
ferried over by barge and helicopter for the two-day event, the 
winners being presented with medals. The Melbourne's Rugby 
team won the tug-of-war, an event for which I still have my medal. 

As usual every visiting 'chopper' on our deck left with 'RED 
KANGAROOS' painted on them. 

As I started this memory with a quote from my daybook, so I 
shall finish with one - 'The moment may be temporary, but the 
memory is forever'. 

Thank you for letting me share some memories with you. 
Claude (Mick) Tatterse/1 

Hey, Boss! Can I have a day off? 

WHAT! You already have 2 days off per 
week, leaving 261 days available for work. 

Since you spend 16 hours each day away from 
work, you have used µp 170 days leaving only 

91 days available for work. 
You spend 30 minutes each day on coffee 
break, which counts for 23 days each year, 

leaving only 68 days available. 
With a 1-hour lunch each day, you used up another 46 days, 

leaving only 22 days available for work. 
You normally spend 2 days per year on sick leave. This leaves 

you only 20 days available for work. 
You are off 5 holidays per year, so your available working time is 

down to 15 days. 
We generously give 14 days vacation per year, which leaves 

only 1 day available for work, and I'll be damned if you're going 
to take that day off! 
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MEMORIAL SERVICE at RANAS NOWRA 
for the late 

WILLIAM 'JACK' McLOUGHLIN 
24 JAN 1930 - 08 MAR 1999 

A memorial plaque to the late 'Jack' Mcloughlin was recently mounted on the Memorial Wall 
at the RANAS Chapel. To mark the occasion, many friends and relatives gathered for the 

memorial dedication service. Pictured below are some of the attendees. 
L-R: Olga and 'Chips' Raftery-Tom Cooper-Jim Lee- Betty and Clem Conlan -
Dan Daniels - Ken Greenaway-Chaplain John Connelly-Florence Matterson -

Elizabeth and Ray Homer - Alice McPherson - Ron Hay - Fred Goodfellow -
Ray Spargo and Max Altham. 

The picture to the right shows 'Jack's' daughters, Anne Marie and Mary Ellen. 
Photographs courtesy Les 'Juke' Matterson 

Walking home from the club one night, a 
Soldier, a Sailor and an Airman got into an 
argument about which service was 'the best'. 
The arguing became so heated that the three 
servicemen failed to see an oncoming truck. 
They were run over and killed instantly. 

In no time at all they found themselves at 
Heaven's Pearly Gates. There they met St Peter 
and decided that only he could be the ultimate source of truth and 
honesty and asked him which branch of the Australian Armed 
Forces is the best. Saint Peter reluctantly admitted that he didn't 
have the answer, but promised to ask God what he thought about 
the question. He then thanked them for their service on Earth and 
welcomed them to Heaven. 

Some time later, the three servicemen bumped into St Peter and 
asked him if God had the answer to their question. As they spoke, a 
sparkling white dove landed on St Peter's shoulder, in its beak it 
held a note glittering with gold dust. St Peter removed the note, 
trumpets sounded, gold dust drifted into the air, harps played 
crescendos and St Peter began to read the note aloud to the three 
servicemen. 

M~MORANDUM FROM 1'lffl DESK Of nm ALMIGHTI OrIB 
TO: Sailors, Soldiers and Airmen 
SUBJECT: Which military service is the best. 

Gentlemen, all branches of the Australian Forces are honourable 
and noble. Each serves Australia well and with distinction. Being a 
serviceman in the Australian Military represents a special calling 
warranting special respect, tribute and dedication. Be proud of that. 

God RAN (Rtd) 

THE WORLD WE LIVE IN ... 

If a woman burns her thighs on the hot coffee she 
was holding in her lap while driving, she blames the 

restaurant. 
If your teen-age son kills himself, you blame the 

rock 'n' roll music or musician he liked. 
If you smoke three packs a day for 40 years and 

die of lung cancer, your family blames the 
tobacco company. 

If your daughter gets pregnant by the football captain 
you blame the school for poor sex education. 

If your neighbour crashes into a tree while driving 
home drunk, you blame the bartender. 

If your cousin gets AIDS because the heroin needle 
he used was dirty, you blame the government for 

not providing clean ones. 
If your grandchildren are brats without manners, you 

blame television. 
If your friend is shot by a deranged madman, you 

blame the gun manufacturer. 
And if a crazed person breaks into the cockpit and 

tries to kill the pilots at 35,000 feet, and the 
passengers kill him instead, the mother of the 

deceased blames the airline. 
I must have lived too long to understand the world as 

it is anymore. So if I die while my old, wrinkled 
backside is parked in front of this computer, 

I want you to blame Bill Gates, OK? 
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CARRIER FLYING: THE GREATEST 'SPORT' IN THE WORLD 
By John van Gelder - Commander RAN (Rtd) 

[From the introduction to A R 'Tas' Browning's book - 'Operational Deployments of HMAS Melbourne, 1956 - 1996' 

Some time ago, whilst having a drink in the 
bar of the local yacht club, I met a man whom I 
had never seen before. In general 
conversation on learning that I had been a 

Fleet Air Arm pilot he said, 'But that was a license to kill yourself, 
wasn't it ?' It was a ridiculous remark, however, I pondered later 
whether this may have been a general perception by people who 
should have known better. 

By the time a pilot carries out his first deck landing he has 
undergone at least two years of fairly intensive academic and flying 
training and , in the process, seen about fifty percent of his 
contemporaries fall by the wayside for various reasons. Before 
arriving at the aircraft carrier the final intensive flying training 
schedule is devoted to ADDLs, or Airfield Dummy Deck Landings. 
This is the practice of being directed in the landing approach by a 
batsman. In my particular training I recorded 212 ADDLS in Fairey 
Firefly aircraft at an airfield in Northern Ireland before my first deck 
landings on that great old aircraft carrier HMS Illustrious. By no 
stretch of the imagination could one suggest that we were 
undertrained , nor that we were practicing to 'kill ourselves'. 

Flying from straight deck carriers such as HMS Illustrious or 
HMAS Sydney and being 'batted on' did have an element of risk 
and there was not really much margin for error. However, if you 
missed picking up one of the nine arrestor wires there was always 
the barriers to bring you to a stop. It was often said that there were 
two types of naval aviator - those that had been into the barrier and 
those that were going to! 

Strangely enough, one of the more difficult procedures I found 
operating from HMAS Sydney was taxiing the aircraft out of the 
deck park in order to get to the catapult. With the wings folded the 
aircraft always felt top heavy and inevitably the ship would be rolling 
whilst turning into wind, so at one moment one would be taxiing 
uphill and the next moment going downhill with some hapless 
aircraft handler frantically directing you to slow down before colliding 
with the island. 

Take off on the catapult was quite straight forward. Once the 
cockpit checks were done and the engine run up to take-off power, 
the Flight Deck Officers green flag went down and you were going 
off the sharp end of the ship 'coming ready or not'. The old hydraulic 
catapult gave quite an energetic kick initially and then slowed down. 
In fact on most occasions one could have the old Firefly airborne 
before reaching the end of the catapult. 

Landing on was a different kettle of fish; you had to do it all by 
yourself with the aid of the batsman. The important thing was to set 
up the aircraft on the approach in the right attitude with - wheels, 
hook and ' flaps down at the correct airspeed (92 knots for the 
Firefly) and follow signals from the batsman. The hardest part of this 
procedure was to ignore the movement of the flight deck if the ship 
was pitching to any extent. Once over the round-down, the after end 
of the flight deck, and providing you had the 'Roger' signal from the 
batsman followed by the 'cut' signal, all one had to do was carry out 
a nice flared landing in amongst the arrestor wires and there you 
were - shaking, but safe at home! I always knew I was roughly in the 
right position for the 'cut' if the batsman's left arm disappeared 
between the fifth and sixth exhaust stubs on the port side. 

By the late 1950's everything changed. With the acquisition of 
HMAS Melbourne, we had an aircraft carrier with an angled flight 
deck, a mirror landing system , a steam catapult and new aircraft. 
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One thing that did not change was the sporting element associated 
with the whole operation since now we had the opportunity to 
demonstrate how clever we were by flying throughout the night as 
well as by day. Whoever said 'the more light, less fright' was 
absolutely spot on. 

For carrier operations the DeHaviliand Sea Venoms and the 
Fairey Gannets had one very great advantage over their 
predecessors, the forward vision was excellent. Unfortunately, both 
aircraft had certain disadvantages and in both cases they were 
somewhat under powered, particularly for hot tropical operations. 

The Gannet was generally regarded as a 'gentleman's' aircraft 
to fly. As an anti-submarine aircraft it was, without a doubt, very 
effective, As a deck landing aircraft, with it's excellent forward vision 
and good engine response it made life relatively easy. The Gannet 
was a twin turbo prop aircraft fitted with the Armstrong Siddely 
Double Mamba engine. This engine was beautifully made with the 
care of a Swiss watchmaker. When working it worked well, however, 
there was always the niggling doubt in the pilots mind that it may not 
keep on working. Single engine landings on the carrier was not 
something pilots looked forward to, particularly in the tropics. 

To my mind the Sea Venom was a delight to fly and had no 
particular vices. The centrifugal flow turbo jet engine was very 
robust , reliable and almost unbreakable. Deck landing the Venom 
was not difficult, primarily due to the excellent forward vision. 
However, the key to success in this procedure was to start the final 
approach in the right position with the aircraft in the correct attitude 
and the right airspeed (about 112 knots). Then all one had to do 
was fly the mirror to finish up in amongst the arrestor wires. 
Strangely enough, I found it easier to land the Venom than the 
Gannet. The reason being that because of the faster approach 
speed you had less time to make mistakes! Unfortunately, I did not 
get around to deck landing the Venom at night time. 

Flying from the Melbourne in the tropics on a moonless night, at 
1000 feet above the sea, in tropical haze, with no visible horizon, 
flying on instruments was not what I would call a recipe for a fun 
evening. But, then, I suppose some one had to do it. 

Some people may regard all of the above to be a little 
glamorous, and in some ways it may have been. However, it was all 
made possible by the hard work and dedication of many people 
operating within the ship. I have always had the greatest respect 
and admiration for the personnel who worked on the flight deck 
during flying operations. Who can forget the stokers who lay under 
the aircraft on the catapult attaching the strop to the aircraft and the 
catapult shuttle with propellers whirling and jet exhaust blast only 
feet away? And the aircraft handlers directing aircraft on the flight 
deck by day and night and standing only feet away from menacing 
propellers. The aircrew placed their trust in all the people and were 
never let down. In respect of trust, in all the time I had flying in the 
RAN not once did I ever doubt that our aircraft were maintained to 
the absolute highest standards that could be found anywhere in the 
world. 

As a footnote, the Oxford dictionary defines 'Sport 'as a game or 
competitive activity; and yes it was, 'The greatest sport in the world'. 
Although a long time ago, the memories are still vivid. 

'If the world were a logical place, men would ride 
side-saddle.' Rita Mae Brown - authar 

.,, 



Slipstream 

The Green Grass Snake 
(A 'Shaggy Dog' story) 

Green grass snakes can be dangerous. 
Yes, grass snakes, not venomous snakes! 

A couple had a lot of potted plants, and 
during a recent cold spell, the wife was 
bringing a lot of them indoors to protect 
them from a possible freeze. 

It turned out that a little green garden grass snake was hidden 
in one of the plants and when it had warmed up, it slithered out 
and the wife saw it go under the sofa. She let out a very loud 
scream. The husband who was taking a shower ran out into the 
living room naked to see what the problem was. She told him 
there was a snake under the sofa. He got down on the floor on his 
hands and knees to look for it. 

About that time the family dog came and cold-nosed him on 
his bare backside. He thought the snake had bitten him, so he 
fainted. His wife thought he had a heart attack, so she called an 
ambulance. The attendants rushed in and loaded him on the 
stretcher and started carrying him out. About that time the snake 
came out from under the sofa and the Emergency Medical 
Technician saw it and dropped his end of the stretcher. That's 
when the man broke his leg and why he wound up in the hospital. 

