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The Jet Provost-the n~w Trainer 



i College 
Notes 

' ,. 

The College does not officially recognize the existence of Winter. Like a 
startled February lamb, it skips from Autumn term to Spring. And for once-at 
the time of going to .press, anyway-it would seem that this blatant optimism 
will be indulged. At least we are candid in our nomenclature, and do not 
keep our fingers crossed under the various nominis umbrae, such as Michaelmas, 
Lent and Hilary, affected by some other establishments. All the same, to carry 
a shovel in the boot of the car is to recapture something of the pioneering 
spirit; and there can be few frustrations as satisfying as sitting in your car 
in a snow-drift five miles from Cranwell at eight o'clock in the morning, with 
the heater full on, while 15 Flight Cadets wait in a centrally cooled classroom 
for the truth about Racine that will never be told that day, and the wolves 
return to West Site. 

I 

Group Captain L. MacD. Hodges, C.B.E., D.S.O., D.F.C., who was 
Assistant Commandant from April 1959 to December 1960, has left us to 
become Air Officer in charge of Administration, British Forces, Arabian 
Peninsula (now Air Forces, Middle East), with the rank of Air Commodore. 

His time at the College was marked by many major changes, both in College 
organization and in the flying and academic syllabuses. The smoothness with 
which they were implemented was in no small measure due to his sensible, 
unruffled approach and his knack of seeing the essentials of a problem. 

We wish him and his wife and family a very happy tour in Aden and good 
fortune in the future. 

~. 
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Group Captain T. P. Seymour 

Group Captain Thomas Peter Seymour, 
who since 1957 has been R.A.F. Director 
at the Joint Anti-Submarine School at 
Londonderry, Northern Ireland, has be- 
come Assistant Commandant at the Royal 
Air Force College. 

Group Captain Seymour was born at 
Wadhurst, Sussex, in 1919. He entered the 
R.A.F. College from Blundell's School as 
a Flight Cadet in April 1938, was com- 
missioned in October 1939, and joined 
the School of General Reconnaissance. 
In 1940hewent to Calshot fora conversion 
course on Flying Boats, and subsequently 
flew Londons and Catalinas with No. 240 
Squadron. From 1942 to 1943 he was a 
flying instructor at No. 4 Operational 
Training Unit, and then joined No. 265 
Squadron in the Middle East. 

Early in 1945 he took up staff duties at Air Headquarters, East Africa, 
and in 1946 joined the Deputy Directorate of Operational Requirements at the 
Air Ministry before taking the 1949 course at the R.A.F. Staff College, Bracknell. 
He later served at Headquarters, Bomber Command, and took the course at 
the R.A.F. Flying College, Manby. 

In 1954 Group Captain Seymour joined Headquarters, AIREASTLANT 
at Northwood, Middlesex, for three years on Air Plans duties, and in 1957 
was given command of No. 42 Squadron at St. Eva], Cornwall. 

We offer a warm welcome to Group Captain and Mrs Seymour and their 
two sons and our best wishes for an enjoyable tour at Cranwell. 

Old Cranwellians and members of the staff of the College figured prominently 
in the New Year Honours List. 

The following awards were announced in the London Gazette dated 
31st December 1960:- 

To Old Cranwellians: 
G.C.B.-Air Chief Marshal Sir Thomas G. Pike, K.C.B., C.B.E., D. F.C. 
G.B.E.-Air Chief Marshal the Earl of Bandon, K.B.E., C.B., C.V.O., 

D.S.O. 
K.C.B.-Air Marshal A. D. Selway, C.B., D.F.C. 
K.B.E.-Air Marshal A. Earle, C.B., C.B.E. 
C.B.-Air Commodore A. Pyke, O.B.E., M.I.Mech.E., A.F.R.Ae.S. 

l 
l 
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BAR TO A.F.C.-Squadron Leader H. A. Merriman, A.F.C. 
A.F.C.-Squadron Leader J. M. Crowley. 

To personnel of the Royal Air Force College: 
C.B.-Air Commodore D. F. Spotswood, C.B.E., D,.S.O., D.F.C., 

A.D.C. 
M.B.E.-Flight Lieutenant J. E. Greenaway. 
B.E.M.-Mr Frederick George Mayhew (Head Servant, 'C' Squadron, 

Senior Flight Cadets' Mess). 
A.F.C.-Flight Lieutenant G. N. Lewis (now serving at R.N.A.S. 

Lossiemouth). 
The Queen's Commendation for Valuable Services in the Air was awarded to 

Flight Lieutenant D. S. Bridson, and to Flight Lieutenant K. M. Williamson 
(now serving at Royal Air Force Little Rissington). 

Visitors to the College last term included: 
On 26th September Sir George Edwards, who gave a lecture entitled 'A 

Dip into the Future (Aircraft).' 
On 6th October the Headmasters of Bryanston, Monmouth, Dean 

Close, Northampton Grammar School, Bishop Wordsworth's and 
Hampton Grammar School, the Senior Master of Bradfield and the 
Careers Master of Pocklington. 

On 20th October the Headmasters of Cheltenham, Chatham House 
Grammar School, Felsted, The Perse, Windermere Grammar School, 
Monkton Combe School and Heversham Grammar School, the Secretary 
of the Headmasters' Conference and of 
the Institute of Assistant Headmasters, 
and the C.C.F. Master of Epsom. 

On 21st November Mr Peter Scott, who 
lectured on 'Birds.' 

On 25th November Air Vice-Marshal E. 
W. S. Jacklin, C.B.E., A.F.C., Chief of the 
Air Staff of the Royal Rhodesian Air Force. 

Visiting preachers last term were: 
On 18th September (Battle of Britain 

Sunday) The Right Reverend Kenneth 
Riches, D.D., The Lord Bishop of Lincoln. 

On 2nd October (Harvest Festival) The 
Reverend T. A. Jenkins, B.A., Assistant 
Chaplain-in-Chief, Technical Training 
Command. 

On 10th December the Children's Christmas Party was 
held in the East Camp Gymnasium. Santa Cltius ( Wg Cdr 
J. C. Middleton-Stewart (Retd)) fonded in a flurry of beard 

from a 'Whirlwind' helicopter 



7 

On 6th November The Reverend Canon A. M. Cook, M.A., The 
Sub-Dean of Lincoln Cathedral. 

On 13th November (Remembrance Sunday) The Reverend J. F. Flinn, 
B.S., B.D., Chaplain, U.S.A.F. 

~~ 
The Beagle Ball was held in the Officers' Mess on 21st October, and the 

Blankney Hunt Ball on 16th December. There was also a spirited Christmas 
Draw. 

~~ 
Flight Lieutenant D. S. Bridson, a 'G' Flight Instructor, won the National 

Glider Aerobatic Competition which was held at Dunstable in September. 
Flight Lieutenant Bridson had been placed fourth in the 1959 Competition. 

~~ 
Last summer, Senior Aircraftman A. G. Lee, an Instrument Mechanic 

serving at Cranwell, was presented with the Duke of Edinburgh's Award for 
hobbies and physical fitness. 

No. 82 Entry arriving at the beginning of the Spring term 



No. 82 Entry early in their second term 

We offer our congratulations to the following Old Cranwellians on their 
recent promotion: 

General Duties Branch: Air Marshal A. D. Selway and Air Marshal 
Sir Wallace Kyle; Air Vice-Marshal G. C. Eveleigh; Air Commodores 
J. M. N. Pike, H. N. G. Wheeler, J. H. Lapsley and L. MacD. Hodges; 
Group Captain P. A. 'Hughes; Squadron Leaders P. M. Worthington, 
H. M. K. Brown, R. E. Webster, I. S. MacPherson, J. W. Price, 
J. A. Williams, D. A. Lethem, T. W. A. Devey-Smith, M. M. Foster, 
M. G. King, R. L. T. Polgreen, M. Hughes, C. H. Foale, J. M. A. Parker, 
A. McN. Christie, F. D. Hoskins, R. P. J. King, R.H. Bragg, N. A. Innes- 
Smith, J. G. F. Hewitt, L. A. Boyer and J. M. Pack. 

Technical Branch: Air Commodore J. C. Pope. 
Equipment Branch: Squadron Leader M. L. Cann. 
Royal Air Force Regiment: Squadron Leader K. M. Oliver. 
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At Sandhurst on 15th October the College teams lost to the Royal Military 
Academy at Rugby, Soccer and Cross-Country, and won at Badminton and 
Shooting. Against B.R.N.C. Dartmouth at home on 12th November, we won 
the Soccer, Badminton and Shooting, and lost the Rugby and Cross-Country. 
And playing away against the Royal Air Force Technical Cadets a week later, 
the College won at Badminton and Shooting. 

At the beginning of the Spring term the College numbers 283 flight cadets. 
The new entry, No. 84, numbers 38 and includes three navigators, three 
equipment and one secretarial cadet. 

In connection with the College syllabus, flight cadets went on several visits 
during the term and vacation. 

From 19th September the navigators of No. 78 Entry were detached to 
Royal Air Force Thorney Island for ten days. 

Flt Cdt Moore being briefed for one of the weekly Chipmunk flights 
which flight cadets make during their first four terms al the College 



From left to right: Sqn Ldr M. Hughes, Flt Cdt P. V. Pile, Flt Lt B. A. !'Anson, Flt Cdt J. Ji. Currie 

On 3rd October the Equipment cadets of the Senior Entry went to Royal Air 
Force Abingdon for five days, while the Secretarial cadets went to Royal Air 
Force Cottesmore for twelve days. 

From 21st November No. 80 Entry's Equipment cadets were detached to 
Royal Air Force Waddington for five days. 

The vacation activities ranged from ski-ing in Switzerland to attending an 
intensive course in oral Russian at the Joint Services Language School at 
Royal Air Force Tangmere. 

A local platform ticket tells us: 
'THIS TICKET is issued subject to the Regulations and conditions 

contained in the British Transport Commission's Publications and 
Notices applicable to the Railways and of or applicable to any other 
body or person upon whose premises the ticket is available and to the 
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special conditions that the Commission and any other body or person 
aforesaid and their respective servants and agents shall not be liable for 
personal injury (whether fatal or otherwise) loss damage delay or detention 
of or to the holder and/or his property by whomsoever or howsoever 
caused, whether or not by the neglect or default of the Commission 
their servants or agents.' 

Remember: ignorance of the law is no excuse. 

Although 'C' Squadron won the Ferris Drill Competition, which was held 
irrelevantly on 5th November, 'A' Squadron won the Chimay and Knocker, 
and is Sovereign's Squadron for the Spring term. 

We regret to record the death on 25th November of Mr Harry Stratten, one 
of the senior members of the Air Ministry Works Department at Cranwell. 
Mr Stratten had been at Cranwell for some twenty years, and more recently 
and until the time of his death was Inspector of Works' Buildings. The College 
building especially, on which he lavished much time and care, was the pride 
of his heart. He lived in Cranwell village and was an active member of its 
community. The crowded church at his funeral was a tribute to a man who had 
won the esteem of many and whose loss was felt by all who knew him. 

The Cranwell Kart Club was formed in June 1960, under the Chairmanship 
of the Unit Commander, Group Captain E. H. Lynch-Blosse, O.B.E. Most 
Kart Clubs in the Royal Air Force suffer from lack of funds; the cost of Karts 
is the main trouble. Fortunately for the Cranwell Kart Club the initial outlay 
was generously provided by grants from P.S.I. and the Officers' and Sergeants' 
Messes. These grants enabled the Club to buy six Karts in kit form, and these 
were enthusiastically assembled. By the end of July the Club was ready to start 
racing. A track was laid on the South Airfield, and very soon the roar and whine 
of two-strokes became a familiar sound. Since August the Club has taken part 
in several away race meetings. Members have scored 4 firsts, 3 seconds, 3 thirds, 
4 fourths, 3 fifths, 2 sixths and three team wins out of seven race meetings. 
The most notable team event was the all R.A.F. meeting at Hemswell. Corporal 
Branch was first, Group Captain Lynch-Blosse third, and Corporal Technician 
Bull fourth. 

We have received the following letter from Flight Lieutenant J. F. Merry, 
who graduated from No. 64 Entry, 'C' Squadron, and is now serving at Royal 
Air Force Bentley Priory: 
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'l read about the new Anglican church in the Autumn Journal with very 
mixed feelings. I am delighted that we are to have at last a replacement for 
the hangar Church (or Church hangar) for I had feared that its use for forty 
years might have founded a tradition. However, I cannot but protest at the 
intended perpetuation of the incongruous presence of the College Band at 
Divine Service. 

'Bill Bangay's boys, if you will forgive the dated reference, were admirable 
in fulfilling their designed function on the parade ground, but decidely de trop 
at Matins. The Preface to our Book of Common Prayer speaks of the compilers' 
efforts for "the procuring of Reverence, and exciting of Piety and Devotion in 
the publick Worship of God." For the life of me, Sir, I cannot see how the 
band fits into this scheme of things. 

'Let us leave brass-band hymn-singing to the Cup Final crowds and let the 
Church return to singing her services at Cranwell in the manner which has been 
her wont throughout the land these several hundred years. I hope, Sir, that the 
opportunity to remove from the Church's worship an example of Erastian 
"innovation and new-fangledness" has not been entirely lost.' 

Royal Air Force Halton has a goodly number of Old Cranwellians on its 
staff-including the Commandant, Air Commodore T. N. Coslett, C.B., 
O.B.E., M.l.Mech.E. At a recent count there were seventeen. Appropriately 
the motto of the No. 1 School of Technical Training is Crescentes Discimus 
('We learn as we grow'). 

With the changes in the College syllabus of instruction still recent, we thought 
readers might be interested to learn about similar changes which have been 
made at the Royal Air Force Technical College. The National Council for 
Technological Awards has decided to recognize all cadets taking the College 
course as eligible for the Diploma in Technology. The following is an extract 
from a recent Air Ministry News Letter. 

'The ever-increasing complexity, diversity and expense of modern R.A.F. 
weapons and equipment requires that the Service should have technologists of 
the highest possible calibre. The Henlow curriculum has always been designed 
to this end. Young men at Henlow receive tuition capable of fitting them for 
all foreseeable developments in the Service's technical field. 

'First cadets to benefit under the Council's resolution will be those of the 
intake of last autumn, who, as in the case of subsequent intakes, will now train 
at Henlow for four years and two terms before taking their end-of-course 
examinations. Following these, the College Commandant-in conjunction 
with an external examiner appointed by the College and approved by the 
National Council-will submit to the Council his recommendations for the 
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conferment of the Diploma in Technology (Engineering). The eligibility of 
the College course for continued recognition for the award will be reviewed 
by the Council every five years. 

'The National Council for Technological Awards, whose chairman is Sir 
Harold Roxbee Cox, one of Britain's leading scientists, has so far recognized 
courses at 26 British technical colleges as leading to the "Dip. Tech." award, 
and 163 students have so far been awarded the diploma. 

'Three features of courses leading to the diploma are the association of 
industrial training with academic study, the inclusion of liberal studies and the 
principles of technical organization, and the requirement that students following 
courses should be able to participate in a substantial research project. Training 
at Henlow provides for these and allows time to be put in by technical cadets 
at leading aircraft, aero-engine, and other manufacturing centres in Britain, 
where practical training is given. 

'The R.A.F. Technical College was formed to train technical officers in, among 
other things, the servicing and repair of aircraft and equipment, technical 
staff duties in all R.A.F. formations, and research and development in Ministry 
of Supply (now Ministry of Aviation) establishments. 

'The College is the principal source for the supply of highly qualified technical 
officers for the Air Force. Cadets enter in October each year, having satisfied 
a selection board as to certain educational standards and shown themselves 
to be potential "officer material." They pass out in the rank of Pilot Officer.' 

THE SENIOR ENTRY, AUTUMN TERM, 1960 
Baclr row (left to right): S.F.C. 1'. Cumberland, S.F.C. P. J. Goodman, S.F'.C. W. G. Chapman, S.F.C. G. C. Cmrnbie, 

S.F.C. D. J. W. Taylor, S.F.C. I. E. D. Montgornerie, S.F.C. K. C. Quin, S. F.C. C. S. M. Anderson, S.F.C. 
C. C. Blomfield, S.F.C. R. A. K. Crabtree, U.O. P. F. A. Canning 

Middle row (left to right): U.O. D. E. Leppard, S.F.C. .J. F. Raeside, S.F.C. A. R. Oliver, S.F.C. A. J. Ross, 
S.F.C. B. J. Norris, S.F.C. P. A. Nelson, S.F.C. E. L. Gothard, S.F.C. R. H. Lloyd, S.F.C. J. R. Oliver, 
S.F.C. NI. C. Wright 

Front row (left to right): U.O. R. W. A. Woodhead, U.O. N. C. V. Ireland, U.O. E. R. Cox, S.U.O. A. A. Mackay, 
S.U.O. R. P. Hallam, S.U.O P. G. Pinney, S.U.O. W. J. Wratten, U.O. M. H. Wilson, U.O. G. H. Glasgow, 
U.O. R. M. Bayne 
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A~miral Sir Caspar John, G.C.B., with the Commarulam, 
Air Commodore D. F. Spotswood, C.B., C.B.E., D.S.O., 

D.F.C., A.D.C. 

Last term the new Queen's Colour 
was paraded on the first Sunday of 
term, on Battle of Britain Sunday, 
on Remembrance Sunday, at the 
Commandant's Parade, and at the 
Passing-Out Parade of No. 78 Entry. 
Thirty-two flight cadets graduated 
from this Entry on 13th December 
1960. The Reviewing Officer was 
Admiral Sir Caspar John, G.C.B., 
First Sea Lord and Chief of the 
Naval Staff. 

The Cadet Wing marched on 
under the command of Senior Under 
Officer R. P. Hallam. The squadrons 
were commanded by Senior Under 
Officer A. A. Mackay, Senior Under 
Officer W. J. Wratten, Senior 
Under Officer P. G. Pinney and 
Under Officer N. C. V. Ireland. 

At 11.28 the Reviewing Officer arrived, to be saluted moments later by the 
traditional fly-past of Vampires from the Advanced Flying Wing, and Jet Provosts 
from the Basic Flying Wing. 

After the Advance in Review Order, the Reviewing Officer presented the Sword 
of Honour to Senior Under Officer R. P. Hallam, the Queen's Medal to Senior 
Under Officer P. G. Pinney, and the R. M. Groves Memorial Prize and Kinkead 
Trophy to Senior Flight Cadet G. C. Crumbie. He then gave the following address: 
'Commandant, Ladies and Gentlemen: 

'We may be physically cold, but personally I am mentally feeling extremely warm, 
because, as we all know, this ground on which the Royal Air Force College stands 
has some strong naval associations-starting life as a naval air station and now in 
the full bloom of training what I refer to as the "soul" of the Royal Air Force. 