The wife still had the problem of the snake in the house, so 
she called on a neighbour. He volunteered to capture the snake. 
He armed himself with a rolled-up newspaper and began poking 
under the couch. Soon he decided it was gone and told the 
woman, who sat down on the sofa in relief. But in relaxing, her 
hand dangled in between the cushions, where she felt the snake 
wriggling around. She screamed and fainted, the snake rushed 
back under the sofa, and the neighbour, seeing her laying there 
passed out, tried to use CPR to revive her. 

The neighbour's wife, who had just returned from shopping, 
sees her husband's mouth on the woman's mouth and slammed 
her husband in the back of the head with a bag of canned goods, 

knocking him out and cutting his scalp to a point where it needed 
stitches. An ambulance was again called and it was determined 
that the injury required hospitalisation. 

The noise woke the woman from her dead faint and she saw 
( her neighbour lying on the floor with his wife bending over him, so 

she assumed the snake had bitten him. She went to the kitchen, 
brought back a small bottle of whiskey, and began pouring it down 
the man's throat. By now the police had arrived. They saw the 
unconscious man, smelled the whiskey, and assumed that a 
drunken fight had occurred. They were about to arrest them all, 
when the two women tried to explain how it all happened over 
little green snake. 

They called an ambulance, which took away the neighbour 
and his sobbing wife. Just then the little snake crawled out from 
under the couch. One of the policemen drew his gun and fired at 
it. He missed the snake and hit the leg of the end table that was 
on one side of the sofa. The table fell over and the lamp on it 
shattered and as the bulb broke, it started a fire in the drapes. The 
other policeman tried to beat out the flames and fell through the 
window into the yard on top of the family dog who, startled, 
jumped up and raced out into the street, where an oncoming car 
swerved to avoid it and smashed into the parked police car and 
set it on fire. Meanwhile the burning drapes had spread to the 
walls and the entire house was blazing. 

Neighbours had called the fire department and the arriving fire 
truck had started raising his ladder as they were halfway down the 
street. The rising ladder tore out the overhead wires and put out 
the electricity and disconnected the telephones in a ten square 
city block area. 

Time passed. Both men were discharged from the hospital, 
the house was rebuilt, the police acquired a new car, and all was 
right with their world. About a year later they were watching the 
TV and the weatherman announced a cold snap for that night. 
The husband asked his wife if she thought they should bring in 
their plants. 

She shot him! 

TONY PENNO - In late May, Tony Penno, who 
initiated the rebirth of Slipstream, which he edited 
and produced almost ten years ago, retired in May 
from the workforce. 

FLEET AIR ARM AIRCRAFT 1939-1945 
By Ray Sturtivant and Mick Burrow 

This book, first published in 1995 by leading aviation 
society Air-Brrtain, is an excellent source of information 
on the individual histories of wartime Fleet Air Arm 
aircraft and their crews. It has been out of print for some 
time but continued demand has led to a new and 
re-illustrated edition being put together. 

Tony had been with BAE SYSTEMS at HMAS 
Albatross since 1993, and had been in charge of 
the Ground Support Section for the past two years. 
As well as being responsible for servicing aircraft 
ground equipment for the Navy squadrons, Tony 
and his fellow workers spent a good part of their 
time operating and maintaining the runway arrestor 
equipment used primarily by the A-4 Skyhawks of 
No.2 Squadron RNZAF. 

. . He served in the RAN for twenty years and 
paid-off 1n 1982 as a PO Aircraft Technician, having been employed in Venom, 
Gannet, Wessex, Tracker, Dakota and HS 748 squadrons, and at the old Salvage 
Section. 

With wife Brenda, and one of their grandchildren, Tony's plan is to 'hit the 
wallaby' later this year and join the 'grey nomads'. 

The best wishes of all his former BAE SYSTEMS workmates, and his 
contemporaries from the Fleet Air Arm Association go with them. 

Our picture shows Tony receiving his farewell gift, a replica of the runway 

Anyone who has additional or amended 
information, and has not already done so is invited to 
write to Ray Sturtivant at 26 Monks Horton Way, St 
Albans , Herts AL 1 4HA (or email 
ray@sturtivant.freeserve.co.uk) 

Since the original publication, many thousands of 
new and amended items of information have come to 
light. Much of this has been through Flying Logbooks 
loaned for copying or donated to the Museum. We 
would be delighted to hear from anyone with a Logbook 
that is not already held in the Museum's collection. 

As well as re-writing the book covering the 
1939 · 1945 period, Ray is also preparing a detailed 
new book recording the histories of post-war fixed wing 
Fleet Air Arm aircraft. Surviving aircraft records for the 
early post-war years are sparse, so Logbooks covering 
this period would be much appreciated. 
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~ MOMENTS IN TIME ~ 

817 SQDN FLIGHT DECK CREW 
1975 RIMPAC 

L-R: Mick Skells - Mal Johnson -
Don Parkinson - John Tant-JD Lamb -

Ian 'Wolfman Lockett - Daryl Nowak -
Bill Huntress - Front: Dave Cameron AEO 

Photo courtesy Don Parkinson 

Bill Coombes and Jim Napier 
Photo courtesy Jim Parsons 

KOREA - Wet winching with Sydney's helo 
Photo courtesy Jim Parsons 

RANAS BOMB DUMP CREW 
L-R: 'Blue' Smithers - Lou Burns - 'Gus' Gundry

Jimmy Hibbert - Jack Herbert and Jack Constantine 

Rear L-R: John Edwards - Ted Davis -
'Wog' Howarth - Bob Proud - 'Blue' Stivey 

Front: 'Kit' Potts - Jack Shortland - John Currie and 
Len Murray Photo courtesy Bob Proud 
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PEOPLE OF AUSTRALIA SLEEP TIGHT TONIGHT, YOUR NAVY WILL PROTECT YOU! 

Some of the participants of an airtield defence exercise at RANAS Nowra in the 1950s 
; f' 

YOUR HELP IS REQUIRED 
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RAN FLEET AIR ARM OPERATIONS IN VIETNAM 
(Fourth Contingent) 

By Commander (P) Winston James DFC RAN (Rtd) 

A few years ago I was invited to address a meeting of the local 
Naval Historical Society on RAN Fleet Air Arm operations in 
Vietnam. Whilst speaking with that rather illustrious group, it 
quickly became apparent that although they were 'full bottle' on 
the involvement of the RAN warships and the activities of the 
clearance divers, very little of any substance was known about 
just what the Fleet Air Arm had done during the, almost, four years 
of attachment with the United States Army as part of the 135th 
Assault Helicopter Company. Indeed, most members of the 
general public and a lot of naval personnel associate the Vietnam 
conflict with the Army, Air Force, a few ships and very little else. 
The reality is a lot different as, over the period involved, almost 
two hundred of our colleagues helped establish a reputation as 
'top-notch' aviation professionals second to none. 

When I was asked to write an article for Slipstream, or 
depending on your point of view, shanghaied, I thought a few 
paragraphs on the FAA in Vietnam might be appropriate. As I was 
a member of the last group to be deployed, most of what I have to 
say will be more relevant to the fourth contingent although much 
of the overall experience was common to all four. However, it is 
fairly safe to say that service with the RANHFV was a very unique 
experience not normally associated with RAN service. 

The actual official history of the RAN Helicopter Flight Vietnam 
started on July 10 1967 when Mr Allen Fairhall, the then Minister 
for Defence, announced that eight RAN helicopter pilots and 
supporting staff would join a US Army helicopter unit in South 
Vietnam to provide support for allied forces, including units of the 
Australian Task Force operating in Phuoc Tuy province. At the 
same time the Minister also announced the detachment of several 
more RAN pilots to serve with the RAAF, operating out of Vung 
Tau, but that is another story, also worthy of telling in its own right. 
The first contingent of the RANHFV arrived in Vietnam on October 
16th, 1967, following a very intensive training and work up 
programme. They were the first of four flights to serve in the war 
zone between 1967 and 1971 and were, in effect, the pathfinders. 

Apart from the first RANHFV contingent, who formed, trained 
and deployed within eight weeks, pre-deployment training became 
better and better as the knowledge gained in country was passed 
on to the next group by its predecessors. The RAN seemed to 
have adopted an attitude that if we were to serve in Vietnam as 
members of an army unit, acting as soldiers, then we would be the 
best soldiers possible. Actually this did seem to work pretty well. 
My own group, after having been posted in the previous year, 
officially formed at Nowra in January 1970. Almost immediately we 
were all kitted out in jungle greens, webbing belts, GP boots plus 
other army type odds and ends. From that time, until we deployed, 
we wore jungle greens or khaki uniforms only. The immediate 
effect was that we looked different to the rest of the personnel at 
Nowra leaving no doubt that we were members of RANHFV. This 
was a tremendous help in team building and after a short while 
everybody was quite comfortable in this strange rig. 

Over the next eight months we undertook a very extensive 
range of training activities all directed to bringing us up to speed 
with what to expect when we arrived in country. For the aircrew 
there were aircraft endorsements, exercises with the army, 
formation flying (night and day), practice combat assaults and a 
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whole raft of other aviation related activities. The support crew 
were equally involved with familiarisation courses and gaining 
hands on experience in their own areas of expertise. For all of us 
there were numerous lectures and courses covering such areas 
as the history and culture of Vietnam and the war, U$ Army 
structure and operations, colloquial language courses, etc, etc. 

The vast majority of these activities were conducted by 
members of previous RANHFV contingents who were able to 
impart a very real feeling of authenticity and motivation to what we 
were doing. Of course, being navy, all of this exciting stuff was 
broken up by regular sessions of Physical Training conducted by 
our very own kind-hearted PT Instructors. The sight of fifty odd 
green clad maniacs wearing large boots jogging around the roads 
of Albatross or conducting other similar backbreaking exercises 
soon became very familiar. I think that although many of us don't 
like to admit it, we became as fit as we had ever been during our 
naval service. 

Perhaps the highlight of our pre-deployment training was 
involved with our handling and use of weapons. The navy had 
ensured that we were given access to every weapon that we were 
likely to encounter while in-country and provided enough 
ammunition to ensure that all of us had the experience to 
effectively use each weapon should the need arise. The standard 
of instruction and the exercises undertaken in this area were 
excellent. This was highlighted when we undertook the army's 
three weeks long battle efficiency course at Canungra, 
Queensland. The army troops on the same course were mainly 
replacements and came from all areas of the army. They had not 
had the same exposure to weapons training that we had enjoyed 
and, very quickly, the RAN guys were sought out to assist in 
bringing them up to a satisfactory standard. The army CO was 
very keen to find out how we had become so efficient in the use of 
what were, essentially, infantry weapons to the extent that I was 
called to his office half way through an exercise. He expressed 
utter amazement when I told him what we had done as part of 
what was considered normal training. The range of weapons and 
the amount of ammunition expended by us during our training 
were far in excess of that allowed for the infantry during their 
training. I am told he wrote an official letter on the subject asking 
why a bunch of sailors were so much more proficient in weapon 
handling than the professional army. The answer, if ever there 
was one, was probably highly classified to save embarrassment. 

The remainder of the Canungra course was not as exciting. It 
became a series of seemingly endless marches over hills as steep 
as any I have seen, small unit exercises in the field, PT, obstacle 
courses and all of the other things the army seems to think are 
essential. There is no doubt that the course was very hard and 
demanding and helped tremendously in giving us an insight into 
just how difficult was the lot of the 'ground sloggers'. The physical 
activities we did there certainly increased our level of fitness to the 
extent that many of the troops were seriously considering the 
prospect of us challenging other units back at Albatross to a race 
up to the top of Mount Cambewarra. I am eternally grateful that 
this particular challenge never got past the discussion stage. My 
only other regret is that we had trained so hard in the hills and 
valleys of Canungra when we were being sent to the Mekong 
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has had 'grits' for breakfast will confirm. US Amy food is plentiful 
and wholesome, but it is not quite what we were used to having. 
Again, all of us adapted very quickly and our own chef was able to 
do some very good things with what was available to him. 

However, from time to time there would be excellent meals 
provided, such as steak, etc, but normally only guaranteed when 
VIPs were visiting. One of our saddest experiences was involved 
with the supply of food to the RAN personnel at Dong Tam. During 
a trip to a RAN ship I was able to get enough frozen meat pies to 
give five or six to every member of the contingent. During that 
night a sailor appeared at the door of my 'hooch' clutching a pie 
and looking a little crestfallen. Apparently, when he had broken 
open one of his pies he found that the meat inside was showing a 
distinct green tinge. Another pie was just the same. After checking 
a few more it was apparent that the whole batch was 
contaminated and not safe to eat. There is no sadder sight than 
that of watching a group of Australia's finest consigning their 
treasured meat pies to the depths of a garbage bin. 

The organisation and structure of the company was very easy 
for us to integrate into. The CO, a Major, was always to be US 
Army except for periods of temporary absence. The XO was RAN 
and all other members slotted into the structure according to rank 
and specialisation. An RAN Able Seaman, because of relative 
experience in comparison to US Army personnel was considered 
to be the equivalent of an E-5 Sergeant and was the lowest RAN 
rank. All higher rates bad correspondingly higher equivalency 
levels. The officer ranks were the equivalent of US Navy ranks. 
We did not have any equivalent to the Warrant Officer ranks, held 
by the majority of the US pilots, but this did not present any 
problems. As a result of this integration, many of the RAN 
personnel found themselves in positions of great responsibility 
that they had not enjoyed whilst serving at home. It is a credit to 
them all that they handled this additional responsibility in their 
stride and, as a consequence, made a significant contribution to 
the reputation and success of the company. 

The 'bread and butter' of a Combat Assault Company is 
operational flying, especially combat assault (CA) operations by 
day or night. Also included in the operations conducted by the 
135th were medivacs, 'hash and trash' (supply), transport, 
training, combat support, provision of gun teams, etc. The list is 
almost endless and includes almost anything that can be done by 
helicopter. It is not possible to give an insight into all of the 
missions undertaken during our tour but as the major task was 
CA's I will attempt to describe a typical day in Company Op's. 

On the night before any planned combat mission Battalion 
Operations would call the company with the various tasks to be 
undertaken on the next day. Numbers of aircraft required, 
locations, times, etc would be passed at this time. As aircraft 
requirements were normally very high there was extreme pressure 
on the CO to ensure that serviceability and availability were at the 
highest possible level at all times. Failure to provide the requisite 
number of aircraft was not considered to be satisfactory. Flight 
crews would be aware that they were scheduled to fly on the next 
day but normally had no idea of the type of mission or the location. 

Two hours prior to scheduled take-of time all crews would be 
woken. This was usually very early in the silent hours following a 
restless night trying to get as much sleep as possible. The idea 
behind such an early call was to enable the crews to prepare the 
aircraft for the days mission, do a thorough check of all systems 
with the engine running, and to report any and all defects early 
enough to have a good chance of rectification before departure 
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The 135th Assault Helicopter Company's badge was designed by 
unit personnel and comprised the extended eagle wings to represent 
United States Army Aviation and the anchor to signify its Royal 
Australian Navy component. 

The Olympic laurel represents unity and the striving for 
perfection. As the only joint American -Australian Assault Helicopter 
Company in Vietnam the 135th was officially designated an 
Experimental Military Unit - EMU for short. Significantly, the Emu is a 
large Australian bird and a well known symbol of that country. 
Subsequently the 135ths call sign became Emu. 

The words 'Get the bloody job done' were quoted in a 
congratulatory signal sent by the commander of ground troops after 
an action near Chi Ling and subsequently were adopted as the 
135ths motto. 

time. Many of the ground crew would have been on duty 
throughout the night preparing the aircraft for the planned mission 
and would then need to leap straight into any rectification 
required. After being briefed by operations on the day's mission 
the crews would then proceed to breakfast. 

Towards the end of the RAN involvement, a CA mission would 
normally consist of a package of ten 'slicks' (troop transport), a 
light fire team (two or three gunships) and a command and control 
(C&C) aircraft. The C&C aircraft would normally depart about half 
an hour before the rest of the flight to receive an independent 
briefing from the unit on whose behalf the mission was being 
mounted. Even this had its humorous side as, at one stage, whilst 
sitting in a bunker at about 0400, I was offered the choice of a 
coffee or a beer as everyone knew how much we Aussies loved 
our beer; I took the coffee. 

The 'slicks' and guns would proceed at a later time to what 
was normally to be the pick up point for the troops to be inserted 
into the designated landing zones (L2s) for the day where they 
were met and briefed in detail by the C&C pilot. Location, timings 
and all other details were confirmed at that time. The C&C would 
then depart to the first of any designated L2s to conduct a visual 
inspection and evaluation of all possible approach and escape 
paths, the nature of the surrounding terrain and vegetation, 
evidence of enemy activity, suitability of the area for accepting the 
number of aircraft planned, etc. It would then be determined how 
the package would approach, the type of formation to be used, 
departure path to be used and, in conjunction with the unit 
commanders and their US counterparts, whether or not 
suppressive fire would or would not be used. It was often decided 
that the nature of the L2 was so suspect that the gun teams would 
be used prior to the arrival of the main package, to 'prep' the area 
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Delta, which is as flat as a billiard table. 
After eight months of training we were finally ready to depart. 

Following two weeks of pre-embarkation leave the first half of 
contingent Four met up again at Sydney International Airport for 
our journey to the far shores of Vietnam. It is probably safe to say 
that there were some mixed emotions among us at that time as 
what we were about to do was now for real and no longer training. 
Travel to Vietnam was by a QANTAS 707 via Singapore where a 
re-fuelling stop was made. In those days Singapore did not want 
to be seen as supporting, in any way, the war in Vietnam. As a 
result, just before landing all on board had to remove their military 
issue shirts and put on a 'ciwie' one. This, apparently, was 
sufficient to convince the rest of the world that Singapore had no 
part in this military activity. I have often wondered what other 
travellers transiting through Singapore must have thought when 
confronted by a 707 load of men all wearing identical trousers and 
boots and sporting a wide variety of sports shirts. No wonder the 
image of Australian fashion wasn't particularly high around that 
time. 

After departing Singapore the next stop was Saigon, back in 
full uniform. We got our first look at Vietnam on descent into Tan 
Son Nhut. I don't know what I was really expecting but it certainly 
wasn't what I saw. The countryside looked perfectly normal with 
fields, rivers, small townships, villages, etc. In other words just like 
anywhere else in Asia. There was nothing that looked anything 
like what I thought a war should look like. Later on I was to find out 
that very little did. After arrival at Tan Son Nhut we had to clear 
immigration. Before leaving Australia we had been issued with 
passports complete with entry visas for South Vietnam but 
specifically precluding entry into North Vietnam. Again, I have 
often wondered what would have happened if a passport had 
been lost. Would the offender have been denied access and sent 
home? After that everything happened very fast. We were met by 
Rang Hall, the resident Navy Staff Officer in Saigon, Dave 
Farthing, the CO of the third contingent and Bob Giffen, an 
RANHFV pilot who hae:i just returned to operations following 
serious wounds, who whisked me away to meet the Commander 
Australian Forces Vietnam (COMAFV). We also had the chance to 
briefly meet up with the first half of the third contingent who were 
going home on the same aircraft that had just bought us. In their 
opinion the war was now over and we might as well just go home 
as there was nothingjgft for us to do following their valiant efforts. 
We also found ourselves on the receiving end of a number of 'new 
boy' jokes and stories. My meeting with COMAFV turned out to be 
a highlight of the day as, as well as receiving a full briefing on 
what to expect while in-country, I was given an acting promotion to 
help with my position in the 135th Army Helicopter Company 
(AHC). It turned out to be quite convenient that I just happened to 
have my new rank badges in my pocket at the time. We then had 
a beer and that was it. Next stop Dong Tam, our new home for the 
foreseeable future. 

The trip down was an eye opener by itself. I was amazed by 
the amount of air traffic in and around Saigon, the amount of radio 
traffic and the apparent ease with which the 'old hands' managed 
it all. My biggest surprise came about half way into the journey 
when we were passing over the little village of Tan An. I was told 
that we were being fired upon but nobody, apart from me, 
appeared at all concerned. It was later explained to me that there 
was an unwritten agreement ..between the local transiting 
helicopters and the 'enemy' in Tan An. He was doing his bit for his 
side by firing off his allocation of ammunition at passing targets. 

However, as he didn't want to invite retaliation he never really 
aimed too close to anybody just in case he got lucky (or unlucky) 
and scored a hit. In return nobody shot back at him, an agreement 
that worked very well until some time later when some over 
enthusiastic pilot look him out and he was replaced by a new man 
who tried a lot harder to hit his targets. 

Dong Tam itself was less than impressive. It had been built in 
the typical US fashion where a number of bulldozers are used to 
completely strip the proposed base area and surrounds. Onto this 
wasteland dozens of wooden two storey barracks and other 
assorted buildings had been erected. The base had originally 
been the home of the US Army 9th Division but had since been 
handed over to the Army of the Republic of Vietnam's (ARVN) 7th 
Division. There was hardly a trace of green to be seen anywhere. 
All in all not my choice for suburb of the month. By the time I got 
there all of my troops had already arrived and were busy settling 
in. The CO, Major Wally Alexander, greeted us and from that time 
on we were serving with the US Army. 

Our first night in-country was memorable for two reasons. That 
night the company had a BBQ to welcome us onboard and the 
beer and steaks were going down at a rapid rate. Half way 
through the party there was a series of very loud explosions that 
certainly caught the attention of the new boys although no body 
else seemed to care. That was our introduction into what was 
called 'outgoing' fire, as opposed to 'incoming'. When asked how 
to tell the difference we were simply told not to worry because 
when it did happen we would know. In retrospect a very good 
answer because when it did happen no one was in doubt. The 
other small event of the night, so folklore says, involved a couple 
of enterprising sailors who had concluded in their short time at 
Dong Tam that the company was lacking in transport. They were 
found re-spraying a Jeep in the company markings some time 
during the evening. Regrettably the Jeep belonged to the local 
ARVN Commander. The Jeep was returned and nothing further 
was ever said about the incident. 

The flying conditions at Dong Tam were a little different from 
those usually associated with a life in the navy in as much as they 
could, at best, be described as basic. Any amenities had to be 
provided by self-help and this was not always easy to achieve. 
Accommodation had some advantages not available at home; for 
the first time the troops were allowed to have refrigerators in their 
'hooch's' and to keep as much booze as they liked. Apart from the 
first night or two when this new found freedom was a novelty, this 
privilege was never abused. Even on the first couple of nights 
nothing remarkable occurred, apart from a sore head or two the 
next morning. The heads and showers were really a surprise for 
those of us who had been used to a degree or two of privacy 
when using these facilities. There was no such thing as privacy, of 
any degree, and no matter what you were doing a sudden and 
unexpected visit by others, including the 'hooch maids', was on 
the cards. It is a fact that no matter how embarrassing it might be 
to perform in public, after awhile Mother Nature takes charge and 
inhibitions vanish. Suffice to say that all of us adapted to the new 
conditions relatively rapidly and after a short while it was as if this 
is the way you had lived all your life. 

Much of the food that we had was a bit of a novelty at first. 
Although Americans and Australians may stem from similar 
bloodlines and have a number of shared characteristics, there are 
sufficient cultural differences to prove that we are definitely 
different in many areas. Food is a prime example, as any one who 
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by firing their guns onto the landing area and surrounds to 
detonate possible booby traps and/or reveal the presence of any 
enemy troops. 

Following this, the package would be advised of the directions 
associated with the approach and departure and the area would 
be marked with coloured smoke dropped by the C&C. It was 
customary when marking the area with smoke for the C&C 
reporting smoke gone and for the leader of the package to report 
the smoke seen and the colour. It had happened in the past that 
when tM e&e tract reported the colour of the smoke he had 
dropped an alert enemy would also let off one of the same colour. 
More than one package had got themselves into trouble by 
arriving at the wrong smoke location. The package would also be 
advised as to whether or not they were to approach the L2 with 
guns hot or cold. The order to open fire - 'guns hot', or stop firing -
'guns cold', was passed by the C&C. 