'Now it takes all sorts to make a world and it takes all sorts to guard a nation, 
and so we have this mixture of uniforms, yours and mine. Now I'm personally no 
stranger to this clash of dark blue and light blue; I enjoy it; I admire the colours: 
indeed, I'm one of the early surviving youngsters who, after the first World War, 
made a study of both the Royal Navy and the Royal Air Force, and as a naval 
pilot I knew the Naval Discipline Act on board ship and I knew the Air Force Act 
ashore. I benefited from the experience, I survived both forms of discipline, and 
I gained lasting credit for my powers of understanding. 

'Now I don't believe we shall win wars from armchairs, nor by idling, nor from 
complacency. I think we should remember, you and I, that we are not in these 
professions for half measures; nor do I believe that there's room for the faint-hearted. 
Anyone of us who feels that way had better clear out quick and hope to be defended 
by stouter hearts. 

'This is not child's play. To be a member either as an Admiral or as a junior officer 
of an armed Service today carries great responsibilities, and I do not think we can 
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do our job if we think over-much of ourselves. After all, the real object of a Navy, 
an Army or an Air Force is to win a battle or a war; a cold war, hot, big or small or, 
more likely, a combination of all, on the sea, on land and in the air; and we should 
not expect to win with any high degree of comfort, nor amenity, for neither will be 
with us if war comes. And, while we are in uniform, we should keep a lively sense 
of why we wear it and we should also keep a balance between comfort and 
discomfort, and I do not believe we should overdo comparisons with civil life. 

'Now I have said you and I, and I mean just that, for I see myself no lasting 
significance in the difference of uniform that we wear. I may be a rare bird, but 
I honestly believe that the Navy cannot do without the Royal Air Force any more 
than the Royal Air Force can do without the Royal Navy-whether for the price 
of a drink or in a matter of life and death; each ofus will be there when the time comes. 

'Now, here at Cranwell, you have the reputation of setting a standard second to 
none in your particular way of life, and I am personally honoured to have been 
asked to come as your Reviewing Officer. I congratulate those of you who have 
put your best foot forward and equally I congratulate those of the staff of the 
College who have induced you to do just that. 

'I must now tell you that the situation is exactly reversed from 35 years ago, 
when the late Lord Trenchard, your illustrious mentor, then Chief of the Air Staff, 
presented me with my pilot's wings at No. 1 Flying Training School, then at 
Netheravon. And, in so doing, Lord Trenchard ended his address to my course of 

The Reviewing Officer talks diiring the inspection to U.O. P. F. A. Canning. To 
the left is S. U.0. W. J. Wratten and on the extreme left is Sir Hugh Constantine 



naval officers by saying: "I admire you for being pilots, I congratulate you on 
achieving your Wings, but I'm damned if I can understand the colour of your 
uniform." And there, through that great man, lies one of my many personal links 
with you and with the Royal Air Force in general. And in the Fleet Air Arm you 
have a ready-made interpreter between our two great Services. Indeed, I wish we 
could, between us, produce a modern version of the pre-war Fleet Air Arm, or, if 
you prefer it, the pre-war Royal Air Force Navy , because I can assure you, from 
personal experience, that to belong to two Services at the same time, as I did, is 
a great advantage; it mystifies both of them and in the doing of it one can have 
the whale of a time. 

'In more serious vein, I am indeed glad to have met you all and, however 
fleetingly, to have shared in this so important a moment in your lives, particularly 
the lives of No. 78 Entry, who graduate today. I wish each one of you the best of 
good luck and good fortune in your Royal Air Force careers, and I hope you will 
make your parents proud of the Service which you have joined.' 

' ,r 

On the eve of the Passing-Out Parade, in a ceremony in the College lecture hall, 
the Commandant presented Wings and Prizes to members of the Senior Entry. 
In his address he said: 

'Traditionally we have come to look upon the Wings and Prizes Ceremony as 
very much a family affair-you, the graduates and ourselves as representatives 
of the staff being the "family" for the occasion. 

'Next, I am sure you join with me in congratulating all the members of the 
Passing-Out Entry who have just received their wings, brevets or certificates as 
are appropriate to their specializations. These are the tangible symbols of professional 
competence, gained as a result of three years, I hope hard, work, and carry with 
them, of course, the right to join the privileged ranks of those who serve The Queen, 
who so recently honoured us by becoming our Commandant-in-Chief. 

'I'm sure, though, that neither the recipients nor you need to be reminded that 
much more than a tangible symbol is required, if that honourable task is to be 
carried out properly. 

'You may have noted that, just now, I referred to different badges, or certificates, 
for different specializations. Well, I would emphasize, in this context, that the 
differences are there only to denote a difference in the nature of duty-not in 
the overall responsibility donned with an officer's uniform; you are all required to 
play your full part if our Service is to meet its great destiny. Just as, in admittedly 
a much smaller world, you have all been required, particularly as seniors, to play 
your full part as flight cadets. I would add that, in my opinion, you've started 
well enough in appreciating this fact; and may you continue as you have started. 

'I'd also like to congratulate "A" Squadron on recovering the Prince of Wales 
Trophy and with it the right to be the Sovereign's Squadron for the next term. 
For the record, our guests tonight may like to be reminded that the competition 
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Vampires, in which No. 80 Entry will be the last to train 

leading to the award of this trophy, and consequent honour, consists of inter-squadron 
games appropriate to the season, a competitive fitness test in which all flight cadets 
have to take part, and a drill competition. As usual it was all hard fought, but with 
commendably good spirit (as one would expect) and was probably as exciting for 
the spectators as for those who took part. 

'I should like to tell you some news, too, of our new Queen's Colour, which, 
of course, the Sovereign Squadron has the honour to guard. I have been informed 
that we are to be honoured even more by The Queen. Her Majesty intends that, 
as an expression of her close association with the College, and of her confidence 
in it, Her Colour is to have on it her personal cypher; a very great honour, indeed. 

'I should like to tell you, also, that the drill competition called forth some 
unqualified praise, from not the most expected of sources, perhaps. It was judged 
by officers and sergeant majors from Sandhurst-where there is also considerable 
pride in their drill, or so I understand. Perhaps the most well known of these judges 
was one R.S.M. Lord, who has been a drill instructor for goodness knows how 
many years and a judge here for quite a few, too. He told us afterwards that he'd 
never seen at Cranwell better examples of executives on parade. Well, as virtually 
all the senior entry were executives, I think they can all take collective and individual 
pride in this praise from a very experienced source. 

'In this connection, too, it is worthy of note that No. 78 Entry have been the 
first to have to spread their talents, as seniors, over four squadrons-for we formed 
"D" Squadron only in September last. This was no small task, I realize, for you 
are certainly not amongst our bigger Entries. And the fact that you met it well-either 
by closing the gaps in your ranks in the older squadrons, or by forming the hard core 
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of the new one-that you've done so with success, calls for record, I think. With 
your able assistance, the whole reorganization has gone splendidly and indeed we're 
rapidly forgetting that there were ever only three squadrons here. 

'Lastly, amongst these particular remarks, I would refer to the· individual prize- 
winners, a list of whom you have-except for those who will receive their awards 
tomorrow from the Reviewing Officer. Obviously you prizewinners have done jolly 
well and you well merit our congratulations; but it wouldn't be right if I didn't 
mention as well those of you who haven't won prizes. You've done well, too. Otherwise, 
frankly, you wouldn't be here tonight. For, even with the rigorous selection system 
we have, to graduate you have to be considerably more than adequate. 

'Indeed, if I may say so to the parents present-these are all off-spring of high 
quality and perhaps I may congratulate you, too. 

'So much for that. Now what of the future? You've all been carefully selected 
for the appointments you are to fill and we think you have the firm foundations for 
rewarding, stimulating and successful careers. 

'Now I've no intention in a few minutes to try to summarize what those 
foundations are, but I would like to leave a few points with you. They are not 
particularly original and are not intended to be, but they can conveniently be put 
under headings of the first five letters of the alphabet-and at least that's an easier 
mnemonic than some of those applied to cockpit checks. 

'A for Ability: I don't think you can hope to lead-as an officer must-unless 
you can do your job and can understand, at least in outline, those of your subordinates. 
This requires ability. And I don't mean natural ability; even for the gifted amongst 
us, it requires hard work and application when one thinks of the continually changing 
skills required in the modern Service. 

'B for Bearing: I suppose bearing might be called the physical form of proper 
pride. You must bear yourselves in a manner befitting an officer-and I mean this 
whether you are in uniform or in plain clothes. You cannot throw off the responsibility 
of being an officer just by doffing your uniform and going off duty. The responsibility 
and the need to show it should always be with you. 

'C for Courage: A word we don't use very often perhaps; but a requirement of 
the officer nevertheless. And I mean moral courage as well as the physical variety. 
It's the moral sort that enables us to face up to responsibility, which in turn can 
call for physical courage. But the two often go hand in hand and undoubtedly are 
helped by fitness. 

'And here, if I may digress for a moment, I would like to refer to the many and 
varied activities that you have been able to take part in here-through sport, 
and through the College Society. Don't drop such things first because you have 
graduated. There's plenty of opportunity for sport in the Service, and it helps you 
to keep fit and to keep in contact with your airmen and others in circumstances that 
work doesn't always offer. 

'And activities-expedition training-potholing, mountaineering, sailing, ski-ing, 
exploration and so on-these can all be got in the Service. You can even expect 
financial help in many of them through a certain A.M.O. of 1960 which is entitled, 
I think, "Expedition Training." And as a last reminder of what can be done in this 
line, I commend you all, and our guests, to the Exhibition that has been put on in 
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PRIZEWINNE RS, AUTUMN TERM, AFTER THE PARADE 
From left to right: Plt Offs R. P. Hallam, P. G. Pinney, A. A. Mackay, G. C. Crumbie, E. R. Cox, M. H. Wilson, 

D. E. Leppnrd, R. A. IC Crabtree 

No. l Ante Room. It's quite illuminating; and there, too, you can see the background 
leading to the award of the Pye Trophy, won this time, but only against considerable 
competition, by the potholers. 

'D is for Discipline: Don't forget the process you've been through here of learning 
to discipline yourself before you impose discipline on others. You've shown that 
you can. Don't lose the ability. But, remember, by discipline I don't necessarily 
mean "driving." It is much more important to lead, although I don't doubt the 
occasion will arise when you have to drive. But prepare for it by being known first 
as a leader. 

'E is for Enthusiasm-Enterprise: This Service of ours has come a long way in 
its short history. It has done so mainly by the efforts of its officers, who have been 
fired by enthusiasm for this relatively new arm. 

'It has far to go yet. See that you guide it well, for it is for this you have been 
trained here. 

'Well, in a much neater wa,y than I could ever hope to put it, the man who has 
become known as the Father of our Service, Lord Trenchard, said when he last 
addressed the College: 

' "Believe in yourselves. Believe in the Service. Each one of you must do his 
utmost in his particular job· and make that efficient. Without that you can do 
nothing. And with that you can do anything." 

'Well, I don't think I could end on a more appropriate note, to you who are so 
soon to be officers. 

'Except, of course, to wish you all, from us all. good fortune in long and 
distinguished careers.' 

Flight cadets start flying in Jet. Provosts in their fifth term 
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ADEN 
SO this was the Queen of Sheba's country. As the Britannia circled the barren rocks of Aden 

to come in to land at Khormaksar, an army sergeant sitting next to me swore softly and 
then said, 'Well, I suppose it could be worse; we might have been posted to Purgatory.' 

I had seen Aden twice before from the sea, when it looked particularly bleak and forbidding. 
And I had heard of it by repute. It seemed to me that those who had never been there prayed 
for protection against such a possibility, but those who had been there tended to sing its praises, 
albeit sometimes in a minor key. 

So it was, as I detached myself from the aircraft, that I braced myself in my customary 
heroic manner, and resolved to enjoy the next two years if only in a masochistic sort of way. 

The Queen of Sheba, like Queen Anne, is dead. She died, I think, some years ago after 
a visit to King Solomon's court. So I was met by three chaplains, and I greeted them with a 
brave smile, professing mild enjoyment of the thirteen-hour trip from London Airport, and 
half pretending that, of course, Aden was the one place I really wished to be. 

I was agreeably surprised by the early October weather. True, it was a bit hot and sticky, 
but not unpleasantly so; and, indeed, the winter months have been superbly enjoyable. 'But,' 
they say to me, 'you wait until the summer comes.' It is clear that the humidity threatens 
to be horrific, and I am led to believe that I shall ooze away the hours between bed and bed 
with an abbreviated regard of the perspiring work, the inevitable after-lunch unconsciousness, 
maybe mustering sufficient energy to wrap the sea around me for a dying afternoon hour; the 
day and night marked by little oases of air-conditioning, and refreshed with torrents of liquid 
lime and lemon. But even the long summer days must sweat themselves away, and a second 
winter season will be all the more appreciated. 

Meanwhile, here we are making our way from Khormaksar to Steamer Point-a distance 
of about eleven miles. Here at the cemetery on the left near Crater Pass is said to be the burial 
place of Cain. 

'Cain?' I enquired. 
'Yes. The Mr Cain, son of Adam*, who received notice to quit the Garden.' 
Cain, you remember, is notorious for murdering his brother and then going off into a far 

country and marrying a mysterious woman. Sceptics have often professed great interest in 
Mrs Cain, and wonder where she came from. Well, perhaps she came from here. As the old 
folk song has it: 

In the Garden of Aden 
He met a sweet maiden, 
0 such a sweet maiden ! 
And put her in purdah. 
But then the police got him, 
By crater they shot him, 
By moonlight they shot him; 
He was wanted for murder. . 

Then a further item of information. 
'Noah's ark was built here in the shipyards.' I cast my sceptical eyes across the narrow 

expanse of blue sea towards Slave Island. There were dhows ( or whatever you call them) by 
the dozen. Some were being built. Some looked as though they had been built for the Queen 

There he was interr'd, 
But I've never heard- 
And no one has heard- 
What became of the maiden. 
For poor Mrs Cain, 
She caught the next plane, 
Home by the next plane; 
A repat from Aden. 

* Not Faith nor Dawn. 
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of Sheba. But I was as doubtful about the building of Noah's ark in Aden as I was about the 
location of Cain's burial place. I could, of course, give you another folk song about Noah's 
ark, but that might strain your patience. And in any case, we were threading our way in the 
Land-Rover around the stray goats, and taking smart evasive action from noisy taxi traffic 
which threatened us on every side. 

The mysterious East stank exquisitely with dung and incense, the savour of exotic dishes 
and the sweat of animals. The squalor and poverty were shot through with colour and light. 
It was as fascinating as ever, and I looked forward intensely to the renewed pleasure of 
bargaining noisily with the friendly rogues in the suqs. There is no doubt about it, Aden is 
an excellent shopping centre. 

About the place? 
Well, as you can read in any handbook about Aden, its history stretches back to the Minaeans, 

two thousand years before Christ, through the Sabeans to the Himyarites up to the sixth 
century A.D. It faced threats of Roman invasion, partially submitted to Christianity, was 
invaded by the Abyssinians and the Persians. It was conquered by Islam, ruled by the Arabs, 
seized by the Turks, then by the Yemeni, until it was declared independent by the Sultan 
of Lehaj in 1728. It has been a British Colony since about 1839, when it was conquered partly 
to defend British shipping and other interests in the Arabian Peninsula. 

Population: About 140,000, consisting of Arabs, Indians, Somalis, Jews, Europeans 
Principal occupations: The port, the oil refinery and the three Services. Besides the Aden 

merchants engaged in the re-export of hides and coffee and incense and other commodities, 

A fine general view of Aden with the harbour in the foregrourul and Tawalin at the foot of the 'barren rocks' 



there are large numbers of small retail traders (energetically occupied in pleasing the passing 
tour ists from the ships), and lots of beggars pleading for baksheesh. 

The main mineral product is salt made from sea water by solar evaporation. The industries 
are small, but include factories making soap, cigarettes, household stuff, and there are bottling 
companies for soft drinks. There are also various local handicrafts in wood and metal and leather. 

About Service life? 
I have been quite impressed. Of course, it's not for me in this article to express an opinion 

about some of the grouses and grumbles which have emanated from Aden. The place has 
a distasteful notoriety-sometimes exaggerated and aggravated by the national Press-which 
makes people feel that it is a place to be avoided at all costs. But everything possible is being 
done to provide good accommodation and good facilities for servicemen, and there is no 
reason why it should not be an enjoyable tour. 

I have known places with better scenery and richer in lush foliage and flowers. But some 
of the mountain ridges in Aden are most impressive with a bleak beauty which is spectacular 
and appealing to those who like a lunar type landscape. And I have been delightfully surprised 
by unexpected little patches of tropical green splendidly defying the death dust of the desert. 

The bird life ranges from the flamingos and the pelicans in the salt flats, through the varied 
species of pigeons, gu lls and crows and buzzards or kite hawks (or Pharaoh's chickens), to 
the common house sparrow. The animals include the supercilious camel trying vainly to preserve 
its sedate digni ty as it hoists its truck through the street garbage. There is the occasional 
uncomplaining donkey, and there are the ubiquitous goats which wander the streets chewing 
their way through cardboard boxes, the cows seeking non-existent pastures, and the short-lived 
hens. Here is the occasional tame gazelle, and there are the semi-wild cats and dogs slinking 
in dark alleyways. 

For filling the idle hour there are the constant activities of yachting and swimming and 
fishing. You can laze under the sun on the sand, or in season play rugger or soccer or hockey 
or cricket or tennis. You can ride horses or play golf. There are the open-air cinemas and 
places where you can drink. You can dabble at bridge or learn Arabic (or both). You can 
watch the ships come and go-liners and tankers, warships and freighters-and the fussy little 
tugs churning up the placid waters of the harbour. You can take splendid pictures with your 
new camera (bought at bargain price) and you can join the theatre guild to do your stuff upon 
the stage. You can devote yourself to the vigorous Church life, or join the Boy Scouts. Or you 
can write to your M.P. about it all. But, if you do all or none of these things, your enjoyment 
of Aden will depend largely on you. 

This, then, is the volcanic peninsula from which the- Royal Air Force spreads its wings over 
some of the most fascinating country in the world-over the vast empty deserts stretching up 
to Bahrein and Sharjah and the Persian Gulf, along the coastline of the Indian Ocean 
and the Arabian Sea, and down across Africa to the paradise which is Kenya. 

This is Aden. I had arrived. 
And now the light of the lazy afternoon drains away. The pleasing monotony of oriental 

music pours out from a hidden transistor set. From a dark shop a coloured picture of President 
Nasser grins avariciously across the street. Two Arab youths saunter by hand in hand. A camel 
jostles past a queue of complaining taxis and a broken-down 'bus. A ship's siren booms a deep 
farewell. Soon the squat minaret will call the faithful to prayer. Soon I must prepare myself 
for my first cocktail party. 