The basic technique for a CA is to approach the L2 on a 
relatively steep flight path, making allowance for the fact that a 
number of other aircraft are formatting on you and to touch down 
as close to the smoke as possible. The troops onboard should be 
evacuated as quickly as possible, with a little help from the 
gunners if they appear reluctant, and the aircraft cleared out of the 
immediate area as soon as possible. If the package takes fire the 
location would be reported to the C&C who would then direct the 
guns to lay down suppression with guns and rockets. If any 
aircraft were shot down in the area the C&C would organise 
evacuation of the crew, and radios, and organise through battalion 
for the recovery of the aircraft. Although it was not an everyday 
occurrence, if any crewmembers were injured during any 
operation the priority immediately became his care and evacuation 
to a medical facility. 

This routine would continue throughout the day until such time 
as all the allocated tasks had been completed or the package had 
to break for refuelling. Refuelling and ammunition facilities were 
available all over the delta and never seemed to be attacked. 
Probably-because they were just as valuable to the enemy as they 
were to us. Refuelling and replenishment of ammunition was an all 
hands exercise and, if in the middle of a series of assaults, done 
in super quick time. On some occasions the required tasks 
allowed a break for lunch, which was normally taken in the field 
and consisted of the famous 'C' rations. The best part about 'C' 
rations was that they also contained a small pack of five 
cigarettes, before the days of cancer scares, and it was possible 
to get several packets of these from the non-smokers in the flight. 

Of course, for every insertion made into the field there was 
also the eventual need to extract the troops you had previously 
delivered. The procedure for an extraction was similar, albeit in 
reverse, for that used for the initial insertion. The major differences 
were the troops normally marked their own positions with smoke, 
although th!:ly were easier to locate at any rate. Also it was not 
normal to use suppressive fire during the approach to, or 
departure paths, to the pickup zone (PZ). However, in many 
respects extraction operations could become quite tricky. 
Immediately prior to an extraction any enemy in the area would be 
aware of the exact location of the ground troops. As the extraction 
operation continued the number of friendly troops on the ground 
would be becoming less and less. If the enemy chose to launch an 
attack during the latter stages of an extraction he had a great 
chance of success, as there were no longer troops on the ground, 
or substantially less, to provide the degree of protection that may 
be required. This didn't happen often, but it did happen and there 

was a tendency for the ARVN to continue extracting. This did not 
sit well with many of the US commanders who advocated, 
correctly I think, that you should never extract from a hot area but 
reinforce. 

The type of operations I have described could last all day or 
night and would be taking place at the same time as the company 
was providing a number of other aircraft and crews to other units 
for various tasks. Mission times in excess of fifteen hours for 
aircraft and crews were not at all uncommon. This rate of flying 
demanded a very high level of maintenance effort to sustain on a 
continuing basis. The ground crews of the 135th, with many RAN 
members in supervisory positions, worked very long hours in 
conditions that were almost totally lacking in maintenance 
amenities. There were no conventional hangars available for the 
performance of major servicing or repairs. The one large structure 
available was completely open on one side and exposed to the 
elements. Much major work was conducted in the revetments or in 
improvised structures erected by the troops. The troops 
themselves worked as, and when, required. This was long and 
often, and achieved levels of serviceability way beyond what could 
have been reasonably expected, even if they had been working in 
the most modem of facilities with all of the necessary tools 
immediately available. There was little, if any, complaint with these 
conditions as it was known by all that the work they were doing 
was necessary and appreciated. 

At the same time those members of RANHFV who were not 
directly involved in the actual aircraft operation of the 135th were 
busily making their own contribution to the smooth running of the 
company. As well as a full range of aircraft support personnel, the 
RAN had also posted personnel from supply and medical 
branches making us almost self sufficient should the need have 
arisen. Despite the heavy workloads they were expected to 
shoulder in their normal duties, each and every one of them 
volunteered to assist in other company tasks including, towards 
the end of our tour, assisting in a major servicing of one of the 
company aircraft in less than twenty four hours. 

There are so many more things that could and should be said 
about the RANHFV during the four years of its operations in the 
Vietnam War. However, space, and ability, does not let me do 
this. When the flight returned to Australia on 16th June 1971, they 
had built a reputation as aviation professionals that was second to 
none. RANHFV pilots had flown a total of almost 3400 hours, an 
average in excess of 950 hours for the 35 pilots involved. They 
had won a total of three MBEs, eight DSCs, five DFCs, one BEM, 
twenty-four MIDs and thirty-four Naval Board Commendations. 
Regrettably these awards did not come without the loss of five 
RAN personnel during their service in South Vietnam. 

In closing I hope that I have been able to tell you a little about 
the activities of the RANHFV that you may not have been aware of 
before. I have only scratched the surface of what I would really 
liked to have said, but practicalities (don't you hate that word) 
must come into play occasionally. It is also important to 
remember, I believe, that the members of RANHFV who have 
brought such great credit to the RAN were representative of the 
entire navy of that era. All were volunteers for service in the 
combat zone and it was considered an honour to have had the 
opportunity to serve in country. 

I will sign off with the following which, I think, is the last signal 
ever intended for the RANHFV: 
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UNCLASSIFIED-JUNE 1971 
ON THE EVE OF THE WITHDRAWAL OF THE RAN 

HELICOPTER FLIGHT FROM THE REPUBLIC OF VIETNAM 
THE NAVAL BOARD CONGRATULATES ALL THOSE WHO 
HAVE SERVED ON THE FLIGHT AND ALSO ALL THOSE WHO 
WERE INVOLVED IN THE TRAINING OF THE FLIGHT 
MEMBERS FOR SERVICE IN VIETNAM. 

2. DURING ALMOST 4 YEARS OF CONTINUOUS 
DEPLOYMENT IN VIETNAM THE RANHFV HAS DONE 
EXTREMELY WELL. THEIR DEDICATION TO DUTY IN TRYING 
AND HAZARDOUS CIRCUMSTANCES HAS BROUGHT GREAT 
CREDIT TO THE FLEET AIR ARM AND TO AUSTRALIA. 

3. OPERATING FROM SHORE BASES IN UNUSUAL 
CONDITIONS FOR A NAVAL UNIT THE FLIGHT ESTABLISHED 
UNIQUE AND CLOSE RELATIONS WITH THE UNITED STATES 
ARMY 135th AVIATION COMPANY WHICH WILL BE LONG 
REMEMBERED. 
4. THE EXPERIENCE GAINED BY BOTH THE AIR CREWS AND 
GROUND CREWS WILL BE INVALUABLE FOR FURTHER RAN 
HELICOPTER OPERATIONS. SADLY THIS EXPERIENCE HAS 
NOT BEEN GAINED WITHOUT CASUALTIES. 

MODERN AIRCRAFT CARRIER 

TRAFALGAR REUNION 
WRENS - ROYAL NAVY 

MARINES - QARNNS 

FRIDAY 19TH 
SATURDAY 20TH 

SUNDAY 21ST 
OCTOBER 2001 

KIRRIBILLI EX·SERVICE CLUB For further information 
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SYD please contact 
Joan Evans (02) 4322 0203 - 0408 226 086 

The next 

DEADLINE 
is 

October 22 

Today we mourn the passing of 
an old friend by the 

name of Common Sense. 

Common Sense lived a long life but died from heart failure at the 
brink of the millennium. No one really knows how old he was 

since his birth records were long ago lost in bureaucratic red tape. 
He selflessly devoted his life to service in schools, hospitals, 

homes, factories and offices, helping folks get jobs 
done without fanfare and foolishness. 

For decades, petty rules, silly laws and frivolous lawsuits held no 
power over Common Sense. He was credited with cultivating 

such valued lessons as to know when to come in out of the rain, 
the early bird gets the worm, and life isn't always fair. 

Common Sense lived by simple, sound financial policies (don't 
spend more than you earn), reliable parenting strategies (the 
adults are in charge, not the kids), and it's okay for them to 

come in second. 

A veteran of the Industrial Revolution, the Great Depression, and 
the Technological Revolution, Common Sense survived cultural 
and educational trends including feminism, body piercing, whole 

language and new math. 

But his health declined when he became infected with the 'If-it
only-helps-one-person-it's-worth-it' virus. In recent decades his 
waning strength proved no match for the ravages of overbearing 

government regulation. 

He watched in pain as good people became ruled by self-seeking 
lawyers and enlightened auditors. His health rapidly deteriorated 

when schools endlessly implemented zero tolerance policies, 
reports of six year old boys charged with sexual harassment for 

kissing a classmate, a teen suspended for taking a swig of 
mouthwash after lunch, and a teacher fired for reprimanding 

an unruly student. 

It declined even further when schools had to get parental consent 
to administer aspirin to a student but cannot inform the parent 

when the female student is pregnant or wants an abortion. 

Finally, Common Sense lost his will to live as the Ten 
Commandments became contraband, churches became 

businesses, criminals received better treatment than victims, and 
federal judges stuck their noses in everything from Boy Scouts 

to professional sports. 

As the end neared, Common Sense drifted in and out of logic but 
was kept informed of developments, regarding questionable 

regulations for asbestos, low-flow toilets, smart guns, the nurturing 
of Prohibition Laws and mandatory air bags. 

Common Sense was preceded in death by his parents Truth and 
Trust; his wife, Discretion; his daughter, Responsibility; and his 

son, Reason. He is survived by three stepbrothers: Rights, 
Tolerance and Whiner. 

Not many attended his funeral because so few realised 
he was gone. 
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AUSTRALIA'S MUSEUM of FLIGHT 
By Mark Clayton - Museum Director 

In April we received an unexpected call, asking if we'd like the 
Prime Minister to officiate at the opening of our final Stage Four 
development the funds for which were provided by the 
Commonwealth's Federation Fund. The offer was promptly 
accepted as there was simply no way that we were going to 
decline such a wonderful media opportunity. Our enthusiasm was 
somewhat dented though when we were then told by the PM's 
Office that May 31 and June 1 were the preferred, non-negotiable, 
dates for the proposed visit. 

The likelihood that the new mezzanine and theatre lighting 
works could be completed in less than six weeks seemed 
impossible at the time, especially given the scale of these tasks 
and the contractor's less than encouraging progress. In the event 
though the threat of an imminent Prime Ministerial visit had a great 
galvanising effect, so much so that we completed in just a few 
weeks of frenetic activity a programme that had been dragging on 
for many months. It was the volunteers once again who made it all 
happen, their efforts having been acknowledged by both the 
Museum Foundation Chairman and the Prime Minister during the 
well attended June 1s1 opening ceremony. 

Despite some intense lobbying on our part the Prime Minister 
did however not announce any additional assistance measures for 
the Museum. Foundation Directors had been very busy the 
previous quarter making representations to various State, Local 
and Federal Government politicians in order to try and shore up 
the Foundation's financial position which, as previously reported, 
has been seriously affected by the recent collapse of our principle 
sponsor (HIH Insurance). A meeting with the Federal Arts Minister 
in May seemed to hold out some promise but alas, the Hon. Peter 
McGauran subsequently declined to take up any of the options we 
put before him. Similar representations are being made to both the 
NSW Arts Minister and the Chief of Navy while the Shoalhaven 
City Council has yet to indicate if it intends continuing its grant 
funding support for the Museum. Thankfully however the June 1st 
occasion did generate some nation-wide publicity for the Museum. 

Speaking of which, we have Telstra to thank for what 
is probably our best public relations windfall ... getting our 
photograph on the cover of the Shoalhaven phone directory. No 
amount of money could have bought us this kind of advertising, 
the effects of which of which were almost immediately felt (in 
terms of increased patronage). This is also the first time that a 
museum has ever featured on the cover· of an Australian 
telephone directory. 

Those who haven't visited us in recent weeks will be struck by 
the changes that have taken place. Most striking of course is the 
main hangar's much darkened appearance which reminiscent of 
the Australian War Memorials' new Bradbury Aeroplane Hall and 
the RNZAF Museum's display at Wigram in Christchurch. The 
reduced lighting levels are designed to help create a theatrical 
atmosphere in what is, essentially, an industrial building. Installing 
ultra-violet filters on the museum's extensive expanse of glazed 
panelling has also helped us achieve compliance with prevailing 
museological standards. Ultra-violet light degrades most museum
quality artefacts and worse still, its effects are cumulative. 

The old dummy deck is now dissected by two vast display 
walls (one 18 m long and one 33 m long) each standing six metres 
high. These are inset with softly lit display cases that will 

eventually be 'dressed' with artefacts reflecting our four core 
display themes (History, Society, Technology and Defence). 
These display cases will initially be filled with temporary displays 
as the exhibition and collection research for the new thematic 
displays is expected to take some time to complete. This planning 
has been assisted by the Wardroom at HMAS Albatross which 
has generously donated $5,000 towards the cost of producing a 
1 Om x 1 Om photographic backdrop for our replica Sopwith Pup. 

Having adjusted to the designer gloom, one can't faif but also 
notice the C-47's bulk seemingly suspended in the distance. 
Where else in the world can you walk under one of these 
magnificent machines and get so close, in fact, as to even be able 
to touch the main wheels? The new mezzanine walkway has 
greatly enhanced the museum visitor's experience and highlighted 
for us the benefit of this dramatic display techniques. Several 
more 'suspensions' are planned for the forthcoming year and we 
acknowledge here the generous support we've already received 
from lsons and Serco (who provided the cranes used to lift the C-
47) and, Lionel Pitt, of Kiama, who developed the necessary 
engineering solutions. 

On reflection the Foundation would appear to have achieved 
much with its $1.6 million Federation Fund grant, having ended up 
with new hangar and shop mezzanines, a boardroom, a hangar 
theatre lighting system, new exhibition showcases and a two
storey Stage Four complex when originally it had aspired to 
nothing more than the latter. 

Hopes of a respite following the Stage Four effort were short 
lived as the Defence Estate Organisation (DEO) is anxious for us 
to relocate Building 166 from the adjoining Serco Sodexho 
(formerly Works Department) compound. This portable steel
framed building (23.5 m x 10.6 m) with adjoining three bay garage 
(7.3m x 12.2 m) was earmarked for demolition but was 
subsequently gifted to the Museum Foundation on condition we 
relocate it at our own expense, and in short time. The plan now is 
to re-erect both buildings on the existing slab at the hangar's 
northern entrance which, in turn, will allow us to remove most of 
our equipment and stores from the main display hangar. This 
should also give us a dedicated aircraft restoration workshop. 

First of all the old chapel building had to be relocated twenty 
metres so as to make way for Building 166 and this was achieved 

(Co111i1111ed on page 26) 
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- in spectacular fashion --0n June 27th. It will continue to serve as 
a store, thereby ensuring its preservation. 

CHAPEL RELOCATION 

BUILDING 166 

The April 2200 airshow results were very pleasing such that 
this proved to be our third most profitable airshow event. The 
outcome was confounding given the marginal nature of the day's 
weather that caused almost every civilian participant to have to 

cancel. In fact, we wouldn't have had a show at all had it not been 
for the Navy and the RNZAF Skyhawks. The New Zealand 
Government's recent decision to withdraw the Skyhawks by 01 
December 2001 is certain to affect the viability of our airshow 
programme and we've already begun investigating other 
fundraising initiatives. 

Former Navy Auster A 11-300 returned to HMAS Albatross on 
June 15 without trumpet or fanfare, following an absence of 
almost thirty-seven years. One of two J5Gs operated by the RAN 
between 1953 and 1963, A 11-300 eventually ended up in 
Myrtleford (Vic) where it continued operating (as VH-MBF) until 
the mid 1970s when it was retired to a local farm shed. A 11-300 
has been acquired - via exchange - on very favorable terms that 
allow us to retain our look-a-like civilian Auster (VH-BYV) for 
display here until such time as A 11-300s restoration has been 
completed. This latest acquisition further underlines our 
commitment to collecting and displaying the FAA's heritage. 

.RESCUE OF AUSTER A 11-300 
REQUIRED EVERY MAN AND HIS DOG 

ANZAC DAY - 817 SQUADRON 

Anzac Day 2001 has seen the close r.:-----:----:---:---:---:----:---:=---:-

relationship between the town of Jindabyne ,,~-• 
and 817 Squadron HMAS Albatross once again 
celebrated. LCDR Tanzi Lea and LEUTs Alan 
Moore and John Giffard flew a Seaking to 
Jindabyne on Tuesday 24111 April where they 
were joined by LCDR Capper and 40 
maintenance personnel who had travelled to 
the area by more rudimentary means. The 
naval contingent received a warm welcome 
from the townspeople and were treated to a 
special dinner hosted by the Lion's Club upon 
arrival. 

The aircrew and all available personnel 
attended the dawn service on Anzac morning. 
The main service was held at ten o'clock with 
the Navy providing a catafalque party, 
uniformed presence and Shark 20 positioned 
as a backdrop to the memorial. At the 
completion of the ceremony the aircraft was 
opened to inspection by visitors. 

The aircrew then conducted a flypast of the Berridale memorial service where there was a Naval contingent from 723 Squadron in attendance. 
Lunch at the Brumby Bar followed with the traditional game of two-up being enjoyed by all, despite LCDR Lea's fool proof winning system failing him 
again. The group also managed a visit to the Tumut 2 Power Station and participated in some team building outdoor adventure activities before 
returning to Nowra. 

This is the ninth consecutive year that 817 Squadron has participated in Anzac Day ceremonies at Jindabyne. The rest of 817 Squadron attended 
local ceremonies in the Shoalhaven district prior to deploying on exercise Tandem Thrust on 27 April. 
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DO WE EVER LEARN? 

A short while ago, the last of the RAN's Fleet Air Arm fixed wing 
element, the HS 748s, flew away from NAS Nowra. 

The photographs below shows what happened to one of the 
aircraft, N15-710. It would have served us much better if it had 
been retired to the Historic Flight or the Museum instead of this 
ignominious end. 

GETTING THINGS IN PERSPECTIVE 
By Father Dennis Edward O'Brien 

It is the Soldier, not the reporter, who has given us 
freedom of the press. 

It is the Soldier, not the poet, who has given us 
freedom of speech. 

It is the Soldier, not the campus organiser, who gives us 
freedom to demonstrate. 

It is the Soldier, who salutes the flag, 
who serves beneath the flag, 

and whose coffin is draped by the flag, 
who allows the protester to burn the flag. 

TANKARD FIND BRINGS BACK 
MEMORIES 

A silverplated tankard, discovered earlier this year by Fleet Air Arm 
Association member, Hugh Wells, when he was 'clearing out a house' 
somewhere in Queensland, has brought back many memories to its 
original owner, Captain John. Lovell RN, one time RAN aircraft 
engineer and maintenance test pilot at Albatross, and later, head of 
the RAN's aircraft engineering department. 

Hugh reported the discovery of the tankard to the President of the 
Queensland branch of the Association, Barry Lister, and passed it 
over to the Association on Anzac Day of this year. Then through the 
good offices of John Arnold, the editor of Slipstream, and Benny 
Matthews, the tankards original owner was located and subsequently 
returned to him. 

The tankard, which was presented to Captain John Lovell, (whom 
we are taking the liberty to henceforward refer to as John), some 58 
years ago in May 1943 by a fellow engineer when John was serving 
as a marine engineer onboard the RNs first 'flat-top', HMS Argus. 

Some 18 months later, he was transferred to the RN's Fleet Air 
Arm, underwent basic flying courses in Canada, passed through a 
number of operational flying training courses in both UK and Ceylon 
and, as a fully fledged Hellcat pilot, eventually Joined 808 squadron 
then operating off an escort carrier out of Trincomallee as part of a 
Tactical Air Group. 

As this was very close to the end of the war with Japan, he only 
flew some 6 hours and carried out 9 deck landing before being 
recalled to UK. 

1946 to 1949 - The inscriptions on the tankard, listing stages in 
John's naval career, only go as far as February 1949. 

Following his return from Ceylon at the end of the war, he 
underwent an extensive air engineering and maintenance test flying 
course, converted to twin-engined aircraft, including the Sea 
Mosquito, and was posted to a number of RN air stations for 'aircraft 
engineering and maintenance test flying duties'. Included in these 
latter postings was RNAS Lossiemouth where he first met up with a 
contingent of RAN aviators, to be part of 20th Carrier Air Group, 
whom he endeavoured to initiate in the basics of aircraft engineering. 
One of these, he seems to recall, is currently the President of the 
FAAA of Australia. 

Also during this period, from May to August 1948 to be precise, 
he was posted to 806 squadron as aircraft engineer and spare pilot. 
This squadron was especially formed to represent the RN at the 
opening of the United States' new international airport at ldlewilde, 
now the John Kennedy airport, in New York. The squadron's aircraft 
comprised 3 Sea Furies, 3 Sea Hornets and the prototype Sea 
Vampire. The 'opening', which lasted a week, included a number of 
the world's top aviation groups including the U S Navy's Blue Angels. 

After New York, the squadron was augmented by three more Sea 
Furies and three Canadian pilots and performed for a further week as 
part of the Canadian International Exhibition at Toronto. The airshow 
was performed on the lakeside with glamorous water-skiers from 
Florida performing below. 

John says that there were so many stories associated with this 
episode with 806 squadron that it would need another decent sized 
article to recount them. 

1949 onwards - In effect, the end of the inscription on the 
tankard, as it currently stands, highlights a turning point in John's 
career. The last inscription on the tankard reads 'Feb 1949 - 700 
Squadron'. At that time 700 squadron was based at Yeovilton and 

(Contin ued 0 11 page 28) 
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was the training squadron for future maintenance test pilots, John 
was its Commanding Officer. Now CO's of training squadrons are 
expected to set a high standard of airmanship to their students. 
However, on a certain Sunday, whilst taking a number of local sea 
cadets up for a Joy flight, he succeeded in tipping the Reliant, in 
which they were flying, onto its back whilst landing. 

[It is perhaps worth noting at this point that he partly blames this 
accident on the fact that, as a maintenance test pilot, he had already 
flown a wide range of British and American aircraft with an equally 
wide assortment of braking systems and strengths. For example, at 
this time, all US military aircraft used a feet operated braking system 
whilst the British system was manual. In the case of light aircraft, like 
the Reliant, brakes were often very touchy. At least that is his 
excuse!] 

No one was hurt in the accident but, naturally, the authorities 
were not over-impressed and, shortly afterwards, banned him to the 
'colonies'. Ostensibly, he was to replace a loan RN officer on loan to 
the RAN in Navy Office in Melbourne who had suffered a nervous 
breakdown. By the time John arrived after an eight-week's trip out by 
South Africa, the officer had recovered and his job was split in two. 
John remembers coming up from Melbourne to sit on RANAME 
Boards at a time (1949) when Albatross had no made roads and 
appeared to be permanently under water! 

However, after 12 months down south, John exchanged postings 
with the then Senior Engineer at Albatross, Doug Knight. It was not 
long afterwards, he recalls, that the air station was called upon to 
bring out of wraps a large number of Fireflies and Sea Furies in 
readiness for the up-and-coming Korean War. Maintainers, he says, 
responded magnificently to this emergency and its was not unusual 
for an Australian maintainer in particular to be pulled off an aircraft 
after 36 or more hours non-stop work! 

During this period at Albatross, (July '50 to March '52), he flew 
some 80 hours test flying Fireflies and Sea Furies both at Nowra and 
at Bankstown where the major overhauls were being carried out. 

In 1952, he returned to the UK and was appointed to the 
Admiralty and later to the Service Trials Unit (703 squadron) at Ford 
in Sussex. 

It was not until March 1956 that John was back again at 
Albatross, by now a fully-fledged member of the RAN. He remained at 
Albatross, first as Senior Engineer and later as Commander (E), until 
towards the end of 1957. During this period, he added another 90 test 
flying hours to his logbook initially on Fireflies and Sea Furies and 

STAIRWAY TO HEAVEN 
Sunday Daily Telegraph 

The revamp at the Sydney Futures Exchange in 
Grosvenor Place is nearing completion. 

While the trading floor has gone - allowing the 
(SFE) to relocate the 130 or so staff that currently 
work in nearby buildings - an imposing hardwood 
staircase has survived. 

L TCDR 'Johnnie' Lovell leading a formation of 703 Squadron 
(RN Service Trials Unit) aircraft in an Avenger aircraft. 

The photograph was taken in December 1954 prior to John 
Lovell's return to Australia. 