THE REVEREND L. J. ASHTON, R.A.F. 1;_ 
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It stands in the yard, 
The final justice of men; 
Its jaws, well oiled, are ready 
To swallow me ere the sun rise. 
I can hear my watch ticking, 
Ticking away my final heartbeats. 

I suck in the cool night air, 
Never be/ore have I savoured 
Such sweet nectar. 
Soon I will hear them, 
The heralds of death. 
Their footsteps my death roll, 
Advancing steadily to my door. 

Hark! They are coming now. 
Yes, only twelve minutes remain, 
Twelve more minutes of life- 
Twelve minutes to death. 
A key is turned in the lock, 
And only eleven now remain. 
I stand up in a daze, 
My mind is frozen numb. 

I walk quickly, head erect, 
I must be proud, even in death, 
I must show contempt 
For those who would take my life, 
I climb the steps, 
Twelve in all. 
Then my eyes are covered, 
My last glimpse is of shadows, 
Serene and cool stars. 

I can/eel death's necklace 
Placed gently around my neck. 
Tranquillity spreads its cloak- 
Now I must wait for the sun to rise, 
To witness my final plunge. 
I can hear my watch 

h Beating louder and louder, 

C As my life draws to its close. 
I draw in my final breath 

And wait- 

Las! 
moments 

ls this life the only one that I may see, 
Will it be end in an entity? 
How much longer may I live and breathe and die? 
Because I die a million, million times 
As each second passes by. 
The air I breathe, the water that I sip, 
This is only the stream of worldly blood. 
Can I know that which will come? 
If it comes. 
The leaves are green but they will be brown; 
Fires will rage across the plains, 
And water, lightning flash and rain 
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Will herald the end of what? 
Can I live inside this cage, 

My mind in this world, this world my sphere? 
My thoughts will crush the walls, they will expand. 

Will this be my death, 
Or will this be the end of life? 

Our lives are ruled by circumstance, 
Whatever great men say. 
They are great and only great because of what the 

weaker say; 
It is only a matter of opinion and opinion passes 

I would live a million, million years 
Just to seek the one and only answer; 
The answer sought by every man, 
Though few know that they even seek. 
I believe that (f I found it, it might be small, 
So small, that I would die with frustration; 
But, if its size was far too large my brain would 

burst, 
Unable to grasp the whole, the thing, the God. 

Men have gone and left but little-Civilization 
They call it. 
They made their rules and ordered life, 
It falls upon an easy pattern; 

But they have failed to grasp the small, 
The missing link of life. 
Life is free, not chained and bounded by tradition. 
Life is for the living, 
Let them live as the living, not as puppets 

Of dead ones' memories. 
Love is all that this life has good to offer, 
Take it, use it, but do not abuse it. 
Love alt and all will give a radiant smile. 

Do not only think of worldly pleasure, 
Its milk will eventually turn sour, 
But live to love, be loved and loving. 

Then at the eve of your life, think- 
Time will not mean so much just then; 
Like time to a child it passes by, 
It only passes because of life. 
And as an old one you wi/1 see 
That the greatest gift of this World, 
This life, this Earth-is Love. 
Take love with you when you go, 
Love goes on it cannot ever perish. 
The wood of your coffin, your cross and bones 

Will all moulder, rot and decompose- 
But out of them will rise a spirit full of love, 
Love can only triumph o'er the grave. 
So never be without it, 
Lest you die and it wi/1 die, 

Then the spark is gone, and lost for ever. 

away. 
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Scientists Stalk a Weird 
Lif e-ln:fluence 

By permission of The Digest of Digests 

WHEN there are four light-switches in a room, it is the fourth switch you try 
that controls the lamp you want; if you arrive at the railway station without 
your season ticket, the chances are you have also left your money at home. 

'That's life,' you reflect. You know that when your car breaks down it does not 
come to a halt outside a garage; it stops on a lonely road, in darkness and rain, at 
an hour when every garage is shut. 

We are all aware of the malign spirit that broods over life-the sheer cussedness 
of things-but until recently no one had made any serious attempt to examine it. 

It came under organized investigation by chance. In 1948, Alfred Dedded, of 
Balham Common, London, was working for a Ph.D. degree in English Literature. 
In the course of his reading he happened to notice something which had apparently 
escaped the observation of previous scholars: that an awareness of this spirit of 
cussedness can be detected only in authors of comparatively modern times. There is 
no indication of it in the Classics, or in Early English Literature, and only a few 
doubtful instances can be detected in later English writers up to the Restoration. 
It appeared frequently in the 18th Century, and thereafter prospered until by late 
Victorian times it had become a major theme of English letters. For long periods it 
provided the staple joke for Punch; it has formed the basis of nearly every farce 
produced in the West End of London, and of numberless stories and articles. Our 
present Poet Laureate produced a book on the theme with his novel ODTAA ('One 
Damn Thing After Another'). By 1939, the subject seemed to have reached a peak; 
certainly in post-war years it has either receded (possibly owing to the fashionable 
contempt for facetious writing) or is taking a less easily recognized form. 

Dedded cluttered his thesis with detail, but his conclusion was clear; either the 
spirit of cussedness in human affairs was not noticed by writers prior to the 18th 
Century, or the phenomenon was not there to be noticed. 

The publication of the literary evidence drew an immediate response from a 
group of American researchers in linguistics, who claimed to have already reached 
the same conclusion by a different route. Cussedness, which is U.S. slang, appeared 
in 1775 in the sense of malignity, cantankerousness, contrariness. Cuss is a corruption 
of curse, itself of unknown origin. (There is a late Old English word curs, but neither 
that word nor a related word is found in any of the early Teutonic, Romance or 
Celtic languages.) Malign (in the sense we want) was first used in 1659. Cantankerous, 
according to the Oxford Dictionary, is a colloquial word dating from 1775. Contrary 
(in the sense of Mary, Mary, quite contrary) is first recorded in 1662. The American 
linguists concluded that the spirit of cussedness was born in the mid-17th Century, 
has been developing since, and is still developing; that it is a by-product of our 
civilization. 
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The next step was the examination of the phenomenon as it exists today. The 
investigations of J. Kochenbuhl in South Wisconsin, by the technique of market 
research, were largely inconclusive. He had difficulty in framing questions that 
were intelligible to the public, and sufficiently explicit. One of his more successful 
was: Does your shoe-lace break most frequently, (a) before breakfast, when you 
are late for work; (b) before breakfast, when you are in no special hurry; (c) at other 
times? 

He claimed the following answers: (a) 31 per cent; (b) 23 per cent; (c) 15 per cent. 
'Don't know' 12 per cent. 
'Never use shoe-laces' 5.6 per cent. 
'Never eat breakfast' 8.1 per cent. 
'Never wear shoes' 2.7 per cent. 
Miscellaneous irrelevant answers 2.6 per cent. 

After questioning some 15,000 persons, Kochenbuhl arrived at the formula- 

S:-✓ ~ 
n n 

where C = degree of cussedness, n = number of recorded instances, p = length of 
observed period in days. 

Kochenbuhl's work was attacked by a Dr. Watt-Urtuit, of Nuneaton. He was 
scornful of the method ('a man ought to be able to make up his mind without con- 
sulting thousands of people less qualified and less intelligent than himself'), and 
pointed out that Kochenbuhl had confused the problem by attempting at the same 
time to investigate both intensity ('degree') and · frequency of occurrence ('n'). 
Watt-Urtuit maintained that a law of cussedness existed and could be investigated 
in the laboratory. To this end he constructed an apparatus like that used for pro- 
jecting clay-pigeons, adapted to hurl small discs on to an inclined board at the other 
end of his laboratory. He used light plastic discs, coated on one side with clean 
white linen, and on the other with a composition of glue, fish-oil and Indian ink. 
A sheet of newspaper was laid on the target-board, and ten discs were fired; six 
landed linen-side down (misses), and four glue-side down (hits). A newly laundered 
dress shirt was then placed on the board, and one disc was fired; result-a hit. The 
newspaper was replaced, and two discs fired-two misses. A new tennis dress belonging 
to the doctor's wife was next exposed, and two hits in succession were obtained. 
You will have guessed what the investigator was trying to do. Unfortunately he 
announced his experiments prematurely in a magazine article, and was assailed by 
other workers in the same field (including Kochenbuhl), as well as by scientists who 
saw in his work a challenge to their own activities and called his experiments 
'unscientific.' A petition demanding that his activities be made illegal was presented 
to Parliament by the Flat-Earth Society. 

There, for the moment, the investigation rests. But it is no more than a natural 
pause for breath. Man may soon understand, and ultimately control, a new life-force 
whose existence has been hitherto barely suspected. How and to what end he will 
control it, no one can say. 'But you can be sure of this,' said Dr. Watt-Urtuit, 
'whatever the end-product may be, you can't turn back the clock. Cussedness is 
here to stay.' 
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SUMMER LEA VE? 

A Turbulent of the Tiger Club. This is just. about the most pleasant, single-seat, light aircraft there is for using tts a 
continental touring mount. Seen in the cockpit is Flt Sgt Duffield, the first student of the Royal Air Force College 

Flying Club to gain his Priooie Pilot's Licence 

"WHAT shall I do during my summer leave?" 
This thought must surely travel through 

the minds of many of us each year. Colourful 
brochures help and fanciful dreams put us 
lying on the beach at Cannes or listening to 
Bavarian songs in a Munich Keller. How to 
get there is the next problem and we compare 
the relative costs of a cheap rate night flight by 
B.E.A. with taking the family car. Then the penny 
drops: Jet's fly to wherever we want to go in a 
light aircraft and not be tied to time-tables. 

• Now the serious planning can be done for 
our trip and many questions need to be answered. 
These vary from aircraft type to cash and 
clothing. The more serious items such as route 
planning and documentation will be considered 
a bit later. 

There are several questions to answer before 
we choose our aircraft. How many people have 

to be carried; how much luggage shall we allow 
each person; how far do we intend to fly each 
day; do we intend to use major airports or 
flying club fields? Answering these will determine 
your aircraft and there is a large choice, some 
examples of which are given below:- 

Approx. Flying 
Type Seats Luggage Range Speed hour 

lb. nautical knots £ s. d. 
miles 

Turbulent I 30 200 75 1 10 0 
Tiger Moth 2 50 200 85 3 0 0 
Hornet Moth ... 2 200 500 95 3 0 0 
Jackeroo 4 .100 180 90 4 0 0 
Jodel D117 ... 2 100 300 110 3 10 0 
Jodel D1050 ... 3/4 150/50 500 120 4 10 0 
Jodel D140 ... 4/5 200/50 800 140 7 10 0 
Tri-Pacer 4 100 250 )40 5 10 0 
Auster Aiglet. .. 4 100 200 JOO 4 0 0 
The figures above should not be taken as gospel, 
but they will give a fair idea of what to expect. 
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Acquiring the aircraft of your choice invariably 
means joining a flying club or approaching a 
charter firm (charter firms advertise in all the 
aviation publications). Sorrie flying clubs only 
charge for the actual amount of flying done 
whilst others charge at a daily or weekly rate 
(similar in many respects to a drive-hire car firm). 

Documentation is not so difficult as it may 
appear at first sight. The following documents 
must be taken with you:- 

Aircraft Journey Log Book. 
Aircraft Customs Carnet. 
Your Private Pilot's Licence. 
Your Passport. 

you need an R/T endorsement on your licence), 
very few major airports will accept light aircraft. 
However, this is no drawback and in any case 
the big airports tend to be a trifle expensive in 
landing fees. Usually a flying club airfield can 
be found near your intended holiday area and 
there are very many small clubs spread over 
France, Germany and Austria. Those airports 
that do accept light aircraft without radio are 
quite easy to enter, but Visual Meteorological 
Conditions must prevail. If club airfields are 
within a Control Zone there are special entry 
and exit routes which have to be used, but these 
present no problem even if the weather is less 
than V.M.C. The first landing in a foreign 

7-- I 
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A section of the Landing Chart for Munich. This shows 
<i typical 'race tracle' type pattern which a no-radio light 
aircraft pilot has to fly whilst waiting for a green light 
from the control tower. As soon as he receives a green, the 
pilot ta/ms the shortest route to the light aircraft landing strip 

A fuel carnet (obtainable from one of the 
petroleum companies) is not essential but 
having one with the aircraft does mean that you 
do not have to pay for your fuel until you return 
to this country. The fuel cost is usually contained 
within the charge/flying hour. Generally speaking, 
the Journey Log Book, Customs Carnet and 
fuel carnet are supplied by the owners of the 
aircraft. However, do check that they are valid 
for the period that you intend to be abroad. 

Probably the next thing to tackle is the route 
planning. Information about airfields and fuel 
available can be obtained from the Royal Aero 
Club Touring Department. A personal visit 1s 
recommended and you will find a very helpful 
atmosphere. 

Unless your aircraft carries radio (for which 

country must be made at a customs airfield as, 
of course, must the exit. Club airfields given 
at least two hours' notice by Flight Plan or 
telephone can provide customs clearance. This 
is sometimes done through the local police. 

Except at major airports, landing fees are not 
very high. The average club charges about three 
shillings/1,000 lb. weight and about two shillings 
a night for parking and hangerage. You can 
expect up to double these rates at the major 
airports. 

Surface travel from your landing ground to 
your hotel depends on how much you are 
prepared to pay. Taxis charge much the same 
as in this country whilst trams and buses are 
about a third the price for an equivalent distance 
in this country. 
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This leads on to your cash requirements 
apart from the amount you have set aside for 
hotels, food and pleasure. A fair estimate is 
ten shillings' worth of the foreign currency 
concerned for each landing made. This will 
cover your landing fee, a snack and a cup of 
coffee. It is a wise precaution to carry some 
currency for any country you over-fly in case 
of a diversion for any reason. A trip to Vienna, 
for example, requires about eight pounds' worth 
of French, Belgian, German and Austrian 
currency in your pocket. There are facilities for 
changing travellers' cheques at all airports and 
most good hotels. 

What to wear when driving a cabin aircraft is 
no problem at all. An open-necked tee-shirt is 
ideal and you can always put a jacket on if it 

ALICE DIDN'T SPRING HERE 
AS an Australian who has resided for some 

time outside my native country, I find myself 
often answering the question 'Where are you 
from in Australia?' As my reply is 'Queensland,' 
I am often faced with further enquiries like 'Is 
that near Sydney?' 'Is it in the north/south/ 
east/west?' or perhaps 'Queensland? Is that where 
the deserts are in Australia?' These and other 
permutations on Queensland's position in Aus- 
tralia lead me to comment that, to a true 
Queenslander, these remarks are akin to those 
of the Australian visitor to the United Kingdom 
who refers to all residents as Englishmen. 

Fortunately these statements do not bring 
about international incidents (think of the 
language difficulties), but I do hope in this article 
to acquaint readers with one of the lesser known 
States of the Commonwealth of Australia. 

During the term of Sir Thomas Brisbane as 
Governor of the new colony of New South Wales, 
he decided to open a new settlement on the 
eastern coast of the new continent and north of 
the original settlement at Botany Bay. In 1824 
a site 15 miles from the sea on a large river was 
selected; originally this was called Humpybong 
(aboriginal for dead man's house), later both 
the river and settlement were named Brisbane 
after the Governor. In 1859 the settlement 
became a separate colony named Queensland 
and this colony in turn became one of the 
Founder States when Australia was declared a 
Commonwealth in 1901. 

Geographically the State of Queensland lies 
between Latitudes 10° South and 29° South and 

gets a bit chilly. It is the open cockpit fiends who 
have problems. Once strapped in it is well-nigh 
impossible to put a sweater or jacket on. On a 
hot summer day the temperature can be in the 
high eighties on the ground whilst at 3,000 ft. 
en route it can be in the low fifties. So, just 
pause for a moment before you discard that roll- 
top sweater. The rest of your clothing depends 
on what you intend to do when not flying, but 
do bear in mind the luggage limitations of your 
aircraft and leave a little space for those souvenirs 
you are bound to pick up. 

Just one short final point, if you are unlucky 
enough to have to pop down in a farmer's field, 
do contact the local police first before downing 
a 'pint' at the nearest 'beer-haus.' 

J.R.A. 

between 138° and 154° East Longitude, or, if 
one prefers, in the north-eastern quarter of 
Australia. 

The total area is 670,500 square miles of which 
359,000 square miles lie to the north of the 
Tropic of Capricorn. 

For comparison the area is seven times that 
of the United Kingdom and is the second 
largest State in Australia. 

The eastern coastline has the Great Barrier Reef 
running along almost all its length; this is a 
coral reef 1,250 miles long and is one of the 
big tourist attractions of the State along with 
the beaches it shelters. Just inland and almost 
parallel to the eastern coastline runs a range of 
hills and mountains called the Great Dividing 
Range. These ranges play a great part in the 
control of the State's rainfall, most rain falling 
on the eastern and seaboard side; this in turn 
governs the distribution of the State's population. 

The main rivers on the east coast are the 
Fitzroy, Burdekin and Brisbane; the largest 
river is the Flinders, flowing north into the 
Gulf of Carpentaria on the western side of the 
Cape York Peninsula, the most northerly point 
in the State. The longest river is Coopers Creek 
which runs into Lake Eyre in central South 
Australia, although in times of drought it becomes 
a dry watercourse for many miles. 

A desert-like area does exist in the south- 
western area and along the outer western 
boundary for about half of its length. 

Like all other Australian States it has its own 
State Parliament as well as State representation 
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'in the Federal Parliament. The only difference 
by comparison with other State Parliaments is 
that it only has one house, compared with the 
upper and lower houses in other States. At 
present there are 62 members in the State House 
of Assembly. 

The population is approximately 1,400,000, of 
whom 300,000 live north of the Tropic of 
Capricorn; the total population is approximately 
14 per cent of Australia's total and is the third 
largest State population in the Commonwealth. 

Brisbane, the State capital, has a population of 
just over half a million and is the commercial 
centre of the State. 

The Brisbane River is quite capable of taking 
ocean-going vessels to the town centre and is 
one of Australia's best inland ports. The city 
centre is claimed to be one of the best planned 
in the world; most streets are at right angles to 
one another and traffic is easily controlled. 

It is also the home of the University of 
Queensland which was founded in 1909 and at 
present has some 5,000 students enrolled. 

Like all Australian cities and towns, amenities 
for sport are plentiful and because of the excellent 
climate even first class sports grounds may be 
used for more than one field game during an 
afternoon; for example inter-State or international 
rugby matches may be preceded by one or two 
other games. 