Front echelon: 4 Fireflies and Avenger centre. 
Rear echelon L-R: Sea Fury- Vampire - Meteor - Sea Hawk 

and Sea Fury. 

later on Gannets and, briefly, Sea Venoms. 
This more or less ended his flying career although, whilst serving 

as Deputy DAMR in Melbourne, he came up to Albatross to learn to 
fly the RAN's first helicopter, the Sycamore, amassing a huge 6 hours 
solo! 

John now lives in Mollymook, on the South Coast, and will be 
celebrating his 80th birthday in November of this year. 

He says that he is delighted with the return of the tankard 
although he has to confess that he had forgotten that it had ever 
existed'. 

FOR THE RECORD - According to John's flying logbook, as a 
'flying plumber', he flew a total of 980 solo hours (62 on twin-engined 
aircraft). He carried out 30 deck landings - all on escort carriers. He 
flew solo, if only in some cases for a very short period, 24 different 
aircraft types including the following: Tiger Moth; Harvard: Master 11 ;, 
Martinet II: Chipmunk: Wirraway; Dominie: Oxford; Sea Otter; Reliant; 
Auster; Wildcats 4,5 & 6; Hellcats 1 & 2; Avenger; Corsair 111; 
Seafires IB, 22C, 15, 1, 7, 45, 46 & 47; Firebrand 4; Mosquito 3 & 4; 
Barracuda 2; Fireflies 1,4 & 6; Sea Hornet 20; Gannet; Sea Venom 
and Sycamore. 

LIFE BEFORE THE COMPUTER 

* Memory was something that you lost 
with age 

* An application was for employment 
* A programme was a TV show 
* A cursor used profanity 
* A keyboard was a piano The staircase dates back to the days when the 

Navy used the building to house sailors staying in 
Sydney (Johnnies). As it is under heritage order, the 
futures' boys could not touch it. 

* A web was a spider's home 

The staircase, thought to be as much as 11 O 
years old, will help form the new main entrance to 
the building. 

A nice touch - going back into the 19th century 
to reach the 21s1. 
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* A virus was the flu 
* A CD was a bank account 
* A hard drive was a long trip on the road 
* A mouse pad was where a mouse lived 
* And if you had a 3-f''floppy 

Well. .. you just hoped nobody found out! 
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NATIONAL PRESIDENT'S 
REPORT 

It is always interesting to read the letters to 
the editor in each edition of this magazine. 
Sometimes you can associate yourself with 
some of the events or people described, or 
know something of them, but in the last 
edition, all of us can associate with the comments about 
camaraderie by George Mackenzie. It is that and the 
accompanying good humour that binds our Association together, 
just as it has with most ex-service associations. 

The basis of the planned Federal Naval Congress and 
Reunion in October this year is to give an opportunity for all former 
RAN'ers to get together and renew old and special friendships 
personally, and to remember shared events. You will see people 
there whom you haven't seen for a very long time. The details of 
the programme are enclosed with this edition and I hope many of 
our members can attend. 

The event is being staged in conjunction the RAN's Federation 
Review, the idea of that being to mark the role of the Navy in 
national defence since Federation. 

A feature of the programme is a march-past of old and new 
'salts' and our participation in that will show our pride in our Naval 
service. 

The programme is being organised by a committee headed by 
the Naval Association, Corvettes, HMAS Sydney and HMAS 
Melbourne Associations and so on. 

Be in it! 
Neil Ralph 

NATIONAL SECRETARY'S 
REPORT 

Naval Congress and Reunion 

As I mentioned in my last report a 
Congress and Reunion of Naval ._ _ ___..__ _ ___. 
organisations is being arranged for the week of 2nd to 8th October 
as part of the celebrations of the Federation Year. Since that 
report I have received the detailed Order of Events and 
Registration Forms - Copies have been sent to each Division 
Secretary. Highlights of the week for ex -Naval Personnel will 
include the combined march through Sydney on Thursday the 4th, 
the Congress on the Friday, the Navy Review on Saturday and a 
Reunion BBQ on Garden Island on Sunday. It promises to be a 
great week and further information I believe is available through 
RSL Sub-Branches or on the web at http://navalassoc.orq.au/ 

City and the Bush 

From all reports, the get-together arranged by our Patron and 
held in Campbelltown earlier this month was most successful and 
thanks must go to CORE John Goble for all his efforts. An extra 
bonus from the function was the number of new members we 
were able to sign up. 

Federal Council Meeting 

In the April issue I included a flyer to advise members of the 
Federal Council meeting and election of office bearers on 
Saturday 13th October, and calling for nominations and or 
notices of motion / ideas. So far the only replies have been to 
advise me that: 
a) my computer spell-check can't spell, 
b) nominations should made by another person and seconded, 

and 
c) replies should be sent only to Division Secretaries and not 

via me! 
Regrettably at the time of writing there have been NO 

nominations, or ideas. I admit to having a vested interest in this 
process as I am looking for someone to take over this job. I do 
however firmly believe that at this point in time any member can 
indicate an interest in nominating for a position on the executive 
or put forward an idea for consideration. The protocols of formal 
nominations and seconding etc. can come later in the process. 

Our recent correspondence included a letter from Joanna 
Gash, the local Federal Member, confirming the tabling of the 
Defence Review petition papers in both Houses of Parliament, 
Gordon Edgecombe 

WESTERN AUSTRALIAN 
DIVISION 

Greetings to all those out there in 'Birdy Land'. 
We had a good turnout for Anzac Day 
activities, the Fleet Air Arm team made a 
special effort giving a smart 'eyes right'. Some 
of our members attended the service held at Albany, which is the 
birthplace of the Dawn Service. 

The arrangements for the Mini-Reunion, to be held in Western 
Australia in early October 2002, are well under way. We are 
pleased that there have been so many enquiries from the East, 
mainly from the members who attended the Bundaberg Reunion. 

The next meeting will be on 14 October, and the one after that 
will be on 09 December, this will be the usual BBQ routine. 

Any of our members interested in taking part in the Federation 
Naval Congress in Sydney between 03 and 08 October, please 
contact our secretary, Peter Welsh, on (08) 9454 6045. 

Thank you, to CMDR (P) Winston James DFC RAN (Rtd), for 
the article in this edition relating to his experiences in Vietnam. 

We wish Ron Tait, his wife, and all members on the sick list, a 
speedy recovery. 

On behalf of the President, Committee and Members we wish 
all the readers good health. 
John Green-
117 Prinsep Rd, ATIADALE, WA 6156 _ 
Phone: (08) 9330 7386 

[Since receiving this report, one of the staunch members of the 
WA Division, Bill 'Pappy' Gault, passed away. On behalf of all 
FAAA members, I send heartfelt condolences to his wife, family, 
and many friends. Ed] 
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TASMANIAN DIVISION 

It has been a rather uneventful period once 
again. Winter is upon us and hibernation is in 
vogue. 

There are a few items of interest, at the last gathering at the 
'Ravenswood 50 and Overs Club' in Launceston, a good number 
of members turned up to hear our guest speaker, Mr Moss Lowe. 
He proceeded to enlighten us on the entitlements to ex-RAN 
personnel through the Department of Veterans' Affairs. There 
certainly seems to be a complicated system in place as to who is 
entitled to what. I feel sure that he opened a few minds on the 
matter. Your minds would be opened too if you could be 
addressed by someone from the department. 

Laurence O'Donnel won the raffle. He has just turned sixty 
and celebrated the event by having a hip replacement. We wished 
him and his new hip all the best. 

Les Kube's daughter is travelling north on a yacht, when she 
arrives at her destination (I'm not sure where) her father is to 
deliver her car to her from Hobart - by road, of course. Les and 
Fiona could have a nice long drive, which I'm sure they'll enjoy. 

I have spoken to Mr Ben Patynowski a few times with small 
items for the book on the Gannets he is writing. It should be an 
interesting read and anyone who flew or worked on the aircraft 
should contact him. His address is usually in Slipstream. 

All best wishes from Tassy. 
Matt 'Jake'Jacobs 

A.C.T. DIVISION 

Good news and bad news. We have now held 
our postponed AGM, but have failed to fill all 
positions on the executive at this time. 
Brian Courtier remains as President and Jim 
Parsons as VP, but as yet we have not been able to find a 
Secretary and Treasurer. Guess what, myself and Tim O'Halloran 
are still in the respective chairs and will carry on pro-tern. What is 
the matter with members these days? 

When it was suggested that we must recruit new members 
Knobby Clarke raised a very good question. What have we got t~ 
offer new members? The answer is perhaps little other than a 
quarterly issue of Slipstream. Then again, we might tum the 
question around and ask what new and current members can 
offer the Association? I would be prepared to wager that each 
and every member, past or new, has some expertise which can 
benefit the Association. Such things as anecdotes from the past or 
present, old photographs or bits of memorabilia gathering dust in a 
cupboard. Perhaps gathering an anthology of the old songs we 
used to sing. All of these things and more will soon disappear if 
we don't start collecting them NOW. All it takes is for two or three 
to get together to put some of these things together. So how about 
you cease asking what the Association can do for you, and get up 
off you backside and put a few things back into it. 

In the meantime, perhaps we could even get a couple of 
volunteers to complete our executive. 
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We were all very saddened recently when Les Powell's 
lovely wife, Sally passed away after a longish illness. Sally always 
used to accompany Les to all our functions and contributed much 
to their success. She was always a bundle of fun and full of 
energy and will be sadly missed. To Les and family, we offer our 
sincere sympathy at this time. 

On a brighter note we welcome Craig Skinner to our ranks in 
the ACT. Craig was an AE officer on 723 Squadron before leaving 
the Service and remains in the RANR. We look forward to seeing 
Craig and Sally at our future functions. 

Since our notes for April, Anzac Day has come and gone. 
We had an excellent turnout for the March on a beautiful Autumn 
day in Canberra and our numbers exceeded 50. We were very 
pleased that some six members of 816 Squadron came all the 
way from Nowra to join us and even lent a hand to carry the 
banner. Following the march we had our usual barbecue at 
Harman which rounded off a great day for all of us. 

About a dozen or 
so members and 
wives journeyed to 
Campbelltown 
recently to the 
FAAA re-union. 
Most of our 
members went by 
bus, ably driven by ~,:· 
the President, and 

......... 
BRIAN COURTIER LEADS THE DIVISION 

we all enjoyed the outing and a chance to meet old friends and 
shipmates. I understand that some 160 came from all over NSW 
and all had a great time. Our thanks to our Patron John Goble.and 
his wife, Annette, for setting this up and making it such an 
enjoyable day. 

Best wishes to all our shipmates . 
Brian Treloar 
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SOUTH AUSTRALIAN 
DIVISION 

Most of us have just managed to recover 
from 'Slipstream-nostalgia-sickness' and it is 
now time to receive another attack. 

There were a few photos and articles 
that got me going in the April issue. The photo of the not named 
armourers on page 18 moved a mixture of recollections mainly 
because of the crew combination of Becker, Whitton and Kelly. 
They were a great blending of personnel. PO Kelly was a Handler 
and, to the best of my knowledge, the only one that came into 
aircrew. Nevertheless, we in SA had a meeting and decided that 
because of the previous committee's 'rookie' mistakes it would be 
best to minimise future lapses by confining them for another year. 
John Siebert and John Saywell remain our President and Vice
president, Barry Lord - secretary, Mike Cain - treasurer, and the 
ever faithful Dinsley Cooper, the Social Secretary. Committee 
members detailed off were Ian Laidler, Roger Harrison, Jack 
Kreig, and Graham Bailey. Delegates to the Federal Council are 
John Saywell and John Siebert. So, with others, we now meet at 
the Hackney Pub every 3,d Friday of the odd months rn the year 
until we get the push. 

What have we been up to? There was ANZAC Day. There is 
no do1 Jbt that those 'diggers" of 1915 brought home a spirit that 
has endured. That spirit quickly took up residence in all cities, 
towns, hamlets, farmhouses, and outback camps to speak some 
simple words 'fair go mate'. He {definitely a male spirit) also 
whispered into the minds of some, something more profound, 'But 
if a man lives many years and rejoices in them all, yet let him 
remember the days of darkness for they will be many' (Eccl. 11.8} 
and they listened. 