Referring to Brisbane's weather, the average 
yearly temperature is normally between 80 and 
85 degrees, the rainfall between 55 and 60 inches 
per year, and hours of sunshine per year in the 
vicinity of 2,500, or an average of nearly 
seven hours a day. Despite the fact that over 
half the State is within the tropical belt it does 
not suffer extremes of temperature. The winters 
are very similar to an average English summer 
(this of course could be considered by some to 
be a disadvantage) and most of the heavy rains 
are in the summer; there is a slight monsoon 
effect in the far northern regions. 

The average rainfall in other coastal towns 
increases to the north of the capital; atBundaberg 
the average is 70 inches a year, at Rockhampton 
63 inches, Townsville 80 inches and Innisfail 
110 inches. Inland towns have less rain; Too- 
woomba, about 90 miles due west of Brisbane 
and on the Darling Downs plateau, has a fall 
of 65 inches, while Cunnarnulla, a further 300 
miles to the west, has an average of 35 inches, 
and Longreach, some 330 miles from the coast, 
has an average of 40 inches. 

Financially the State is sound. In 1956 it had 
a surplus of £20,000,000 of exports over imports; 

products are varied and again I quote figures for 
1956: beef produced, 290,000 tons, sugar, 
1,350,000 tons, wool, I 86,406,000 lb. (half of 
the total export value of the State), butter, 
48,500 tons, and minerals to the value of 
£26,051,000; other items produced in quantity 
are wheat, maize, fruit, tobacco and cotton, also 
a fair quantity of timber. 

These products are from various areas in the 
State. Wood is mainly produced to the west 
of the Great Dividing Range and cattle also are 
prominent in a great part of this area; sugar 
from sugar cane is produced along the eastern 
coastline along with tropical fruits; other fruits 
are grown in the area of the Darling Downs 
where wheat and maize are also prominent crops. 
The main mineral sources are inland in Central 
Queensland at Mount Isa and Mount Morgan, 
near the coastal town of Rockhampton. 

Fishing is now becoming an important 
industry, mainly due to the popularity of the 
Great Barrier Reef. 

The people of Queensland are naturally an 
open-air race and at most weekends and public 
holidays, those not engaged on the sports fields 
will be found at the many coastal resorts or at 
inland beauty spots. To give an example of 
sporting activities, consider the winter season in 
Brisbane, where, as a spectator, you may watch 
rugby union, rugby league, soccer, baseball, 
hockey, lacrosse, tennis, or Australian rules 
football, and, of course, a winter cricket league 
is in existence. In the summer season, cricket, 
tennis, swimming and sailing are the main 
sports. Golf has an all-the-year-round following 
and golf links are plentiful throughout the State. 
Naturally, like most Australians, the Queenslander 
is a great follower of horse racing and most of 
the larger towns have fairly attractive racecourses. 
Brisbane has three, two of which are beautifully 
laid out with lawns, gardens and other amenities. 

Most coastal citizens spend part of their 
Christmas at one of the beaches, renowned for 
their sandy stretches and their highly trained 
life-saving teams. 

Perhaps this article has given readers a brief 
idea of where Queensland can be found and the 
activities within the State, and as a native I can 
only conclude with the opening lines of a song 
popular with Queenslanders (other States have 
their opinions): 

Beautiful, beautiful, Queensland, that's 
where the wild flowers grow, 

We are proud of our beautiful climate where 
we never see ice or snow. 

J.L.S. 
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A DEFENCELESS CREATURE 
HE had had a bad attack of gout in the night 

and afterwards his nerves felt jarred. 
Nevertheless, in the morning Kistunov set off 
to work and began the business of receiving the 
applicants and customers at the bank at the usual 
time. He looked lifeless and haggard and he spoke 
almost without breathing, like a dying man. 

'What can I do for you?' he addressed a woman 
applicant in an ancient coat, who from behind 
looked like some great dung-beetle. 

'It's like this, sir,' began the woman at nineteen 
to the dozen, 'My husband, Shchukin, who was 
a civil servant, was ill for five months and you 
see, while he was at home having treatment they 
sacked him without any reason at all, sir. But 
when I went for his wages they docked him 
24 roubles and 33 kopecks, you see! "What's 
that for?" I ask. "He used to borrow from the 
office kitty and the other men vouched for him," 
he says. How could he though? How could he 
borrow anything without my permission? It's 
impossible, sir! Why should they do such a 
thing? I'm a poor woman, I can only feed myself 
by taking in lodgers .... I'm weak and defence- 
less .... I put up with insults from everyone and 
never hear a kind word .... ' 

The woman screwed up her eyes and fumbled 
in her pocket for a handkerchief. Kistunov took 
her application for money from her and began 
to read it. 

'Now what is all this about?' he said, shrugging 
his shoulders. 'I don't understand. You have 
obviously come to the wrong place, madam. 
Your request hasn't really got anything to do 
with us. You should try at the department where 
your husband used to work.' 

'Good heavens, I've already tried at five places 
and no one's taken my application!' said 
Mrs Shchukin. 'I was at my wits' end when my 
son-in-law, Boris, God bless him, suggested 
I came to you. "Just you go along and see 
Mr Kistunov, Mum," he says, "He's an in- 
fluential man, he can do anything for you .... " 
Help me, sir!' 

'Mrs Shchukin, we cannot do anything for 
you .... Please understand: your husband, as 
far as I can gather, worked for the medical 
branch of the War Office, but our organization 
is absolutely private and commercial-it's a 
bank. Can't you understand this!' 

Kistunov shrugged his shoulders once more 
and turned to a gentleman in a military uniform 
with a swolJen cheek. 

'But sir,' cried out Mrs Shchukin in a plaintive 
voice, 'I've got a doctor's certificate to show my 
husband was ill! Here it is, just look!' 

'All right, I believe you,' said Kistunov crossly. 
'But I repeat: this hasn't anything to do with us. 
It's very odd. Doesn't your husband really know 
where you should apply?' 

'He doesn't know anything about what I'm 
doing, sir. He just kept shouting: "It's not your 
business! Clear off!"-and that's all. But whose 
business is it? Why, they're trying to browbeat me!' 

Kistunov again turned to Mrs Shchukin and 
began to explain to her the difference between 
the War Office medical department and a private 
bank. She listened to him attentively, nodded in 
agreement and said: 

'Yes, yes, yes ... I understand all that. In that 
case, sir, just let me have 15 roubles. I'll agree 
not to have it all at once.' 

'Ugh!' sighed Kistunov, throwing back his 
head. 'There's no making you see sense! Please 
try to understand that coming to us with such a 
request is just as strange as taking a divorce 
petition to the chemist's, for example, or the 
weights and measures office. So they haven't paid 
you enough-but what can we do about it?' 

'Sir, in God's name, have pity on me,' implored 
Mrs Shchukin, bursting into tears, 'I am a weak, 
defenceless woman ... I'm exhausted to death 
... I have to look after my lodgers, run around 
after my husband and work my fingers to the 
bone in the house, and my son-in-law hasn't got 
a job . . . The only blessing is that I scrape 
enough together to eat and drink, but I can 
barely keep upright on my feet ... I haven't 
slept all night.' 

Kistunov felt his palpitations beginning. He 
put on a long-suffering expression, pressed his 
hand to his heart and started again to explain to 
the woman, but his voice broke off. ... 

'No, excuse me, I can't talk to you,' he said 
and waved his hand. 'My head's gone quite 
giddy. You are disturbing us and wasting time 
for nothing. Uuugh ! . . . Aleksei Nikolaich,' he 
called one of the officials, 'please explain to 
Mrs Shchukin !' 

By-passing all the customers, Kistunov went 
away into his office and signed a pile of papers 
while Aleksei Nikolaich was still dealing with 
Mrs Shchukin. Sitting there, he could hear 
two voices: the monotonous, restrained bass 
voice of Aleksei Nikolaich and the weeping, 
screeching voice of Mrs Shchukin .... 
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'I am a weak, defenceless woman, I'm a sick 
woman,' she was saying. 'I may look strong, but 
in fact I haven't got a single healthy vein in me. 
I can hardly stand on my legs and have Jost all 
my appetite. . . This morning I drank some 
coffee, but couldn't enjoy it.' 

And Aleksei was explaining to her the difference 
between government departments and the compli- 
cated system of channels for forms. Soon he was 
exhausted and the book-keeper relieved him. 

'An amazingly repulsive woman!' thought 
Kistunov, bad-temperedly, nervously wringing 
his hands and, every so often, going over to the 
decanter of water. 'She's an imbecile, a complete 
idiot! She's tormented me and now she's wearing 
them out, the wretched woman! Oooo ... it's 
my heart again !' 

Half an hour later he rang his bell and Aleksei 
Nikolaich appeared. 

'How are you getting on?' Kistunov asked, 
wearily. 

'We just c-,n't get her to understand, Pyotr 
Aleksandrych ! We're talking about one thing 
and she's on about something completely 
different. . . .' 

'I ... I can't bear to hear her voice ... It's 
made me ill ... I can't stand it. .. .' 

'You'd better call the doorman, Pyotr 
Aleksandrych, and have her taken out.' 

'No, no!' cried Kistunov in alarm. 'She'll 
kick up a great row; there's a lot of flats in this 
building and God knows what they'll think 
about us ... Couldn't you just try to get it into 
her head somehow, old man?' 

A minute later the drone of Aleksei Nikolaich's 
voice could again be heard. A quarter of an 
hour passed and the bass notes were replaced by 
the buzz of the book-keeper's strong tenor voice. 

'An in-cr-ed-ibly vile woman!' fumed Kistunov, 
his shoulders twitching nervously. 'Stupid as they 
come, blast her. And now my gout is playing me 
up again ... my head is splitting ... .' 

In the next room Aleksei Nikolaich, who had 
finally shot his bolt, struck the table with his 
finger, then smote his own forehead. 

'To put it bluntly, it isn't a head you've got 
on your shoulders,' he said, 'it's a .. .' 

'Well, I never . . . !' said the old woman, 
scandalized. 'You brute! You ought to be 
careful what you're saying.' 

And, giving her a look of fury and exaspera- 
tion, as if wanting to swallow her up, Aleksei 
Nikolaich said in a hushed, strangled voice: 
'Get out of here!' 

'Wha-at !' screamed Mrs Shchukin abruptly. 
'How dare you? I am a weak, defenceless woman; 

I won't allow it! My husband is a civil servant! 
You brute! I'll go to my lawyer, Dmitriy Karlych, 
and you won't be able to hold your head up. 
I've had three lodgers convicted and I'll have 
you crawling at my Teet for your insolent talk! 
I'll take the matter to your superior! Indeed!' 

'Get out of here, you menace!' hissed Aleksei 
Nikolaich. 

Kistunov opened his door and looked out into 
the office. 

'What's that?' he asked in a wailing voice. 
Mrs Shchukin, red as a lobster, was standing 

in the middle of the room and, rolling her eyes, 
was jabbing the air with fingers. The bank 
officials, similarly red-faced, stood all around and 
were exchanging glances, obviously weary and 
bewildered. 

'Sir!' cried the woman, rushing towards 
Kistunov. 'This . . . this man (she pointed at 
Aleksei Nikolaich) tapped his head, then the 
table with his finger ... You told him to look 
into my matter and he's making a joke of it! 
I'm a weak, defenceless woman. My husband is 
a civil servant and I am the daughter of a major!' 

'All right, madam,' groaned Kistunov, 'I'll 
look into it ... but go away ... later!' 

'But when shall I get my money, sir? I need the 
money now.' 

Kistunov passed a trembling hand across his 
brow, sighed and began to explain again: 

'Madam, I have already told you. It's a bank 
here; a private, commercial establishment ... 
What do you want from us? Do try to understand 
that you're disturbing us!' 

Mrs Shchukin heard him out and sighed. 
'Yes, yes .. .' she agreed, 'But sir, I beg and 

implore you, please protect me. If the medical 
certificate isn't enough, then I can get a certi- 
ficate from the police station ... Just issue me 
with the money!' 

Kistunov began to see spots before the eyes. 
He let out all the air in his lungs and sank down 
on to a chair, utterly exhausted. 

'How much do you want?' he asked in a feeble 
voice. 

'Twenty-four roubles and thirty-three kopecks.' 
Kistunov took his wallet out of his pocket, 

removed a 25 rouble note from it and handed it 
to Mrs Shchukin. 

'Take this and ... and go away!' 
She wrapped the money in a handkerchief, 

put it away and, screwing her face into a sickly, 
delicate, even coquettish smile, asked: 

'Can't my husband go back to his job again, 
sir?' 
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'I'm going home ... I'm ill .. .' said Kistunov 
in a feeble voice. 'I've got terrible palpitations of 
the heart.' 

After he had gone Aleksei Nikolaich sent 
Nikita for some laurel-water drops. They all 

took 20 drops each and settled down to their 
work. But Mrs Shchukin sat on for another 
two hours in the hall and chatted with the 
doorman, waiting for Kistunov to come back. 

She came the next day as well. B.C. 

TOWARDS POSITIVE HEALTH 
Past History 

Shortly after the famous British victory in the 
Western Desert it was discovered that 40 to 
50 per cent of the opposing German forces had 
been suffering from certain gastro-intestinal 
disorders, before and during the Battle of 
Alamein. A number of interpretations may be 
given to this fact, and a number of false deduc- 
tions drawn. It would, for example, be completely 
facetious to suggest that the Germans were on 
the run even before battle commenced. What 
did emerge from the investigations was that the 
protective measures adopted by the British 
to ensure the health of the forces in the unusual 
element of the sand of the Western Desert were 
far superior to those adopted by the enemy. 
Although it is still true that an army marches on 
its stomach, it is axiomatic to this concept that it 
will not march or fight purposefully if the food 
and water supplied have been contaminated 
through the agency of flies, dirt and excrement. 

This fact is now well appreciated but it took 
many centuries of conflict for it to become 
recognized. Many major battles throughout 
history have been lost through the ill-health of 
the troops. 

Both in military and civil practice medicine 
has made great strides over the last century. It 
has very largely removed the dangers attendant 
upon changed environment. Within limits it can 
protect the individual who for some reason has 
to travel to parts of the world where diseases 
such as typhoid, typhus, cholera, smallpox and 
yellow fever are rife and it can advise on the 
standards of personal hygiene which will reduce 
ill health to a minimum. 

Present History 
We are witnessing in medical science the 

completion of one chapter in man's fight against 
disease-the chapter devoted to the control of 
epidemics. At the same time we are witnessing 
the beginning of a new and equally fascinating 
chapter-the understanding and prevention of 

diseases caused by emotional stress. A large 
amount of evidence is now available to show 
that a connection exists between emotional stress 
and such conditions as coronary thrombosis, high 
blood pressure, gastric ulceration and neurosis. 

Stress is everywhere. Often it is the spice of 
life. Without it life would become dull. It is 
inevitable in modern society that every person, 
whatever his station or age, is exposed to situa- 
tions of stress. These stressful events are not of 
necessity produced through ill fortune. Winning 
a football pool, being suddenly elevated into 
some new responsibility or advanced in one's 
career can be equally stressful situations. Entering 
school; adolescence; the choice of a vocation; 
young adulthood; marriage; parenthood; the 
rearing of a family; middle life; retirement; 
senescence-all can bring problems producing 
new stresses and a searching for new solutions. 
It is the pace which modern society is forced to 
keep that is largely responsible for the tragic 
sudden deaths from heart ailments we so fre- 
quently witness in eminent men in their forties. 
In the study of these stress disorders the old 
allies the microscope and the X-ray machine 
are of partial assistance only. In this new sphere 
of medical endeavour it is as important to know 
what manner of man has the disease as what 
disease the man has. Only when the doctor knows 
the individual and has a reasonable assessment 
of the stresses to which the man is subjected can 
he hope to prevent, alleviate or cure the disease. 
A famous London physician said recently: 

'We all know people who, although carrying 
enormous responsibility, are to all appearances 
immune from the disorders of stress. That 
quiet, well-informed, efficient, gentle person; 
unambitious other than to be of service to his 
community. Is he immune because of his 
culture? I think he is as worthy of study as 
those who are distressed. I know many such 
people and have witnessed the blows they 
have endured: but they remain unmoved, 
still kind, still gentle, still serving.' 

( Concluded on page 4 7) 
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Whittaker 
Trophy Rally 

B.T.R.D.A. 
Silver Star 

December 
3rd & 4th 

AT 2330 hours on Saturday, 3rd December, 
the first car left the Hotel X.L. Garstang, 

Lancashire, to start the annual Whittaker Trophy 
Rally. Among the eighty starters were two cars 
entered by Cadets of the Royal Air Force 
College. The first, a modified Riley 1.5, which 
was placed in class 2 along with the high- 
powered sports cars, and the second, a standard 
Morris Mini Minor, in class 1. 

The Whittaker Trophy Rally is an annual 
event organized by the Lancashire Automobile 
Club and run under the General Competition 
Rules of the R.A.F. as a Silver Star Rally of 
restricted status. Thus the organizers had 
arranged a reasonably tough event which was 
turned into an extremely hard test of cars, drivers 
and crews by the appalling weather conditions. 
It was run over approximately 200 miles of 
North Lancashire and the Lake District on roads 
which were hardly wide enough to take one car. 
The rain which fell during Saturday afternoon 
and throughout the night made driving con- 
ditions extremely difficult on the treacherous 
surfaces, many of them mud covered, and many 
unmetalled. 

The Riley, entered by Johnny Wood, left the 
start at 2345 hours between two Austin Healey 

3000s and headed rapidly northwards. The first 
section was a fairly easy one, with an average 
speed of 26 m.p.h., and allowed the navigator, 
Rodge Read, to 'play himself in.' In this section 
the car encountered two unmarked fords, a closed 
level crossing and six cattle grids. 

In the second section the average speed was 
increased to 28 m.p.h., but the hazards increased 
beyond proportion, with four fords, deeper and 
wider than those encountered earlier, causing 
extreme braking difficulties. The crew had in- 
numerable hair-raising moments, with full use 
being made of the gear box. At the end of this 
section the car had lost two minutes, and it was 
here that they nearly met disaster, as the Austin 
Healey that had started in front of the Riley 
came down the hill sideways in a vast cloud of 
mud and water, and finally stopped a few inches 
astern. The driver apologized! 

It was decided to make up the lost minutes 
over the next section, and whilst attempting to 
do this, speeds in excess of 90 were noted by the 
startled navigator. A wayward halt sign was 
successfully, though involuntarily, disregarded, 
when it appeared immediately after a bend and a 
mere five yards from the major road. Barely a 
mile from the halt sign, the road changed surface, 
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on a bend, from metalled to cart track, breaking 
the grip of the tyres and projecting the un- 
fortunate car and crew into a dry stone wall. 

After coffee and sandwiches in the car, assis- 
tance arrived and the car was moved to a more 
comfortable attitude, where the meal was con- 
tinued to the strains of Radio Kalundborg. Thus 
ended the rally for car No. 15, as the front 
suspension was beyond immediate repair. 

Meanwhile, back at the fords, car No. 39, 
driven by Jock WiIJiamson and navigated by 
'Djihrn ' Nottingham, was playing submarines 
very successfully, and eventually rushed past the 
battered Riley at an estimated 60 m.p.h., and 
vanished up the road, hot on the tail of a hard- 
pressed M.G.A. Twin Cam, which was im - 
mediately overtaken-somehow! Shortly after 
this the Mini levelled its sigh ts on the M.G.A. 
and an Austin Healey 3000 in convoy. However, 
overtaking at this stage was impossible, as the 
road had changed to nothing more than a track 
which shortly disappeared under nine inches of 
water for some I½ mi les. On reachin g dry land, 
even these two cars were passed. The Mini did 
not do all the overtaking, however, for whil st 
negotiating a sharp bend on the lim it a super- 
charged Austin Healey Sprite passed them on 
the outside. 

On arrival at check 5 the crew were surprised 
to see the amazing standard of comfort attained 
by the marshals. A tent had been erected and a 
brazier was glowing inside. During the next 
section the car encountered a hump back bridge 
which was taken at the very reasonable speed of 
20 m.p.h. in second. Much to the crew's amaze- 
ment the car became airborne and made a heavy 
landing, bouncing the sump on the ground, and, 
unbeknown to the occupants, bending a track 
rod through 45 degrees. Undaunted, the Mini 
fought on with the crew's anxious eyes on the oil 
pressure warning light. 

The route now entered bleak open country 
and a pair of rear lights were seen in the distance. 
On closing the gap they were found to be attached 
to the rear end of a Triumph T.R.3, but as the 
roads improved the superior power and speed of 
the T.R. left the Mini. 

After a few more interesting miles and checks 
the 11th check was sighted and speed was 
increased accordingly. A mere 100 yards from 
the check, a corner with the wrong camber and 
a muddy stream flowing across it brought the 
Rally to a close for the second Cranwell car. 
After performing a quick I 80, it slid backwards 
into yet another wall, splitting the rear tyre. 

Unfortunately the spare had been left at 'the 
team headquarters' in Manchester to be re- 
paired, so the car was forced to retire. After 
more coffee and sandwiches the car was dug out 
and returned to the start on a borrowed wheel 
from another invalided Mini. The hotel was full 
of other unfortunate crews, including that of the 
Riley, and the car park was packed with other 
disabled cars. 

A further car eventually arrived from team. 
headquarters with the Mini's spare wheel and 
breakdown equipment for the Riley. Both cars 
finally reached Manchester under their own steam 
in time for tea on Sunday afternoon. 

The full crews were as follows:- 
Riley 1.5, Car No. I 5: Flight Cadets J. B. H. 

Wood, K. R. L. Read, Senior Flight 
Cadet Gothard. Morris Mini Minor, Car 
No. 39: Flight Cadets J.E. C. Williamson, 
J. Nottingham, A. F. Nixon. 

TOWARDS POSITIVE HEALTH 
( Continued from page 45) 

What is the present state of our knowledge 
about the prevention of stress disorders? There 
is little doubt that the person who obeys the 
simple physiological laws is able to stand the 
stresses of this · world more readily. To neglect 
these laws is to live at greater peril. What are 
these laws? They can best be summed up by a 
famous physician, Sir Thomas Lewis. He said: 

'Very prudent people live quietly and 
moderately. They have their simple routine 
of work and pastime. They are temperate in 
their eating. They are strictly temperate in 
their drinking. They avoid all forms of excess. 
They use tobacco little if at all. They welcome 
the freshness of abundant open air and open 
spaces, delighting in feelings of exhilaration 
that accompany active exercise. These are 
habits that few people in industrial countries 
now adopt and fewer still maintain.' 

Prognosis 
It would not be in the least surprising if 

during the next decade the second great chapter 
in preventive medicine had been completed. 
From what we already know neither would it be 
surprising if it were discovered that the man who 
is inunune from stress disorders is the cultured 
individual who is ambitious only for the cause 
he serves and who obeys nature's physiological 
laws in order to be of greater service to that 
cause. 

W.O.D. 
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A STUDIOUS HOLIDAY 
QNE of the pleasantest ways of improving 

a knowledge of the French language is to 
attend one of the many Cours de Vacances that 
are run at French universities during the summer 
months for foreign students. Naturally the more 
comprehensive of these courses last for two or 
three months and cover subjects ranging through 
French history and civilization to French 
literature and economic life. Though these 
courses are probably the most worthwhile, 
because it takes up to three weeks for the normal 
person to start thinking in French and so to 
derive greatest benefit from the instruction, they 
last longer than a Cranwell cadet's leave and so 
are impracticable for him. However, many 
French universities run compressed courses 
of between a fortnight and a month's duration 
for similar hard-working unfortunates. 

I managed to enrol myself in one of these last 
summer and shall give a superficial description 
of what it entailed, not in order to narrate 
a travelogue about J. A. du C. W., but rather to 
make known what fun these Cours de Vacances 
can be. Some might say that it must have been 
very much a 'busman's holiday' to sit in a lecture 
room all morning, and to settle down to proses 
and unseens in the evening. To these critics 
I would answer that seldom was my brain ever 
so well exercised at Cranwell, and that as a 
member of the old course at the College (I have 
heard us caJled 'the last of the thicks'), my 
language study had to be done in my spare 
time. It was a delight to be able to try and make 
up in three weeks a deficiency of a year and 
a half at Cranwell. 

The course that happened to suit my needs 
best was one at Nice. It seemed to be the only 
one that gave instruction with a particular view 
to interpreting. I have heard that that situation 
is now being rectified and that several French 
universities are providing facilities for the 
training of would-be interpreters in the holidays. 
The need for interpreters in Europe is increasing 
all the time-no doubt as a result of the greater 
economic interdependence of the member 
countries of the E.F.T.A. and of the Common 
Market. The course at Nice lasted a month. 
Owing to the 'exigencies of the Service' I missed 
the first few days, but the morning after 77 Entry's 
Passing-Out Parade, I was sitting at Nice with 
students male and female of every European 
country listening to lectures on the French 
trade unions and the French iron and steel 

industry. I soon slipped into the routine which 
was really not very demanding. There were 
lectures from nine until midday each morning. 
We were all assembled together for these. 
Between five and seven each evening there were 
cours practiques, written or oral translation. For 
this we were divided up according to nationality 
-the English were looked after by a racial 
enigma, so perfect was her accent, who turned out 
to be a compatriot-'Mademoiselle Richards.' 

The lectures were on every conceivable subject 
of contemporary interest, and always delivered 
by an expert. Here are a few subjects that were 
treated: the French Governmental System, 
Liberty in France, the French Railways (SNCF), 
the Integration of France with the Common 
Market, Paris and Provence as portrayed by 
painters in the last hundred years, Geographical 
Descriptions of Savoie and La Camargue, the 
French Cinema, the French Legal System, etc., 
etc. The list is a long one. Clearly to derive 
benefit from the lectures, and indeed the course 

.as a whole, the student's knowledge of French 
had to be extensive. At the end of it there was 
an exam which consisted of essay questions on 
the lecture subjects, and oral and written 
linguistic tests. Success in the exams brought 
the award of a diploma De Hautes Etudes de 
Langue et Civilisation Francaises Contemporaines. 

Excursions were laid on every Saturday. 
Visits were made to Grasse and its scent works 
(parfumeriei, a Law Court, Picture Galleries, and 
the Museum at Antibes as part of the normal 
curriculum. Among !es excursions de Samedi a 
trip to the old town of Menton, where the streets 
are so narrow that a car cannot pass along 
them, followed by a bathe off the rocks at 
Cap Martin on the way back, is memorable. 
So was one into the High Alps. We saw La 
Trophee des Alpes, an imposing monument 
erected by Augustus in memory of the pacifica- 
tion of the Gauls. As we climbed higher we left 
first the Mediterranean palms behind, then the 
olive trees, until we reached a vegetation that 
seemed really British with willow herb and wild 
raspberries in profusion. 

I feel that a great part of the value of such 
courses lies in staying with a family. Not only 
does one's conversational French benefit, but 
one learns to understand their whole way of life. 
It is, of course, expensive to stay with a family 
-no student could possibly hope to get away 
with less than a guinea a day at a place like Nice 

( Continued on page 93) 
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ALL IN A DAY'S 
CLIMB 

AT 2.30 p.rn., after two hours on the road, the 
College Dormobile rolls to a halt close to the 

grey gritstone cliffs of Stanage Edge. Ten stiff 
flight cadets, plimsoled and pullovered, bedecked 
with nylon rope, slings and karabiner, make their 
way to the rocks at the bottom of the climbs. 
With a discriminating eye the expert selects 
the first climb, normally a 'moderate' buttress 
or gully, and ropes up. He seems quite relaxed as 
he climbs, as if he were walking up the sheer 
face! Starting with a good jug, he moves to make 
use of two 'pressure' holds, his feet meanwhile 
finding support on small bumps on the face. 

A clenched fist in a crack takes his weight 
while he leans back from the cliff face and 
reaches up for a delicate finger-tip hold. Using 
this handhold, he inches bis feet up the face to 
find a good foothold on a small ledge. On small 
holds he moves quickly on to the top of the forty- 
foot climb. He secures himself to a spike of rock 
at the top of the climb ready to 'belay' a novice 
who is climbing for the first time. 

By contrast the novice finds the climb nearly 
impossible. Balanced with most of his weight on 
his finger-tips his arms soon tire. His body is too 
close to the cliff face and consequently his feet 
cannot obtain a good purchase on the smaller 
footholds. What looked an easy climb has turned 
out to be incredibly difficult. With his finger-tip 
hold about to slip, his arms tiring, he has no 
confidence in his stance on the tiny ledge; only 
the taut rope from the top is bis comforter. 

From above and below the rockface come 
shouts of encouragement. 

'Take your weight off your hands.' 
'Bring your hands down lower.' 
'Lean back!' 

This final remark incenses him. It's now or 
never with this climbing game! I'll show them! 
He leans back, taking the weight of his body 
from his fingers, letting the feet take the load, and 
somehow he feels more secure. From his new 
position he can see where to put his hands and, 
with confidence restored, he struggles on to the 
top. 

Meanwhile others attempt another climb, 
using the 'Lay Back' method of climbing, the 
holds being obtained by pressure friction. A 

tiring method of climbing requiring the climb to 
be completed quickly before the arms grow tired 
and fingers lose their grip! After a few climbs the 
novice is taught how to handle the rope from the 
top of the climb, and learns how to belay his 
companions safely. A rope gives confidence to a 
climber, enabling him to climb to his limits 
safely. To a novice it may be his sole comfort on 
a climb when he thinks he cannot climb up or 
down. 

Later on in the evening the cliffs may be 
descended in a spectacular way-abseiling down 
the rope. A double rope is fixed to the top and is 
passed through a 'karabiner' (fixed to a waist 
loop), passed over the right shoulder and held 
with the left hand. Using the rope in this way a 
climber can walk or run down a vertical cliff 
face; the friction produced by the rope passing 
through the karabiner controlling the descent. 

After all the members of the party had climbed 
down, the ropes coiled, and the Dormobile 
loaded in the twilight, they leave Stanage Edge 
and set course for Baslow and a hot meal. 

A GOOD TRY 
·r- 

I 



INTRODUCING 
A NEW CLUB 

poR about a year there has been a movement 
in the College concerned with starting a 

'College Go-Kart Club.' This fine ambition has 
been stifled by the one thing most important in a 
cadet's life-money. The station started a club 
very successfully by receiving a grant from their 
P.S.I. fund and now by agreement the College can 
use the Go-Karts and the airmen the College 
gliders. Unfortunately the members are restricted 
in both directions. 

A club has, however, been recognized by the 
College, but due to the restrictions on numbers 
taking part it is only twelve strong. This we hope 
to rectify in the near future by the addition of 
another Kart to the club-one bought by the 
College. This is only the first timid step, and if our 
numbers continue to increase and the requests 
to join the club continue to come in, we may in 
time procure more Karts and hence form a 
separate club for the College. 

The Go-Kart is good fun to race and provides 
thrills and entertainment for those who are keen. 
Unfortunately, like most things mechanical, they 
tend to break down occasionally or get bent in a 
collision. So on Tuesday and Friday nights they 
are serviced. Cadets also help with this, which, 
besides providing interest, gives us knowledge 
that may stand us in good stead when we get 
enough Karts to form a club of our own. 

Practice racing takes place, as far as the cadets 
are concerned, on Sunday afternoons at the 
South end of Runway 20. One or two visitors 
would be welcome each week, and, if suitably 
attired and therewerenot too many club members 
present, may get a ride. The charge for visitors 
is sixpence a lap. Spectators will be welcome 
anytime. 

ON 

ACCIDENT 
Misty, brain-confusing, cold as a Bible miracle, 
The comprehension of disaster blossoms in the 

mind. 
Scenery advances lurching, brightly smooth and 

swift, towards the windscreen . 
. Cerebral indicators, in turn, blink quietly, with 

'Fire,' 'ACT NOW' and 'Death.' 

Suddenly the transformation is complete: 
The vicious smutty sound of burning shuts out a 

now-faint memory of loud noise. 
Ache and irritation, and fascinating flow of 

blood, warn of later agony. 
Silly people, 'rushing to offer their assistance,' 

grope through their scanty knowledge of 
First Aid, as though each Hint remembered 
makes them Men of Action. 

TIME 
Oh! Ilong for the day, when time shall pass away; 
The sun will never set and the world will not 

grow old. 
The trees and grass will be forever green, 
And the wind will whisper of life and Jove. 
The waters of the streams will flow clear and cool, 
And the clouds in the sky will pass like balloons, 
Floating idly, serenely on the blue carpet of space. 
The animals will not age- 
The season will be forever Spring- 
Young Spring- 
That brings with it everything new, refreshed 

and clean. 
Yes, this is a glimpse of this Earth at its best; 
Its best when time has passed away. 



THE LARI( 
An Evocation by a Pupil 

'Brown?' 
'Sir?' 
'Ah, Brown, yes, I see I am flying with you 

now-are you ready?' 
'Yes, sir, l' fl just get my . 
'Right! I'll just sign up then and we'll be 

off ... .' 

'You realize, of course, that this is not a scrub 
check? It is just my job to fly with a cross- 
section of the entry, so that I get an idea of the 
general standard. Let me see now, you've done 
all the usual aerobatics, I suppose-stall turns, 
vertical rolls, that sort of thing?' 

'Well, no, actually, sir, I have not done many 
aerobatics yet, sir, I mean I've been really rather 
concentrating on my circuits actually .... I mean 
I have done some stall turns, sir, but my instructor 
said that I could have another period to . . .' 

'I see; well, show me what you can do any- 
way-I'll just sit back and watch-I do not want 
to take over control unless I have to-just show 
me what you have done with your instructor. .. 

'Right, here is the aircraft. I want you to take 
me round, doing all the checks as you would if 
you were going solo-just shout them out as if 
I was not even there!' 

'Well, sir, I would start by checking the breech, 
sir.' 

'Right, do that then.' 
'Well, next, sir, I'd . . ' 
'By the way, Brown, while we're here, do you 

know what this little hole is for here, eh?' 
'What, sir, that sort of little, er, hole down 

there, sir? Er-I think it is a sort of vent, sir, for 
the filter-no, for the heater, I think, isn't it, sir?' 

'No, it's nothing to do with the heater, Brown, 
nor, I might say, with the filter; it's a pressure 
bleed from the oil and water. trap in the inlet 
manifold; if it was not there all the gases would 
go down this tube ... here ... to the exhaust 
vanes-er-there, and perhaps cause a fire if 
they were not noticed: you have got to be more 
particular about details, Brown-a little thing 
like that could save your life some day. 

'Well, I do not want to have to say anything 
more until we are airborne-my call sign is 
Zulu Zulu--carry on then, just as if I was not 
there.' 

'Zulu Zulu fanstop will call.' 
'Ninety-knots-pickafieid+fuel off-switches off, 

sir ... then I would call up on the telephone, I 
mean radio, sir, only you have done it already.' 

'Right-you've still got to get it down-how 
about using some flap?' 

'Well, I was going to leave it until .. .' 
'Just as you like, but I would have put down 

full flap now. Right, don't let us go below 
250 feet-open up and climb away. 

'Well, that was pretty terrible, wasn't it-you 
overshot by miles-and how do you expect to 
radio if you have switched everything off, eh?' 

'No, sir, I only switched off the ignition switches, 
sir-I normally leave the other until afterwards, 
sir-and I'm sure I would have got in ... .' 

'Tell me, Brown, does your instructor normally 
accept this kind of thing, eh?' 

'Well, sir, it honestly seemed as good as any 
other time, sir-[ would have put down full flap, 
sir, only I wanted to .. .' 

'I see, well climb up anyway and do me some 
of your usual aerobatics, then . . . have you 
got a sequence yet?' 

'No, sir, as I said, sir, I've been rather concen- 
trating on my circuits .. .' 

'Well, do as many as you can then.' 

'I HAVE CONTROL!' 
'You have control, sir.' 
'For goodness' sake, Brown, what on earth was 

that supposed to be?' 
'It was going to be a loop, sir, only I must have 

pulled too hard.' 
TH say you pulled too hard. Don't you realize 

that is bloody dangerous, quite apart from the 
fact that Porteus loops are forbidden. Take me 
back to the circuit! 

'I "just want a normal rejoin and a normal 
circuit followed by a normal landing. And it had 
better be Spot On! 

'Well, doesn't your instructor make you do 
Rejoining Checks, either?' 

'I was just about to do them, sir.' 
'Well, get on with it then!' 

' ... And this time the wretched thing must 
have bounced about 30 feet in the air, so he shouted 
"I have" and banged on the power and we went 
round again. So I'm flying with the .. .' 

'Yeah, I was flying pretty uselessly today, too. 
He tried to show me the Porteus today, and I 
just could not catch it in the right place at all- 
we came out all crooked every time. Eventually 
he gave up and we went and beat up the Low 
Flying Area-laughing and singing he was .. .' 
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HISTORY OF THE SECOND WORLD WAR 
THE WAR AT SEA: VOLUME TU: PART ONE By Captain S. W. ROSKILL o.s.c., R.N. 

THE first two volumes of Captain Roskill's 
official history told the story of the war at sea 

as far as June J 943. The first part of his third 
volume entitled 'The Offensive,' deals with the 
momentous events of the subsequent year. What 
demonstrations of maritime power these twelve 
months provided-the submarine and air attacks 
on the Tirpitz.; the sinking of the Scharnhorst ; the 
great combined operations assaults at Sicily, 
Salerno and Anzio; the mounting success gained 
in the long struggle against the U-boats; the 
American advance into the Solomons and New 
Guinea are perhaps the most notable. All these 
Captain Roskill relates in masterly fashion. His 
narrative is compiled from a vast amount of 
material from many sources, including German 
naval records held by the Admiralty. It is freely 
interspersed with maps, diagrams, tables and 
footnote references, yet it preserves a lucidity 
which belies its complexity and which makes it 
easy as well as informative reading. 