As early as 1916 the first ANZAC Day was declared. So, in 
this year of 2001, the FAAA of Australia SA Division proudly 
marched through the streets of Adelaide (and other country towns 
- Peter and Sandy Coulson in Mt. Gambier - and other places not 
reported). We were led by John Saywell as John Siebert was 
somewhere flying in the confused skies of theUSA. Also present 
was one of our members, Robin Pennock, on duty marshalling the 
troops as required. Robin can still wear his CMDR uniform without 
buttons bursting at the seams. The Division was so impressive 
that Barry Finn, a LREM (A) of 1951 vintage, who witnessed them 
on TV, couldn't wait to join up. Welcome aboard Barry. Festivities 
were celebrated afterwards at the Hotel International in North 
Adelaide. 

Dinsley organised bus trips to Clare Valley and to the wineries 
to the South of Adelaide. Both were good fun. The Clare Valley 
trip was in April, the other as part of our Navy Week hospitality. 
Members of the ship's company from HMA Ships Adelaide and 
Canberra were shown the 'tasting sites' and had a good time. 

Navy Week came upon us suddenly. HMAS Adelaide 
exercised the right to Freedom of the City by marching to the 
Town Hall. In my day we exercised our rights by going to the 
nearest pub! {I am in trouble here and getting a bit impudent so 
better get back to weighty stuff). 

John Siebert and myself attended the memorial service in the 
Naval Memorial Park and laid a wreath as is our normal custom. 
As John placed the wreath, I remembered two people, they could 
nearly be described as the 'unknown sailors' for they died without 

much distinction. My thoughts went back to the time when I was 
detailed to be part of a funeral party at Malta in 1951, under a 
sunny blue sky we laid to rest a sailor who was killed in an 
accident, I think on the cable deck of the Sydney. 

I also reflected about a stoker who died from heat exhaustion 
aboard Melbourne whilst the ship was in the Red Sea on its way 
home to Australia. His resting-place was in the sea. During the 
service I noticed around me many heavily decorated heroes of 
great sea battles, but my thoughts turned to those two anonymous 
characters. 

What else? Well, the ever-resourceful Dinsley has organised a 
fund raising venture in the form of a sausage sizzle. He has 
arranged for a total of five to be carried out at the Salisbury 
shopping centre. Three have been carried out and money has 
been raised. We are anxious to place a plaque in the chapel at 
Dawes Road, and we anticipate that more than enough money will 
be raised to do this. His helpers to date are Junice, Jack Kreig, 
John Berry, Richard Widger and John Siebert. I hope I haven't 
forgotten anyone. 

'SAUSAGE SIZZLERS' 
DINSLEY COOPER-JACK KRIEG-JOHN SIEBERT 

-- - ..... - ~ + 

Henry Young has been on the sick list and was hospitalised, 
he is now out and about. There are no other sick bay reports 

Dinsley has released a military secret in that HMAS Hobart is 
going to be sunk somewhere off our coast near Yankallila. This 
has inspired me to be on the look-out for a Swordfish aircraft and 
have it armed with a torpedo to do the job. Only on the condition 
that they don't shoot back. Book your spot on the cliffs sometime 
in November. 
Barry Lord 

VICTORIA DIVISION 

On behalf of the Committee and members of 
the Victoria Division, may I convey greetings 
and best wishes to all. 

Yet another Anzac Day has come and 
gone, the days prior to the event were looking 
very poor weather-wise, rain, wind, you name 
it, we had it, but on 'the day', the weather cleared. 

There were approximately fifty members on parade this year, 
unfortunately, through necessity, we had to request the services of 
a military vehicle from the ASL State HQ as we had three 
members who wished to participate but were unable to march due 

(Co111i1111ed 011 page 32) 
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to their health problems. Thankfully our request was 1 

approved and very much appreciated. 
Monsignor 'Tiger' Lyons also joined the parade this 

year, although confined to a wheelchair, he made it known 
that he would greatly appreciate to be with the FAA on the 
day. Thanks are extended to Cannel Staff and the people at 
Anzac House who enabled him to attend, also to Lee 
Jordan for obtaining two volunteers, namely his son Rob , 
and grandson Ash, to ferry 'Tiger' In the march. Well done! 

It is pleasing to see those members who make the effort 
to represent the FAA on Anzac Day. This year we were 
privileged with the surprise, and most welcome visit to 
Melbourne, of Toz Dadswell, who helped swell the ranks of 
our gallant band. 

Phillipa and Brian Terry travelled down from Mildura to 1__-=-="'-----=------~~~--'--~ ==--..£..J 
join us. They are usually based at Echuca, but since cruising to 
Mildura in their houseboat they have become stranded. 
Apparently there just wasn't enough water in the mighty Murray to 
enable them to get back, they will just have to wait for 'Hughie' to 
give them a top up. 

Generally the march proceeded quite well, with the usual 
chants of support from the ever-popular 'Groupies' throughout the 
duration of the march. The FAA didn't get too much of a showing 
on the television coverage of the event. I believe this was due to 
another ship's association being directly in front of the FAA 
contingent who were incorrectly positioned in the march order, 
thus creating confusion with the march TV commentators, never 
the less the Division was well represented. 

The after-march reunion was well attended. It was held at the 
usual venue, namely the Melbourne Naval Centre, the facilities 
were shared with the Submarine Association, HMAS Australia and 
HMAS Bataan Associations. A sincere thanks to our Social 
Co-ordinator, Val Christie, for her efforts in making the reunion 
such a success. A new caterer was employed this year as the one 
we had used in the past had gone out of this type of business. We 
knew it was going to he a hard act to follow for the new caterer to 
follow, but fortunately the right choice had been made. As so 
many compliments were received afterwards, it was decided to 
book the new caterer again for next years after-march reunion. 

The fund raising on the day was very good, once again our 
thanks to the Social Co-ordinator, and to Betty Conlan and Marion 
Earle for their assistance with the sale of fund-raising tickets. Well 
done! Our thanks are also extended to those members who kindly 
donate goods as prizes for our fund raising activities throughout 
the year, your support is very much appreciated. 

Two new members were signed up on Anzac Day and on 
behalf of the Committee and Members, I would like to convey the 
usual 'Welcome Aboard' to Robert Petty (Full) and Ash Jordan 
(Associate), may your membership be long and enjoyable. 

In closing, our thoughts and best wishes for a speedy recovery 
go out to Ron Breaden, 
Jim Ferguson, John Mann 
and Bill Martin, also to 
any other member that 
we don't know about who 
is not keeping the best of 
health. 
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Until we meet again. 
Ron Christie 

1 - L-R: Rob Partington - Jim Davidson -
Toz Dadswell - Dorothy Kemp-Anne Taylor and 

Geoff Litchfield. 
2 - L-R: John Clifford - Clem Conlan and 

Peter Harney 
3 - L-R: John Champion - Ron and Val Christie 

4 - L-R: Ivor Jansz and Rob Taylor 

Photographs courtesy Brian Terry 
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QUEENSLAND DIVISION 

Hello, and greetings to all throughout Australia 
and overseas. I don't know what's happened to ,. 
winter here on the coast. We should get some 
cooler weather soon I guess, but it's still shorts .__ ____ __. 
and short sleeves at the moment. 

Dee and I were married on 19th May and had a great day, with 
around 250 coming along, with a good roll up from our members. 
Warren and Maria sprang a good one on us. He reckoned they 
couldn't come over from USA due to his visa problems, and there 
they were, hiding in the crowd, with a couple of friends from San 
Diego - a real 'gotcha'. Warren's brother, Bruce, had come down 
from Cairns with Ray Larson's cousin-who lives a few doors from 
Dee's place - and kept a low profile for a few days so we wouldn't 
see him. Crafty bunch! We spent 10 days in Bali which was very 
enjoyable and there were no hassles at all, unlike in Djarkarta. It 
was our first time there and we would definitely go again. 

My son, George, arrived there and we were able to spend our 
last day there with him and his girlfriend. He's now in Tuscany and 
then goes on to a village in Normandy for a couple of months to 
get the hang of French cheffing. I'm now fully occupied getting my 
house ready for sale. 

We had a terrific roll-up for the Anzac Day march in Brisbane, 
with 100 or so marching and we had a band close by which meant 
that I wasn't the only one in step. We got a 'Well Done' from the 
Governor. It was around 30°C so we were all pretty hot by the 
time we finished. As Navy were first off the rank, we were ready 
for a cold one early, only to find that the Britannia Club couldn't 
open their bars until 1 pm. Some found the Irish pub on the go and 
it was strange to see the rest of us drinking water or soft drinks for 
a while. 

When the bar did open, we set up a $500 tab and found that 
there was a large supply of Bundy rum and cola bottles on the go 
free of charge. It had been provided by the Rum Distillery in 
Bundaberg, so everyone was able to well and truly quench their 
thirst. We had a room and bar to ourselves and it was full up. 
Paddy Williamson ran the Crown and Anchor and donated profits 
to the Division. Thanks, Paddy. 

It was good to see quite a few of the FESR blokes join us 
during the afternoon. Beau Bosanquet (Blue Jacket Band) was 
down from Townsville and won 1st and 2nd prizes in the raffle. He 
reckoned he'd never won anything before and donated the 2nd 
prize back for a redraw. He stayed with Mick and Dulcie Blair and 
kept them laughing. 

We were delighted to have Gordon (Pancho) Walter ,Barry 
(Jim) Crowe, Captain Noel Parker (retired), Hugh Wells ( down 
from the far North), Sandy Wilson, Peter Harman, One of the AB's 
from 816 Squadron and another serving member (missed their 
names) join us on the day, to name just a few. 

Hugh Wells passed a silver tankard to us which is inscribed 
'W.J. Lovell, RN'. I'm a bit hazy as to how he found it, but it is 
engraved with the names of ships, Establishments and squadrons 
from 1936 to 1949. He was in Canada doing pilot training and 
served on 808 squadron in 1945 and 1948. I had a call from Ben 
Matthews to say that it would be William John Lovell who was an 
engineer as well. He was the Naval Attache in Indonesia at one 
time and at Albatross as an Engineer, and is remembered by 

many of us. We weren't sure if he was Commander 'E' at one 
time. If anyone knows of any next of Kin whereabouts, let me or 
Trevor Tile know so we can hand it on. [Since located. Ed] 

We are pleased to welcome new members, Ron Moore, Bob 
Rutherford, Gary Northern and Wes Cooper. Harry Harkness 
found Wes at Norfolk Island where, I believe, he is a Customs 
Officer. 

We were sad to hear that John Joseph and Robert Wicks had 
passed away earlier this year and offer our condolences to their 
families. 

Ian and Florence Henderson hope to move back into their 
house soon. Ian reckons he's got some renovating to do before 
they set off in their caravan again. There is a waterfront block of 
land near Bargara which is tempting them severely. 

Augie Spearpoint's books are being circulated and everyone is 
enjoying reading them. Thanks, Augie, we really appreciate them. 

Well, that's about it for now, so best regards to all. 
Barry Lister - President. 

1 - Peter McDonald 
2 - Gordon Walter and Geoff Beardsley 
3 - L-R: 'Swampy' Marsh - Dot Herrman - Ray Guest -

'Burrie' Arnell - Judy Wilson - Judy Arnell and Jan Marsh 
4 - 'Beau' Bosanquet 
5 - Barry 'Jim' Crowe 
6 - Bevan Mewett 

Photo's courtesy Gordon Walter 
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NEW SOUTH WALES 
DIVISION 

Our City/Country get-together held in the 
Campbelltown ASL on Saturday 26 May was 
a great success. [See photos to the right} 
John Goble, our Patron, put a lot of effort into 
organising the event and a great day was had by all that attended. 

We hired a Stuarts' Coach to get the Nowra, Sussex Inlet, 
Vincentia and Berry groups to and from the venue and at $15.00 
per head return fare it was a great way to travel. We couldn't fill 
the coach, I'm sorry to say, but we did manage 27 or so and it was 
a very comfortable and enjoyable trip, which added to the day. I 
should mention that Stuarts' Coach Line is a great supporter of the 
Museum and the FAAA, so we choose to travel with them. 

At the get-together, our Secretary, Mike Heneghan, and 
Treasurer, Denis Mulvihill, were able to renew memberships for a 
number of those in attendance who had let their membership 
lapse or had forgotten to register. 

An Ex-Navalmens' Association member, Mr Gatten, who was 
unable to attend, had our Patron, John Goble, present to the NSW 
Division on his behalf, a White Ensign. Our thanks are extended to 
Mr Gatten for his generous donation that is now displayed in the 
Association HQ. 

There were a considerable number of enquiries about the 
availability of FAAA name badges for financial members. They 
can be purchased for $7.70 which includes postage, please 
contact Neville Newbold at Southern Trophies, 61 Queen Street, 
Berry NSW 2535 - Phone (02) 4464 1734 or Email: 
trophies@shoal.net.au 

Our annual raffle, held to offset fee increases, will be held 
again this year and we ask that you give it your full support .. 

The Prime Minister, John Howard, officially opened the 
refurbished Museum displays, which had largely been made 
possible by a grant from the Federation Fund. In my opinion, he 
left no doubt that he was most impressed in the way in which the 
history of Naval Aviation was being displayed. 

On a less cheerful note, in May, Reg Hespe suffered the loss 
of his wife, Margaret. On behalf of the Committee and members I 
extend our deepest sympathy to Reg and his daughter, Wendy. 
Ex-MAA Bert Harrell also passed away and we extend our 
sympathy to his family for their loss. 

The NSW Anniversary Dinner will be held on Saturday 13 
October 2001 at the Bomaderry Bowling Club. Time 18:30 for 
1900 - Cost $35.00 per head. This is the same date as the 
Federal Annual General Meeting and all Inter State visitors are 
welcome to participate. For further information please contact the 
NSW Secretary, Mike Heneghan. 

Good health and happiness to all members and their families. 
Max Altham 

LATE NOTICE 
It is with deep regret that the NSW Division has accepted the 
resignation of Max Altham as President. Neville Newbold was 
elected and accepted the position as President of the Division and 

' Greg Wise accepted the position of Vice President. 
Mike Heneghan - NSW Secretary 
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NSW CITY-COUNTRY GET-TOGETHER 
CAMPBELL TOWN RSL 

All photographs courtesy Peter Weir 

OBITUARY 
Albert William Harrell 

03-03-1925 - 07-06-2001 

Ex-Master-at-Arms, 'Bert' Harrell, was 
born in Canterbury, South Australia. In 
1946, he joined the RAN, marrying 
WRAN Maureen Chapman, in 1955. 

Prior to joining the Navy, as a 17 
year old, he managed to get to sea in 
a couple of Merchant ships, but his 
father didn't consider that this was 
such a good idea, and eventually 
persuaded his son to return to Sydney 
and become an apprentice pastry 
cook. 

After enlistment in March 1946, he served as a seaman aboard 
HMA Ships Shoalhaven and Bataan, transferring to the newly formed 
Regulating Branch in 1949. 

He served as a Regulating Petty Officer aboard HMAS Sydney and 
had his first draft as a Master-at-Arms to HMAS Albatross in 1956. (One 
of three such drafts.) 

He held the firm belief that the primary purpose of the Regulating 
Branch was to assist in the maintenance of good order and naval 
discipline. When it was necessary, he reminded some of the younger 
members of the guardhouse staff of this belief. 

Writing as one who was lucky enough to have him as a 'boss' on 
three separate occasions, I can think of no one who commanded such 
equal amounts of respect and affection, both in and out of the 
guardhouse. 

He is survived by his wife, Maureen, and daughter, Dianne. 

Brian Terry 

[Bert retired from the RAN in 1973 and became the civilian ambulance 
driver at Albatross until he retired once again in 1984. He was also an 
excellent tennis player, skills he had learnt from his father who was a 
tennis coach. Ed] 

OBITUARY 
William John GAULT 

10-01-1929 - 10-07-2001 

Better known to us as Bill, or 'Pappy'. His friend, Jack Appleby 
remembers Bill this way ... 

Bill joined the Naval Association of Australia 31 years ago. During 
those years he gave outstanding service and was rewarded with the 
Certificate of Service in 1986, the Diploma of Merit in 1989, and Life 
Membership in 1994. 

During this period he represented his Fremantle Subsection as Vice 
President, Delegate to the State Council and Vice President of the State 
Council of the Naval Association (WA Section). Bill was also a member 
of the affiliated Fleet Air Arm Association of Australia and the Corvette's 
Association. 

He gave many hours of his time working with the Naval Cadets. 
This was one of the strengths of his service. An excellent engineer, he 
taught many young cadets how to handle their boats and how to care 
for them mechanically. Bill always made sure that every launch was in 
perfect mechanical order so that the lives of the young cadets would not 
be endangered through neglect on his part. 

Our Association has lost one of its outstanding members, but he 
has left behind a legacy we will never forget. 

'They have no grave but the cruel sea, 
No flowers lay at their head. 

A rusting hulk is their tombstone 
Afast on the ocean bed.' 

They shall not grow old as we that are left grow old 
Age shall not weary them nor the years condemn 
At the going down of the sun and in the morning 

We will remember them. 

Bill's Naval career started when he did his initial training at HMAS 
Cerberus. From there he served aboard HMA Ships. Albatross, Nirimba, 
Sydney, Melbourne, and finally, Leeuwin. During his career he saw 
active service in Korea, Malaya and Vietnam. 

On completion of his naval service, he worked for seventeen years 
as a foreman with the PMG (Telstra), but his great love was for the sea, 
the Navy and his mates. He had so many wonderful, humorous stories 
and tales to tell, none of which will be forgotten. 

'Pappy' had pursued many other careers and hobbies, including 
being a member of the Army Reserves and Water Transport Unit, and 
as a member of the Leighton Surf Life Saving Club. He also played 
Reserve's football for the 
East Fremantle Football 
Club . As a very • 
accomplished diver, he 
also worked as part of the 
recovery team that 
salvaged relics from the 
wreck of the Batavia. He 
also trained and coached 
two divers who, in an epic 
swim, swam underwater 
from the North Mole in 
Fremantle to Rottnest 
Island. 

His wife, Gladys, and 
family, extend their sincere 
appreciation for all the 
kindness, good wishes 
and support from all the 
members of the different 
Associations that Bill 
belonged to. 

* * * * 
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FAA ASSOCIATION STATE CONTACTS 

NATIONAL EXECUTIVE 

President: RADM Neil Ralph AO DSC RAN (Rtd) 
PO BOX 164, BOMADERRY, NSW 2541 

Phone: (02) 4421 6988 - Fax (02) 44226068 
Secretary: Mr Gordon Edgecombe 

P0 BOXA115, NAVAL PO, NOWRA 2540 
Phone: (02) 4422 1759 - Fax (02) 4422 33979 

AUSTRALIAN CAPITAL TERRITORY DIVISION 

President: Mr Brian Courtier 
61/15 John Cleland Close, FLOREY, ACT 2615 
Phone: (02) 6259 7736 - Mobile: 04 0816 67 41 
Secretary: RADM Brian Treloar AO RAN (Rtd) 

PO BOX 3652, WESTON CREEK, ACT 2611 
Phone: (02) 6288 2730 

WESTERN AUSTRALIA DIVISION 

President: Mr Jack Suriano 
PO BOX 26, Maylands WA 6051 

Secretary: Mr Peter Welsh 
42 Saddleback Circle - Maida Vale WA 6057 
Phone: H (08) 9454 6045 - W (08) 9411 7781 

Fax: W (08) 9411 2860 
Email: pwelsh@eftel.com 

SOUTH AUSTRALIA DIVISION 

President: CMDR John Siebert RAN 
PO BOX 177 MITCHAM VIC 5062 

Phone: (08) 83511314 
Secretary: Mr Barry Lord 

65 Whitmore Square, ADELAIDE SA 5062 

VICTORIA DIVISION 

President: Mr John Champion 
8/29 Brighton Street, SANDRINGHAM VIC 3191 

Phone: (03) 9521 9503 
Secretary: Mr Ron Christie 

15 Bianca Court, ROWVILLE VIC 3178 
Phone: (03) 9764 5542 - Fax: (03) 9755 5417 

NEW SOUTH WALES DIVISION 

President: Mr Neville Newbold 
61 Queen Street, BERRY, NSW 2535 

Phone/Fax: (02) 44&,i 1734 
Secretary: Mr Mike Heneghan 

PO BOX 28, NOWRA NSW 2541 
Phone/Fax: (02) 4441 2901 

TASMANIA DIVISION 

President: Mr Barry Simpson 
PO BOX407, ULVERSTONE TAS 7315 

Secretary: Mr Les Kube 
61 Lindhill Avenue, LINDISFARNE TAS 7015 

Phone: (03) 6243 6540 

QUEENSLAND DIVISION 

President: Mr Barry Lister 
44 Marawa Drive, Buddina QLD 4575 

Phone: (07) 5444 5316 
E-mail: blister@caloundranetcom 

Secretary: Mr Trevor Tite 
37 Miles Street, CABOOLTURE QLD 4510 

Phone: (07) 5499 3809 

SLIPSTREAM EDITOR - SEE FRONT COVER 

If anyone knows the whereabouts of 
any of the following, please contact the 
Editor: 

K.R.Green (Ex-LAAH R62448) 
P.R.C. Malcolm (Ex-NAAH R62379) 

M.E.Goss (Ex-NAAH R59202) 

UPDATE-Federation Naval Congress 
and Reunion in Sydney 2 - 9 October. 
FROM - The Federation of Naval Ship 
Associations. 

Associations are requested to 
muster no later than 1130 alongside 
the Art Gallery Road with banners. 
Please advise if your Association is 
attending so that cadets can be 
requested for banner bearers. 

The Melbourne and FAAA banners 
have been organised. 

The cocktail party will not be held 
on the Thursday night, but Admiral 
Mike Hudson RAN (Rid) is trying to 
arrange something similar for the 
Wednesday afternoon. 

Information courtesy Barry Roberts 

Member's E-mail Directory# 6 
If you wish your E-mail address published, 

please contact the Editor. 

Stan Corboy 
yobstan@bigpond.com 

(Change)-
Mike Heneghan 

mheneghan@shoal.net. 

Ron Melville 
ronm@octa4.net.au 

{Correction) 

Peter Barnes 
ranfaa@big pond. com 

(Change) 

John Mathwin 
johnsmat@h unterlink. net.au 

Neville Newbold 
trophies@shoal.net.au 

SLIPSTREAM EDITOR 
slipstream@shoal.net.au 

STOP PRESS - The Reverend Watter 
Wheeldon is currently a patient in the 
Shoalhaven Hospital following a serious stroke 
which has left him paralysed down his left side. 
He is in: Room 6, Medical Unit, Shoalhaven 
Hospital, Nowra 2541. 

A LAST FAREWELL 
5/'re Cl,¢aciatron ~ witft itegJtet tire 

d.ea.t& oJ tfre following tnem.ieM, 
<>fupmate., and f,tieml,: 

Ralph Thomas (Bob) CROFT 
08 April 2001 
Age 85 years 

cgcg 

Frank GARDNER 
09 April 2001 

(Ex-AH) 
cgcg 

Des CARROLL 
19 May 2001 

cgcg 

Arthur Samuel (Shiner) WRIGHT 
26 May 2001 

cgcg 

Lawrence Edward STARKEY 
27 May 2001 

cgcg 

Albert William HARRELL 
08 June 2001 

cgcg 

Captain Cyril 'Bill' MARTIN 
Dental Officer 
03 July 2001 

cgcg 

Admiral Sir Anthony SYNNOT 
06 July 2001 

cgcg 

W.J.(Pappy) GAULT 
09 July 2001 

cgcg 

DISCLAIMER: Slipstream is published by The Fleet 
Air Arm Association of Australia Incorporated. All 
rights reserved. Reproduction in part or whole is 
forbidden without the express permission of the 
Editor in writing. All care will be taken with material 
but no responsibility is accepted or assumed by the 
publisher or editorial staff for loss or damage. The 
views and opinions expressed in this publication do 
not necessarily reflect the views and opinions of the 
Association or Committee of Management. 
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