This, however, is not the sole, or even the chief 
merit of the book, which is rather to be found in 
the author's many comments and judgement on 
men and events, for these demonstrate a profound 
insight into the nature and best use of maritime 
power. 

Captain Roskill appreciates the tactical con- 
sequences of technical development, as is shown, 
for example, in his paragraphs concerning British 
radar, U-boat modifications, acoustic torpedoes, 
glide bombs, and especially the D.U.K.W., which 
finally solved inter-service strategical difficulties 
in planning the Sicily invasion. He is equally 
concerned to show how personal qualities can 
shape events. The determination of Air Marshal 
Slessor and the initiative and leadership of 
Captain Walker are two fine examples. Most 
instructive is the contrast between Admiral 
Sir Bruce Fraser, truly putting 'service before 
self' by declining to become First Sea Lord, and 
the megalomaniac Goering, who refused to 
co-operate with Doenitz. 

The main point, it seems to me, which Captain 
Roskill is concerned to emphasize, is the need for 
inter-service co-operation, for the integration of 
planning and command in both tactics and 
strategy. Without this, success in many aspects of 
maritime war cannot be ensured. 'Britain has 
cause to be grateful,' he writes, 'that the Germans 
never developed a system of intimate collabora- 
tion between sea and air forces, such as 
characterized the work of the Royal Navy and 
Coastal Command at this time.' It was the 

integration of sea and air escorts for convoys 
which finally won the Battle of the Atlantic. In 
the scale of combined operations, the mistakes 
are more instructive than the successes. At Sicily, 
'the Air Plan suffered through lack of co- 
ordination with those of other services.' The 
German success in retreating to the Italian main- 
land was due not only to faulty intelligence, 'for 
even when their intention was plain the action 
taken suffered from lack of inter-service co- 
ordination.' The failure in the Aegean Islands 
campaign is attributed to the lack of an 
integrated command organization. 

These and other examples show that Captain 
Roskill has written not a naval history, but, as 
he states in his preface, 'the story of combined 
operations mainly from the point of view of the 
Allied maritime services ... .' 

Another feature of this history is its im- 
partiality. Captain Roskill's judgements are not 
those of a single service or country. He achieves 
a detached scholarship rarely found in those who 
have taken part in events they are describing; 
whether discussing the comparative merits of 
R.N. and R.N.V.R. officers, Anglo-American 
differences over the delays in conversion of 
lend-lease ·carriers, the Mountbatten-Somerville 
differences over command structure or the con- 
flicting claims of theatres of war for men and 
materials. However, I think it unfair to say 
American distrust of British Mediterranean 
strategy was based on 'anti-colonialism, anti- 
monarchism'; elsewhere he acknowledges that 
'diversions' make ever-growing demands on 
resources, and that the Americans had strategic 
reasons for their attitude. British historians 
cannot fairly blame the Americans for Jetting 
politics override strategy at one time and for 
Jetting strategy override politics another. 

Captain Roskill is generous in his tributes-to 
German seamanship and strategy, to the role 
of air power, to the services of intelligence 
personnel and those who spent the war at 
training establishments. Yet his criticism is 
fearless where needed. He quotes Cunningham's 
comparison of the failure to break out at Anzio 
to the Sulva Bay catastrophe of 1915. Even 
Winston Churchill is at fault for backing the 
Aegean campaign after it was impossible to 
capture Rhodes. 

Every student of war should read this book. 
We look forward to its companion volume and 
Captain Roskill's account of the greatest 
combined operation of all time. G.P. 

~. 
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OFFUTT A.F.B. 

THE staging post at Offutt was one of the 
chain of such detachments set up by Trans- 

port Command in 1957 across the North 
American continent and into the Pacific Ocean. 
They were established to support the weapons 
trials force at Christmas Island and were situated 
at Goose Bay, Labrador; Offutt, Nebraska; 
Travis, California; and Hickam in Hawaii. 

Offutt, commanded by Squadron Leader R. E. 
Paul, A.F.C., offered route-servicing facilities to 
Transport, Bomber, Coastal and occasional 
chartered aircraft passing through the United 
States. Most of the aircraft received were Hastings 
and Comet special flights either bound for or 
returning from Christmas Island. Victors, Vulcans 
and Valiants terminated their bombing and 
navigation exercises at the base. Miscellaneous 
aircraft which staged through were Shackletons, 
Tudors, Canberras, a Britannia and the Heron 
which is maintained at Washington for the 
British ambassador. 

Touring parties serviced by the detachment 
included the R.A.F. representatives at the World 
Congress of Flight held at Las Vegas, the College 
and the R.A.F. Flying College. On the occasions 
of air displays at the centenary of the City of 
Lincoln and the jubilee of flying in Canada, the 
maintenance of R.A.F. aircraft was performed by 
servicing crews from Offutt. 

Flight Lieutenant J. P. Mating combined the 
supervision of technical and domestic stores with 
the movements of crews, passengers and freight. 

Flight Lieutenant A. H. Davies, Bomber Com- 
mand Liaison Officer, advised on operational 
requirements of bombers and linked H.Q.B.C. 
with H.Q.S.A.C. in the exercises on which they 
were engaged.· Flying Officer J. M. Boetius 
directed the activities of the servicing teams which 
were integrated from Transport and Bomber 
technicians. There were six senior n.c.o.s. and 
a fluctuating strength of about 20 corporals and 
airmen, most of whom were ex-apprentices. 

The task called for skill, experience and 
adaptability on the airmen's part. A tribute to 
their hard work and ingenuity was the fact that 
the only aircraft delayed were those needing 
replacements of major parts not held at the unit. 

The officers lived in the B.O.Q., a building 
made from steel and concrete which had un- 
fortunate resonant characteristics but was gen- 
erally very comfortable. The half-dozen television 
sets, innumerable radios and record players, com- 
bined with the junior officers' custom of cooking 
their own meals, called for adjustment. Room 
rental and maid service cost 50 cents per day. 
Meals were normally taken at the club and the 
expense varied between $3.00 and 84-.00 a day. 
Club membership dues were $6.00, levied 
monthly. Extra allowances totalled 85.50 per 
day. Since shoe repairs, soling and heeling, are 
from 85.03, haircuts 75 cents-$1.00, beer 
25-50 cents, whisky 65 cents-$1.00, these 
allowances were not so generous as they appear. 
Tt was found that direct labour and personal 
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services were extremely expensive, and by con- 
trast any article capable of mass production was 
very cheap by English standards. Some States 
levied a sales tax in the region of 3 per cent. 
Most Americans assumed we were joking when 
we discussed purchase tax in this country on 
cars, television sets, etc l 

Offutt A.F.B. originated from the earliest days 
of military flying in America. Many of the per- 
manent buildings date from the 1890s, when they 
were occupied by the 22nd Infantry Regiment, 
who were described as 'veterans of rugged duty 
in the Dakotas against the Indians.' The post 
was named first after Major-General George 
Crook, who became famous in the Indian 
frontier wars. Fort Crook developed into a 
training station for balloonists after the U.S. 
entered the war in April 1917. In 1924 the field 
was renamed after the memory of Lieutenant 
Jarvis J. Offutt from Omaha, who was killed 
while flying in the war. 

In the years before the second World War 
most of the flying activity was concerned with 
mail carrying and army co-operation work. The 
airfield was modernized in 1941 by the Army 
Corps of Engineers. The present runway, since 
extended, and vast buildings were constructed to 
accommodate the Martin company, which manu- 
factured B26C medium bombers during the 
wartime period. 

Strategic Air Command H.Q. moved to Offutt 
in 1948 when it occupied the former aircraft 

factory. After completion of the new underground 
operation control room and the immense office 
structure above, the H.Q. moved to its present 
site. 

The base, as distinct from the H.Q., operates 
KC135s, which is the military tanker version of 
the Boeing 707, and several types of com- 
munication aircraft. There is one runway of 
10,000 feet. 

In common with most U.S.A.F. bases, Offutt 
is virtually self-contained and provides for the 
day-to-day needs of personnel living there or 
nearby. The Exchange stocks a range of uniforms, 
civilian clothing, domestic appliances, sporting 
and luxury goods, all of which are sold at reduced 
prices. The commissary is a modern self-service 
store which offers a comprehensive selection of 
foodstuffs and groceries. The P.X. also operates 
cafeterias, shoe and watch repair services, barber 
shops, laundries and, inevitably, 'coke' machines. 
The R.A.F. barracks was supplied with one of 
these machines after estimated consumption 
justified the installation. 

Recreation facilities were excellent. The gym- 
nasium contained squash, handball and basket- 
ball courts, bowling lanes and a conditioning 
section with a full-time staff of masseurs. A 
nearby Jake provided summer swimming and 
boating and winter fishing and ice skating. Two 
swimming pools were open from May until 
September. The nine-hole golf course was con- 
trolled by a resident professional and was used 
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with remarkable enthusiasm. It was not un- 
common to see players out at 5.30 a.m. This 
may have been to avoid the ladies and children 
who dominated from 9 o'clock onwards. 

The detachment bowling team had moderate 
success, but produced several outstanding in- 
dividual players who mastered the skills needed 
for this game. 

I was surprised and very pleased to find that 
soccer flourished in this part of the States through 
the encouragement of State universities and 
central European settlers. We fielded a team and 
joined the Nebraska State Soccer Association in 
1957, but had no success. The following season 
we combined our efforts with U.S.A.F. players 
and formed the Offutt Lions Club. We had kit 
and footballs supplied by Command, and after 
a determined training programme the team 
became champions of the competition. Trophies 
were presented by the local Pepsi Cola manu- 
facturers and now grace the Upavon mess with 
their gilded splendour. The standard of play 
was not high but made up its lack of polish with 
a vigour and ferocity which gave good reason 
for the frequent authorized substitution of 
players. Teams met were University of 
Nebraska, University of South Dakota, Sioux 
Falls, Lithuanica, German Falstaff and the 
Victoria F.C. from Denver who motored over- 
night the 500 miles to play a Memorial Day 
exhibition game in Omaha. Several expatriated 
Britons turned out to support our games and 

others wrote or telephoned to pay tribute to our 
incidental 'flag showing.' 

I was honoured with the title of 'all Nebraskan' 
at the· end of the season. After enquiries I 
discovered this meant I had become a member 
of a team which would never meet or play. It 
was, of course, a local adaptation of the 'All 
American' football team which is annually 
selected by national sports writers as the most 
powerful side drawn from College players. 

The engineering officer and myself bought a 
small sailing dinghy and trailer for the summer 
season. This we took to Lake Manawa, a large, 
shallow area of water near Council Bluffs, 
Iowa. It was a thoroughly developed boating 
centre, with clubs which raced Snipes and 
Fireflies and which sponsored a regatta famed 
throughout the mid-western States. The boating 
venture was a tremendous success and gave us 
and our generally sceptical guests many hours 
of pleasure. 

An invitation was received to talk about and 
demonstrate the mysteries of cricket before a 
Physical Education Convention at the University 
of Omaha. To our considerable surprise we found 
on arrival at the field house that the audience was 
entirely female, dressed very sportingly in brief 
shorts and blouses. However, they listened 
intently and with some amusement when the 
explanation of such terms as 'silly mid-on' and 
'googlies' was attempted. There was subsequent 
talk of introducing the game at surrounding 
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colleges but so far as I know nothing came of it. 
The only games played were between teams 
drawn from the detachment who were encouraged 
by the intake of a barrel of cold beer. 

The Auto Hobby shop was a unique enterprise. 
It was made possible by the generosity of a 
Chicago engineering firm who presented the base 
with a complete range of garage equipment which 
included boring machines, lathes and grinders. 
Airmen mechanics were present to supervise and 
assist with advice. The charges for the use of this 
facility were nominal and necessary spares were 
available at discounted prices through an Omaha 
store. The natural appeal and small expense 
made it possible for our airmen to maintain 
cars reminiscent of Al Capone's era. 

A similar organization existed for woodworkers 
and hi-fl enthusiasts. 

It was very necessary to counteract the effects 
of frequent long periods with no air movements. 
Apart from away soccer matches, the Base 
Commander, Colonel William Campbell, very 
generously provided us with transportation for 
recreational visits. 

A tour of the Omaha World Herald newspaper 
was made at the invitation of the news editor 
who was frequently able to use information and 
pictures of well-known British service personalities 
who passed through Offutt. Of particular interest 
was the colour photography laboratory which 
was used for the Sunday magazine section. It 
was said to be the most advanced in the States. 
Certainly it produced some excellent work and 
made for a bright and very heavy Sunday paper. 

The most successful of these visits was the one 
made to the Omaha plant of the Falstaff Brewing 
Co. who make 'America's Premium Quality 
Beer.' Fifty tickets were provided for this tour 
and the R.A.F. members were reinforced by 
selected bar patrons from the officer and n.c.o. 
clubs. Two fascinating hours were passed in the 
inspection of the brewing and canning processes. 
Finally the party was given a magnificent cold 
supper and a short farewell from our uniformed 
conductor who concluded with his blessing: 
Attention was invited to the huge icebox over- 
flowing with 'the choicest product of the brewers' 
art.' An international drinking competition was 
unresolved but progressed to singing, and so 
merrily we rolled back to base. 

Omaha, ten miles north, is the nearest large 
city, with good stores, cinemas, shows and bars. 
There was no convenient bus service to link the 
base and city. This made the purchase of 'wheels' 
a necessity. I solved the commutation problem 
with a 1949 Buick, a vintage and make which 

was generally considered undesirable because 
of its heavy petrol consumption. I found the car 
after passing the gleaming, chromed ranks of 
new models and bought it for S95.00 from a 
salesman who despaired at my indifference to 
his 'have now, pay later' terms. In appearance it 
had no distinction, and although not ancient 
enough to be a relic it attracted amused looks 
when the 'beef State' plates of origin were seen 
on the New York Turnpike. However, it was 
equipped with a radio, heater and four good 
tyres and the only servicing needed in nine 
months was a puncture repair. I sold it for S25.00 
to an Elyria, Ohio, junk dealer. Fourteen miles 
per gallon could not be considered too expensive 
when gas was only 29 cents per U.S. gallon. 
After many thousands of miles in nearly every 
kind of American-built automobile I concluded 
that they offer more in terms of machinery for 
money than any kind of European popular car. 
Once the new compacts are recognized in the 
States the English manufacturers will certainly 
have to improve the quality of moderate-priced 
saloons to maintain their export market. 

Omaha is the largest city in Nebraska and for 
some hundreds of miles in each direction, with a population of slightly over 300,000. At this 
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number it ranks forty-first in the nation's great 
cities and has the standing of being 'All 
Am erican.' 

Geographically it is centrally placed at 
1,290 miles from New York, 1,692 miles from 
Miami and 1,690 from Los Angeles. The 
fir st permanent settlement dates from 1854, 
although early trading posts were in the region 
about 1820. The Mormons in their great trek 
west crossed the Missouri at Omaha. Since 1946 
it has made a substantial economic and industrial 
growth and thrives on the vast area of fertile 
crop land around it and the countless herds 
of cattle raised on outlying farms. 

The commercial district is dignified by taller, 
older buildings. Limited at one side by the river, 
it spreads to the west in a series of developments 
which are virtually self contained. The domi- 
nating feature of the city to the south is the 
stockyards, both in size and smell. This is the 
hub of the world's largest cattle market and 
the source of America's finest corn-fed steaks. 
Around it are the canning factories, slaughter- 
houses and similarly associated industries. 

Far from being a romantic setting for the not 
long departed paddleboats, the Missouri is 
a shallow, murky rush of water. However, the 
city enjoys the advantage of position and is 
well connected by river, road, rail and air 
carriers. 

Many of Omaha's inhabitants are of direct 
Czechoslovakian, German, Italian, Swedish, 
Danish, Polish and Lithuanian extraction. 
There are many churches and social clubs 
supported by these communities. 

An unusual charitable organization has played 
a prominent part in civic affairs for many years. 
Called Ak Sar Ben, it is run on a commercial 
basis and exists to help every kind of deserving 
cause by providing entertainment, sport and 
recreation through its race-track, ice rink, and 
similar amenities. It encourages agricultural 
interests in its rodeo, holds livestock com- 
petitions and supports farmers with subsidies. 
With colourfu l and lavish ceremonial a King 
and Queen are crowned each year and for that 
time represent the mythical kingdom of Quivira 
which organizes the social activities of Ak Sar Ben. 

The only regular live entertainment was at 
the burlesque theatre, but evidence of the solid 
cultural interests in the city are the magnificent 
internationally recognized Joslyn Museum of 
Art, the Union Pacific Railroad Museum, which 
records the progress of the pioneers, and the 
amateur dramatic society's theatre, which has 
quite recently been erected and is considered 

to be the finest in the country. Travelling 
companies presented performances of Auntie 
Mame, My Fair Lady, and ballet. Ted Heath 
and Mantovani played there in 1959. 

The Mid-West has virtually no claim to any 
scenic attraction so I would like to describe the 
consistently spectacular sunsets which disappear 
each day in brilliant combinations of red, 
orange and yellow. With thunderclouds around 
they would throw in lurid, flickering green, 
greys and blues. 

The Nebraskan climate may be simply des- 
cribed as continental extreme, but to those living 
there it means constant summer temperatures of 
90°-100°, all-penetrating, blowing dust, ener- 
vating humidity and incredibly violent storms 
in which egg-sized hailstones are not un- 
common, In winter, snow lies from late November 
until the end of March, icy winds sweep down 
from the Canadian Arctic and temperatures go 
down to -20°. The servicing teams, wearing 
protective clothing, overcame these difficulties 
with great success. Only major tasks were 
undertaken in the hangars since space was 
always at a premium. 

The staunch Hastings, after three months at 
the Island, generally found night winter con- 
ditions unacceptable and after exposure would 
be found in pools of petrol, oil, and any liquid 
capable of escaping from a strained pipeline. 

It was often possible to take long leaves when 
the movements activity was slack, and it 
was often possible to combine these leave 
periods with communication flights which linked 
S.A.C.H.Q. with other bases. In this way, 
through the great kindness and help from our 
crews and operations staff, and with the ever- 
ready Buick, I travelled about 30,000 miles in 
the fifteen months I was in America. The one 
major city I wanted to visit and did not was 
New Orleans. [ had intended to see Miami, but 
after finding California so pleasant I spent three 
holidays there and dropped Florida from my 
objectives. 

Christmas of 1958 was spent in Colorado 
Springs after a 15-hour train journey across 
rolling, featureless prairie lands. I stayed with 
a friend at the Antlers Hotel. Off-season terms 
under the American Plan were $12.00 a night. 
The alternative European Plan includes meals. 
and so is considerably more expensive. 

Eighty years ago precious metal was extracted 
from the silver mines which abounded in the 
foothills of the Rockies. Today the main 
occupation seems to be the extraction of money 
from a ready stream of tourists. They come for 
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their health, for their pleasure, and to admire 
the natural beauty of the mountains which slope 
to the outer limits of the city. 

Although the city is of undistinguished style 
it is set in an area of unsurpassed attraction. 
The nearby Garden of the Gods is named from 
the varied rock formations and massive fantastic 
patterns in which they have been set. The cele- 
brated club of the same name could not have 
been more properly placed for the satisfaction 
of its members. 

The Air Academy lies a few miles north of 
Colorado Springs. It appears starkly modern 
against the mountain background. Built on 
a scale which matches the Rockies, it was most 
impressive but lacked appeal. After inspecting 
the sports facilities an Annapolis man remarked 
cynically that the aim was apparently to produce 
footballers. However, it represents a reassuring 
investment of American faith in the future of 
air power realized in the best American tradition. 
At the time of my visit some of the buildings were 
not completed, although cadets were in residence. 
1 expect I was one of the very first Old Cran- 
wellians to view it. 

San Francisco was easily the most impressive 
of all the cities I saw. The curving approach to 
the Golden Gates bridge, which is painted red, 

along the Sir Francis Drake boulevard gave 
a view across the whole bay. The setting sun in 
its last brilliance outlined the white and pastel 
crescent of buildings at the edge of the water. 
The island of Alcatraz was softened in its own 
shadow and there was no sign of the notorious 
currents which whirl past. 

On the six-lane highway it was possible to 
separate visitors from the native Californians. 
The first gazed in admiration, the rest drove with 
ruthless purpose at least 10 miles per hour faster 
than the speed limit. 

For a Sunday outing from Travis A.F.B., 
which lies on the plain near Sacramento, we 
passed between pastoral country as green as the 
Chilterns. Striking west we paused at a small 
dam and crossed the Napa valley, which is the 
principal vineyard of the United States. Typical 
of Mediterranean lands was the clear dryness 
of the air, the long-fronded palms and ordered 
rows of grapebushes. After a quick hamburger 
in a dusty one-street hamlet we headed into the 
coast mountains which barred us from the Pacific 
Ocean. The road twisted and climbed to the 
crest and gave a sight of jagged ridges coloured 
mauve, brown and shades of green in every 
direction. We descended quickly, and, seeing a 
lumber camp for the first time, I was disappointed 
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to find power tools in place of sturdy, check- 
shirted woodsmen wielding a cherished blade. 
Quite suddenly the sea was before us, grey and 
empty of ships. Fat sheep grazed on the slopes. 
Racing south we drove through shingled fishing 
villages and former Spanish settlements to reach 
our destination-the English-styled pub at 
Inverness. Here steak and kidney pudding was 
to be obtained but no concessions for the beer. 
It was iced and very acceptable. 

At the end of the jaunt we had covered 
600 miles in just over 15 hours and decided 
that California indeed has everything. 

All of my visits to the 'mile high' city of 
Denver, Colorado, were made through the 
generous offices of the U.S.A.F. The base ski 
club organized flights to Lowrie A.F.B. every 
three or four weeks in a 'Goony Bird' (Dakota). 
The crew were staff from S.A.C.H.Q. making 
up flying time, so the only expense was the 
return coach fare between Denver and the snow 
fields. Equipment was hired from one of the 
enterprises on the road. This was $5.00 for 
the use of skis, poles and boots from Friday 
to Sunday-all in excellent condition. Bed and 
breakfast at the lodge was plain but adequate 
and cost about S10.00 for two nights. The 
principal expense arose from the quaffing of 
Coor's Ale brewed from 'sparkling Rocky 
Mountain streams' at Adlofo, the only inn for 
miles. It was run by an old German who was 
a healthy example of the benefits derived from 
the pure mountain air and the comfort from the 
streams. 

Many of the slopes were controlled by the 
State Winter Park and had many tows and lifts, 
an ice rink and cafeterias. Military rates for tows 
were $1.50 per day. There were no sophisticated 
social diversions. Most skiers would arrive by 
car or special train, devote themselves 
energetically to the sport in the daylight hours, 
and depart at the closing of the slopes. 

On the way to Charleston I was entertained 
at Myrtle Beach, a T.A.C. Base, where I met 
Colonel Grabeski who holds the U.S.A.F. 
record for shot-down enemy aircraft.' By great 
chance Group Captain 'Johnnie' Johnson flew 
to Offutt by Victor a few months later. 

Charleston was a city of contrasts. The 
prosperous section was charmingly preserved 
with an air of Southern graciousness. The negro 
quarter was the most squalid shanty town that 
could possibly be imagined. It was here, for the 
only time, I saw signs which said 'coloured 
entrance.' South Carolina was the only State 
J visited which gave an impression of low living 

standards and general listlessness as opposed 
to the dynamic progress evident elsewhere. 

The eastern cities were older, the people more 
conservatively dressed and the accents clearer 
and harder. It was easy-for an Englishman to 
feel at home in the country lanes and small towns 
of parts settled by the original colonists. 

The older section of the town of Annapolis 
looked as it must have done 200 years ago. The 
setting of the Naval Academy was very appro- 
priate and its buildings had dignity, assurance 
and scale. Here I saw what were said to be the 
only captured British battle colours existing in 
the world. The entrance to the Bancroft Hall is 
flanked by ancient cannons which, by amusing 
tradition, fire when virtuous ladies pass between 
them. 

Washington is a young capital and in its 
youth has had the advantage of planning which 
gives it broad avenues and connected layout of 
buildings used in the administration of govern- 
ment. The city also has the greatest concentration 
of statues, monuments and memorials that any 
tourist could wish to gaze upon. Very surprisingly 
there is only one live theatre, but there is ample 
compensation in museums and galleries. The 
Smithsonian Institute was fascinating in its 
variety and the white marbled splendour of the 
National Gallery of Art truly magnificent. 

In July of 1959 I stayed with a friend at the 
Yale Club in New York. The air conditioning 
made the visit tolerable and the Club surround- 
ings were as English as one could ever hope to 
see in the States. This was true of the university 
in some ways. Unlike the popular conceptions 
of American colleges this one has ivy on its 
walls, has a bulldog mascot and one of the finest 
libraries in the world. In one afternoon im 
pressions could not be profound, but tradition 
seemed classically preserved in Mary's Tavern 
and progress apparent in the achievements of 
its students. 1t was touching and revealing to 
see the large number of Yalemen killed while 
serving with the R.F.C. or R.A.F. and 
commemorated in the war memorial. 

The city of New York is unique. I sailed on 
the Manhattan Island Ferry, saw the bottom 
part of the Empire State Building, had two drinks 
at the Stork Club, visited the American Stock 
Exchange on Wall Street, looked around Brook 
Bros., dined at Joe King's Rathskeller, browsed 
through the Metropolitan Museum of Art and 
viewed the glass-sided slab of the U.N. building. 
I thought Times Square, known as the 'Great 
White Way,' more spectacular than I had 
expected. As in London there was a great air 
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of haste and bustle in the city. The traffic was 
as dense but more controlled by the practice 
of making all streets one way and the use of 
great flyovers and underpasses. Once out of the 
city and through the sprawling suburbs there are 
peaceful country surroundings and some beautiful 
residential areas. The sharp contrast was 
emphasized by the view of the sun going down 
over Long Island Sound, scarcely rippling, with 
white sails making for harbour and swimmers 
idling on the sandy beach. All this only a short 
drive from the city. Harlem was like a Jiving 
guys and dolls show with negroes sprawling 
on the steps outside their doors, hanging from 
windows and lounging at the corners to find 
some relief from the stifling evening heat. 

With certain reservations it is apparent that 
the United States is a blueprint of the future 
social development of England. The affluent 
society became a reality there before the war 
and now continues to grow through sales 
stimulated by vast credit financing. It is unlikely 
that this country, depending upon successful 
exporting, could support this kind of a home 
market for a great number of years. It was very 
common to discover that people would work at 
two jobs to maintain an income to pay off hire 
purchase debts. There is a very real personal 
compulsion behind the energetic and progressive 
industrial expansion which makes the United 
States the most comfortable country on earth. 
However, I saw no sign of ruthless capitalism 
in the shape of starving poor. There are public 
welfare organizations which help the aged and 

unemployed. Most people contribute to medical 
insurance schemes, which, although expensive, 
are certainly an effective way of avoiding huge 
bills for surgery or treatment. By virtue of 
competition it seemed that patients were given 
value for their money in the shape of modern 
hospitals and good care. 

I have said little about the American people. 
This is deliberate and I left it because of my 
wish to counteract the misconceptions that many 
Englishmen hold after seeing a distortion of the 
United States in a film, or reading politically 
inspired propaganda in irresponsible newspapers. 
My conclusions are drawn with reference to the 
hundreds of people I met and spoke with or who 
offered me hospitality in the time I lived with 
them or travelled in their country. 

Every U.S.A.F. officer who had been stationed 
in England found pleasure in his recollections. 
This opinion contrasted with the general Jack of 
information that civilians had of this country. 
I found no adverse prejudice and was impressed 
by the sincere, friendly curiosity of people who 
questioned me about England. I was impressed 
by the understanding and unity of ordinary 
people in their determination to resist Com- 
munism. I liked the proud and confident 
patriotism that was frequently expressed and 
displayed. In particular I shall remember with 
affection the unfailing courtesy and welcome 
offered to a stranger by the inhabitants of 
Omaha. 

I set foot in nineteen states and hope some 
day to be able to visit the remaining thirty-one. 

E.H.W. 

Author mid Buick 
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i Commissioning List 
No. 78 ENTRY 

R. P. HALLAM, Senior Under Officer: The Sword 
of Honour; The R. S. May Memorial Prize; 
The Hicks Flying Trophy; The J. A. Chance 
Memorial Prize; Athletics (Captain, Full 
Colours); Rugby; Bible Study Group; 
Dancing; Film. 

P. G. PINNEY, Senior Under Officer: The Queen's 
Medal; The Abdy Gerrard Fellowes Memorial 
Prize; Cricket (1st XI); Boxing; Athletics 
<Full Colours); Cross-Country (Full Colours); 
Mountaineering; Potholing; Photography; 
Ski-ing. 

A. A. MACKAY, Senior Under Officer: The 
Philip Sassoon Memorial Prize; Victoria 
League Award; Rugby (1st XV, Full Colours, 
Vice-Captain); Cricket (1st XI, Full Colours, 
Vice-Captain); Boxing; Ski-ing. 

W. J. WRATTEN, Senior Under Officer: Rugby 
(Full Colours); Athletics (Full Colours, 
Secretary); Choral; Ski-ing ; Film. 

R. M. BAYNE, Under Officer: Rugby (Full 
Colours, 1st XV, Captain); Golf (Ist VI, 
C~ptain); Chess; Music; Mountaineering; 
Film. 

P. F. A. CANNING, Under Officer: Hockey 
(1st XI, Full Colours); Cricket (2nd XI); 
Motor Club; Film. 

E. R. Cox, Under Officer: Navigation Prize; 
Rugby (2nd XV): Soccer (I st XI); Athletics; 
Choir; Choral Society; Motor Club; Radio. 

G. H. GLASGOW, Under Officer: Soccer (1st 
XI, Full Colours); Cricket; Golf; Motor Club; 
Film; Sailing. 

N. C. V. IRELAND, Under Officer: Arnold 
Barlow Award; Modern Pentathlon (Captain); 
Motor Club; Riding; Film. 

D. E. LEPPARD, Under Officer: Dickson Trophy 
and Michael Hill Memorial Prize; Soccer 
(1st XI, Vice-Captain, Full Colours); Cricket 
(2nd XI); Motor Club; Geographical; History; 
Film. 

M. H. WILSON, Under Officer: Commonwealth 
and War Studies Prize; Royal New Zealand 
Air Force Trophy; Rugby (2nd XV); Motor; 
Aeromodelling; Film. 

R. W. A. WOODHEAD, Under Officer: Fencing 
(Secretary, Vice-Captain, Colours); Geo- 
graphical and Historical; Film. 

C. S. M. ANDERSON, Senior Flight Cadet: 
Sailing Team (Ocean Racing); Motor Club 
(President); Sailing Club (Captain); Gliding; 
Dramatic; Film. 

C. C. BLOMFIELD, Senior Flight Cadet: Swim- 
ming (1st team); Motor; Sub-Aqua; Ski-ing. 

W. G. CHAPMAN, Senior Flight Cadet: Cross- 
Country (Captain, Full Colours); Athletics; 
Golf; Rugby (2nd XV); Photographic; Sub- 
Aqua; Film. 

R. A. K. CRABTREE, Senior Flight Cadet: 
R.U.S.I. Award; Rugby (3rd XV); Radio; 
Music; Potholing; Film. 

G. C. CRUMBIE, Senior Flight Cadet: R. M. 
Groves Memorial Prize and Kinkead Trophy; 
Hockey (1st XI, Full Colours, Vice-Captain); 
Athletics; Sub-Aqua; Film. 

T. CUMBERLAND, Senior Flight Cadet: Rugby 
(3rd XV); Sailing (Team); Choir; Ocean 
Sailing; Social Secretary; Film. 

E. L. GOTHARD, Senior Flight Cadet: Soccer 
(Ist and 2nd Xis); Cricket (Full Colours 
1st XI); Rugby (1st and 2nd XVs); Th; 
Journal (Assistant Editor); Motor; Bridge; 
Film. 

P. J. GooDMAN, Senior Flight Cadet: (Rugby, 
1st XV); Sub-Aqua; Dramatic· Choral· 
Jazz; Social Secretary; Motor; Film. ' 

J. H. LAMING, Senior Flight Cadet: Soccer 
(I st XI); Athletics (Colours); Golf; Chess; 
Music; Photography; Dancing; Film. 

R. H. LLOYD, Senior Flight Cadet: Rugby 
(Jst XV, Colours); Athletics; Potholing; 
Chess_; Motor; Mountaineering; Gliding; 
Dancing ; Film. 

I. E. D. MoNTGOMERIE, Senior Flight Cadet: 
Rugby (2nd XV); Cross-Country (2nd); 
Motor; Gliding; Film. 

P. A. NELSON, Senior Flight Cadet: Shooting 
Ost VIII); Aeromodelling; Motor; Potholing· 
Film; Field Shooting. ' 

B. J. NORRIS, Senior Flight Cadet: Cricket 
(1st XI, Captain); Rugby; Squash; Film; 
Motor. 

A. R. OLIVER, Senior Flight Cadet: Tennis 
(1st VI and Captain, 2nd VI); Rugby (lst XV, 
Colours); Mountaineering; Potholing (Secre- 
tary); Historical and Geographical; Gliding; 
Photographic; Film; Motor; Dancing. 

J. R. OLIVER, Senior Flight Cadet: Rugby (1st 
XV, Colours); Tennis (2nd VI); Mountaineer- 
ing (Captain); Potholing; Gliding; Historical 
and Geographical; Film; Dancing; Music. 

K. C. QuIN, Senior Flight Cadet: Rugby (2nd 
XV); Film Society (Secretary); Motor; Gliding. 

J. F. RAESIDE, Senior Flight Cadet: Badminton 
(Captain, Colours); Boxing; Rugby; The 
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Journal (Editor); Fine Arts; Dancing (Secre- 
tary); Mountaineering; Film. 

A J. Ross, Senior Flight Cadet: Hockey (1st 
XI); Cricket (2nd XI); Choral; Music; 
Motor; Film. 

D. J. W. TAYLOR, Senior Flight Cadet: Rugby 
(2nd XV); Modern Pentathlon; Film; Photo- 
graphic; Sailing; Dramatic. 

M. C. WRIGHT, Senior Flight Cadet: Hockey 
(Captain, 2nd XI); Rugby (3rd XV); Dramatic 
Society (President); Sailing; Film. 

CADET WING LISTS 
PROMOTIONS 
No. 79 ENTRY 

'A' Squadron: Flight Cadet Senior Under Officer A. A. 
Headley. Flight Cadet Under Officers C. J. Adams, A. Fern. 

'B' Squadron: Flight Cadet Senior Under Officer R. G. S. 
~lade. Flight Cadet Under Officers C. R. Adams, R. Neal. 

'C' Squadron: Flight Cadet Senior Under Officer J. E. de G. 
Bromhead. Eight Cadet Under Officers M. J. Dunlop, R. E. 
Williams. 

'D' Squadron: Flight Cadet Senior Under Officer N. R. 
Hayward. Flight Cadet Under Officers D. J. Curry, R. G. Peters. 

No. 84 ENTRY 
'A' Squadron: M. R. Atkinson, Roundhay School, Leeds. 

J. A. Cheshire, Worksop College. T. D. Collier, Magdalen 
College School, Oxford. T. E. L. Jarron, Bell Baxter High School, 
Cupar, Fife. P. J. Morrison, Southern Grammar School for 
Boys, Portsmouth. I. Pervez, Pakistan Air Force. K. 0. N. Price, 
Loretto School. J. S. Robinson, Long Eaton Grammar School. 
G. J. Stedrnon, St Peter's School, Southbourne. 

'B' Squadron: D. Cousins, Prince Rupert's School, Wilhelms- 
haven, J. T. Craven, Maidstone Grammar School. R. J. T. 
Falkiner, St Columba's College, Dublin. G. R. Herring, Welling- 
ton College. J. P. S. Larbey, Cathedral School, Wells, Somerset. 
T. F. Lodge, \Vestminster School. J. E. Rooum, Woodhouse 
Grove School, Apperley .Bridge. F. Sultan, Pakistan Air Force. 
C. J. Wemyss, Fraserburgh Academy. M. R. Yule, Chard School, 
Somerset. 

'C' Squadron: J. C. Ball, Sandown Grammar School, 1.0.W. 
M. B. M. Canavan, Stowe School. D. L. T. Earl, Lancing 
College. S. C. D. N. Francis, Ottershaw School, Surrey. 
A. P. Galea, Lyceum, Hamrun, Malta, M. J. Hughes, St John's 
School, Leatherhead. A. G. Mahon, Andover Grammar School. 
W. Samuel, Dalziel High School, Motherwell. T. P. Stockley, 
Stourfield County Secondary, Bournemouth, No. 1 Radio 
School, Locking. 

'D' Squadron: S. R. Chew, Berkhamsted. J. F. Fisher, St 
Paul's School, London, W.14. D. J. Holliday, Northgate 
Grammar School, Ipswich. S. P. Hughes, Campbell College, 
Belfast. D. H. Jackson, Westcliffe High School for Boys. K. R. F. 
Lamb, Royal New Zealand Air Force. R. L. Lilley, Dcnstone 
College. J. T. J. McLean, Royal Hospital School, Holbrook, 
Ipswich. C. J. Slack, Aylesbury Grammar School. R. Wallis, 
Solihull School. 

THE DAY 

Let us dream of the simple things, 
That make this life so gay, 
In a world that's tossed in tumult 
And all is drowned by the way. 
Circumstance weaves a crazy pattern 
Above and around our heads; 
So Jet us seek the simple things 
That make this life so gay. 
Think now of the cool, stark dawn 
And the warm, calm of eventide. 
These are the times of greatness, 
When all is soft and stilled. 
Heaven, God and Earth are near, 
Yet, no one speaks or makes a sound 
That will break this magic spell, 

All is held, high in suspense. 
Time for a moment hangs in space; 
Life is still and breath is held, 
As everyone's spellbound by the might 
Of Nature showing herself at her best. 
Tiredness rolls away from the limbs, 
As life's blanket is spread over all. 
All creatures are refreshed with life 
As one more day they set out to live. 
Now look at the eve of the passing day, 
Another page of life is filled. 
Life's wheel has taken one more turn, 
That will wind up life's bucket 
From the depths of the human well, 
To the ethereal plains above this Earth. 

At the Service of Thanksgiving, held on 5th February 1961, for the 4lstAnniversary 
of the founding of the Royal Air Force College, the foundations of the new Church 
of St Michael and All Angels were blessed by the Reverend W. E. G. Payton, M.A., 
Assistant Chaplain-in-Chief, Flying Training Command. 
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Flight Cadet Mighall and Flying OJJicer Jones in a scene from A Touch of the Sun 



Life Assurance 

ITS FUNCTION. The main function of Life Assurance is the protection of present or prospective 
dependants against hardship resulting from your premature death and provision for yourself and them 
in later years if you survive normally. 

INVESTMENT. Life Assurance, especially Endowment Assurance, is, however, also the best possible 
long-term investment, because the money is invested wisely, and partly in "growth equities," by the 
Life Assurance Companies and because it is the only form of investment subsidised by the Government. 
The subsidy consists of Income Tax Allowance on two-fifths of Premiums. For those liable to Tax 
at 7s. 9d. in the £ this means 15 · 5 %- Thus, a net outlay of £84 10s. 0d. a year provides a premium of 
£100 a year, which is 18 · 34 % increase. 

WHEN TO START. The advantages of starting at the earliest date, to the extent which you feel 
you can afford, are: Lower Premiums because the load is spread over more years; More years in which 
the Sum Assured grows by the addition of Bonuses; Acceptance without extra Premiums on account 
of ill-health or postings to danger areas (Note-Once a Policy is in force, subsequent ill-health or 
postings do NOT affect it); and the factor of "Compulsory Saving" which prevents money being 
frittered away. 

SELECTION. There is a deal of difference between Companies and between various types of Policy. 
Therefore, do NOT deal direct with any Company or its Representatives. You need the unbiased advice 
of a Broker specialising in Service problems. I offer this advice without fee or obligation. I am not tied 
to any Company, and select the most favourable for each type of risk. 

INFORMATION REQUIRED. May I suggest you should let me know your date of birth, whether 
married or single, dates of birth and sexes of children, rates of pay and next increase, and how much 
you can afford in addition to any existing outlay. If you have any Policies in force, I recommend you 
to let me inspect them and tell you whether they are good value. In any case they may affect the type 
of new Policy you should consider. With this information, I can give you recommendations which 
you can accept or reject as you please. 

FLYING RISKS. For aircrew, extra Premiums are required, but the net cost is NOT greatly increased, 
because a large part of the extra cost is refunded by Air Ministry (or Admiralty or War Office for 
Royal Navy and Army). I always give full figures and explanations. 

RETIRED or RETIRING OFFICERS are advised to consult me m regard to House Purchase, 
Investment of Capital, and the advantages of commuting half Retired Pay. 

PARENTS are invited to enquire about a new Child's Deferred Policy, With Profits from the outset. 

GENERAL INSURANCES. We also arrange Kit, Motor, Winter Sports and all other Insurances 
in the best markets. 

Brigadier R. T. Williams (R. T. Williams Ltd.) 
2, Duke Street, Brighton 

Telephone Brighton 24081 /2 
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THE Matterhorn is an imposing sight at any 
time, but especially, they tell me, in the early 

morning. People who have seen the mountain 
shortly after dawn wax eloquent about its 
magnificence and beauty. However, when the 
party of two officers and seventeen flight cadets 
arrived at Zermatt on the 21st December last, 
they did not see the famous view at all, partly 
because it was snowing, partly because it was 
3 a.m. The hold-up, described as a bind, was 
caused by the failure of our chartered aircraft to 
turn up at Gatwick until eight hours after the 
expected time of departure. 

However, arrive we finally did, apparently 
bringing the snow with us. On arrival, the party 
was divided between the hotels National Bellevue 
and Graven. Later on in the morning, we did get 
to see the Matterhorn, as the day was clear and 
sunny. A frantic rush to the 'Glacier Sports' 
shop provided the necessary ski-ing equipment, 
and the more eager beavers headed off for the 
slopes. For some, it was the first time on skis-a 
hilarious and in a way annoying time. However, 
by persevering, some of the complete novices 
found that in a short time they could get the 
hang of standing up, at least. 

On the following morning the Ski School 
swung into action. Classes were formed, in- 
structors allocated, and things really got moving, 
though not always under complete control! The 
aces moved up to Gornegrat, to come down 

/ 

faster than the train goes up, while the beginners 
settled in on the nursery slopes, and J mean 
settled in! Ski-ing conditions were excellent to 
begin with, but as time went on, with no new 
snow, some very icy patches presented added 
hazards. 

Those that had skied before found that it took 
a couple of days to get back into the run of 
things, but it did not take too long. Zerrnatt has 
a lot of excellent ski runs marked out, and one 
cannot help improving, even without the constant 
call of the Skilehrer .... 'Skis parallel and 
togedder.' 

({((A) 
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After a day's energetic activity, various warped 
and shattered bodies would present themselves at 
an excellent establishment known as the 'Jug,' or 
more officially, the 'Walliserkanne mit Tea- 
room.' There one could sit and drink hot 
chocolate and eat the wonderful cakes, provided 
at retail price ... 'Mit Service!' One could 
dance if one so desired, or generally take part in 
what the Tat/er describes as 'Apres Ski' activity. 
After dinner there would be dances at various 
hotels, and in one excellent place, known as the 
'Bristol,' there was a bowling alley. The fact that 
this particular place sold the cheapest beer in 
town may have contributed to its popularity. 
None the less, one could spend a very enjoyable 
evening there, or perhaps go down to the 'Broken 
Ski,' or other notable meeting places. 

Christmas Eve in Switzerland is a very quiet 
time, with no dancing or revelry in the hotels. 
Perhaps this is as it should be. Many went to the 
English church at midnight for the service. 
Christmas Day was fine and clear, and even 
though there was no Ski School, most people 
went off for a bit of practice. However, two were 
seen to head for the curling rink, and in the 

~· 
\ 
~''.' 

excellent company of the captain of the Dundee 
Curling Club, enjoyed a quiet cut-throat game. 

Boxing Day saw a full turn-out on the slopes, 
again with many anxious shouts and resounding 
thuds. However, by this time, even the novices 
were becoming more sure of themselves, and 
therefore more dangerous ! Instructors such as 
Tony, who has been ski-ing for about 40 years 
and teaching for the last 30, gave us first class 
instruction. Some had their first taste of racing 
when the Ski Club of Great Britain held a down- 
hill race. There was one proviso ... No falls! 
Alas! 

By the time that the first week had passed, 
everyone had experienced the thrill that ski-ing 
provides. It is a very energetic sport, as we all 
found out, but is also exhilarating and most 
enjoyable. Most people work under the idea that 
if you do not fall down you are not trying, and 
pressed on regardless. We had a few minor 
accidents, and Dr Gentinetta's Clinic became 
quite popular. However, no serious damage was 
done, except to skis, of which a certain person 
broke two! 

New Year came along all too soon, and we 
found that at this time the Swiss really let their 
hair down. This is obviously their big celebration, 
and no second invitation was needed to join in. 
Midnight was welcomed with bells ringing, guns 
going off, and the wild yells of intoxicated sleigh 
drivers. Needless to say, not many went ski-ing 
on New Year's Day, but also because the snow 
was falling and at ten thousand feet up on the 
Gornegrat a regular blizzard was blowing. No 
one minded really, as we needed the snow. 

The 2nd was our last day, and at lunch- 
time a race was held. Skiers went off at intervals, 
complete with a Cape Canaveral count-down! 
In honour of our friend, the doctor, the race was 
called the 'Gentinetta Stakes.' The course was 
about two miles long, and was so cunningly 
chosen that in places you just had-to turn! The 

• ( Concluded on page 93) 
~. 
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MOUNI'~IN 

DURING the Xmas vacation, eight cadets 
spent a week in Glencoe, climbing some of 

the local 'giants.' This part of Scotland at this 
time of year probably provides the best snow and 
ice climbing in the British Isles, and it was our 
aim to gain as much experience as possible in 
these conditions in the time available. 
. The party left Cranwell at 1630 on New Year's 
Day, and had its first stop at 1631 to restart the 
Dormobile. This was our first indication that it 
was perhaps not going to be on its best form 
during the corning week. We drove through most 
of the night and free-wheeled into Scotland due 
to a Jack of fuel. This was a mistake, as that 
particular day was a Bank Holiday in Scotland. 
However, one of the party earned himself an 
'O.Q.' by somehow acquiring some. By mid- 
afternoon we were approaching the Glencoe 
Pass, and it was there that we had our first 
breathtaking view of the mountains. There was 
plenty of snow and we were eager to get to 
grips with them. 

Tuesday, 3rd Jan. 1961 
After an early breakfast we set off for the 

Clachaig Hotel (so soon?), which is the starting 
point for the climb onto the Aonach Eagach, the 
most famous ridge on the mainland of Scotland. 
The party was split into three ropes which were 
led by U.O. Fern, S.F.C. Pitchfork and F.C. 
Thompstone respectively. After one hour of 

steep scrambling we reached the snow-line and 
roped up. The three ropes then carried on 
independently and met on the ridge after a 
further hour of climbing. By 1300 hrs. we were 
on the main summit of the ridge, Sgor Nam 
Fiannaioh (3168), and then we began some most 
excellent climbing along the ridge. At 1400 hrs. 
we were on top of the second summit, a very 
fine snow cone, Stob Coire Leith (3080). After 
this peak the conditions became very tricky, with 
many iced rocks, and care had to be taken in the 
large cornices. The climbing was sufficiently 
difficult to be exhilarating but not too bad to 
be dangerous. By this time the first and second 
ropes were making good progress, but were 
getting too far ahead of the third. After a long 
wait to let them catch up, it became apparent 
that this rope would not get off the ridge in 
daylight, so it was decided to return by the route 
we already knew. The second rope made rapid 
progress and were off the mountain after spending 
seven hours on it. The first rope were off after 
eight hours. However, the third made slow 
progress and completed most of the ridge in 
darkness, getting off after nearly eleven hours on 
the mountain. This required careful and intelligent 
leading and Thompstone's feat was very 
commendable. 

Throughout the day the weather remained 
perfect and the views to the Bidean and Nevis 
groups were quite magnificent. 

'·. 
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Wednesday, 4th Jan. 1961 
During the previous evening we had been 

recommended to attempt an excellent ridge about 
four miles away called Bienn a Bheithir. The 
climb to the snow-line was very exhausting and 
uninteresting due to a great deal of undergrowth 
and loose rock. However, once on the snow-line 
the climbing became most enjoyable. The ridge 
was magnificent with steep corries on both sides. 
By 1200 hrs. we were on the subsidiary summit, 
Sgorr Bhan (3104), and from here to the main 
summit we climbed along the best snow ridge 
that we saw during our stay. After a further 
hour we stood on the summit, Sgorr Dhearg 
(3364), and sampled the breathtaking views, 
extending as they do from the open sea over the 
picturesque mountains of Morven and Argdour 
to the Nevis group in the north. To the east they 
extend to Loch Leven and the magnificent 
Glencoe mountains. 

We descended slowly, and half way down 
found a very good steep snow slope for glissading 
practice, falling and step cutting, on which we 
spent a very useful and instructive hour. The 
descent below the snow-line was as exhausting 
as the ascent and after nearly six hours we were 
off the mountain. 
Thursday, 5th Jan. 1961 

The weather on this day was very bad and 
climbing was impossible. A great deal of snow 

fell in the mountains and we were to become 
aware of this during the next day. 

We travelled to Fort William and the Nevis 
group but the weather there was hardly any 
better so we had to be content with a day in that 
seething metropolis of Fort William, where the 
only food you can buy is porridge and the only 
drink is whisky. 

Friday, 6th Jan. 1961 
The morning heralded fine, cold weather and 

we had an early start, since it was our intention 
to attempt the highest peak in the area. 

Once again we set off from Clachaig Hotel 
with Bidean Nam Bian (3766) as our goal. 
We started to follow a small icy stream and soon 
reached the snow-line, which gave us our first 
indication that there would be deep snow and 
heavy going ahead. At I, 750 ft. we forked left 
into the main corrie and, on aiming for the 
Central Gully, we encountered very deep snow. 
During most of the climb Fern was leading and 
had the mammoth task of starting the steps. The 
Central Gully was exceptionally steep; in most 
places the gradient was in excess of 70 deg. and 
care had to be taken. This 500 ft. gully took one 
hour to climb and at the top we had to break 
through the cornice, when the whole of Argyll- 
shire was thrust in front of us. We then climbed 
along the short ridge and by 1330 hrs. we were all 

Cornices on the Aonach Eagach 
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on the summit (3766). The wind was very cold 
and we soon moved off along the ridge and lost 
height rapidly, but it was regained just as quickly 
and we were soon on the summit of Stob Coire 
Sgrearnhach (3497), one of the secondary peaks. 
From here there were very steep ice and rock 
pitches to descend and considerable care had to 
be taken, particularly since there were large 
overhanging cornices on one side. At 1500 hrs. 
we were on the top of another secondary peak of 
the main massif, Bienn Fhada (3120). We then 
started to descend rapidly, directly down the side 
into the valley below. Most of the descent was 
done by means of glissading, and what had taken 
three hours to climb, took us about half an hour 
to descend. We then walked down the aptly 
named 'Hidden Valley' which is completely 
surrounded by the high mountains and this 
provided us with a fitting end to a superb day's 
climbing. By the time we were off the mountain 
we had been on it for six hours and the Jong walk 
back to the hotel convinced us that perhaps we 
were tired after all. 

Saturday, 7th Jan. 1961 

Since this was our last day of climbing, we 
were eager to attempt another 'big-un,' even if 
the weather was not too good. This proved 
to be the case, but six of us set off undaunted, 
without our leader (who had damaged his ankle 
the previous day), and our Sherpa, Chuah, who 
was busy taking photographs of the local district. 
We decided to attempt Stob Coire Nam Beith 
(3621), which would give us our second highest 
peak. 

The first part of the route was the same as the 
previous day, but at the snow-line we forked 
right and started to climb the corrie onto the 
ridge. Two of the more inexperienced cadets, 
Ward and Bowler, led on this trip and they made 
a very good job of it. More step-kicking was 
necessary and we eventually attained the ridge 
where we were met by an icy wind. The conditions 
on the ridge were by far the worst that we had 
met all week, and in a howling gale with strong 
snow flurries we eventually reached the summit, 
our eighth over 3,000 ft. during the visit. We 
immediately descended to the comparative 
shelter of the valley and after five hours we were 
off the mountain. 

As a result of the approaching bad weather it 
was decided to leave that night after a meal. At 
1800 hrs. we said good bye to the warden and his 
wife who had been superb during our stay. 

All that need be said about the return journey 
is that it was a nightmare. There were treacherous 
roads, a blizzard, and the slow but steady 
breakdown of the Dormobile. There was an 
enforced stop of four hours in Darlington during 
the early hours of Sunday morning, waiting for 
a garage to open to charge our very flat battery. 
After 24 hours we were back at Cranwell, very 
tired and hungry. 

We were very fortunate to obtain four climbing 
days out of a possible five. There was plenty of 
snow and initially the snow conditions were 
excellent. On the final two days the going was 
heavier, but conditions were still very good. 

The most pleasing aspect of the whole trip was 
the quick development and improvement of the 
more inexperienced members. They came along 
very well and gained much very valuable 
experience. Everyone agreed that the trip was 
most worthwhile and we are all eagerly awaiting 
our next major outing. 

ROUGH SHOOTING IN COUNTY CLARE 
(Continued from page opposite) 

The highlight of the visit was the shooting by 
this same Under Officer of a white-fronted goose 
at morning flight. He might as well have shot 
the albatross, for Nemesis followed and he was 
laid on a bed of sickness. The Irish milch cow 
was again called upon to calm the turmoil within. 

We were very sad to leave after such an 
enjoyable week. The hospitality had been 
wonderful and we were really quite ashamed of 
our surly, unobliging compatriots. We met them 
again at the border into Northern Ireland. The 
pro forma made its unwelcome appearance, or 
rather tiresome disappearance. Though we had 
a superfluity of papers of various authorities 
we were soon interned in a sand-bagged bastion 
of the Ulster Constabulary. Only lengthy 
pleading that we had an aeroplane to catch to 
take us away over the water finally secured 
our release. 
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ROUGH 
SHOOTING IN 

COUNTY CLARE 

A SODDEN sun had been shining wanly over 
the wintry Lincolnshire heathland for a 

whole two hours of the morning of the first day 
of the Christmas leave before your correspondent 
groped for his restoring anti-dyspeptic. Instead 
of a healing influence permeating to the remotest 
ganglion of his shattered frame, an insidious and 
unmistakable heaving turned to a convulsion 
within him. 

Cranwell training is sometimes absorbed, or 
rather the Directorate of Flight Safety's caution- 
ary tales and injunctions sometimes are. Was 
it not 'your duty to see that you are fit to fly'? 
Conscience was relieved on the flight over in 
one of the Navigation Squadron's more 
sophisticated delivery systems by the thought 
that though perhaps research had been made 
into the prone pilot, the prone passenger had 
been entirely neglected. Was it not also due 
homage to the Assistant Commandant designate, 
who had deigned to be a fellow traveller, to 
prostrate ourselves before him? 

A link-up with the advance party and the 
Dormobile was effected at Aldergrove, and we 
sped southwards into the Celtic interior. The 
diarist's internal insurrection was finally pacified 
some nine hours after its outbreak by the 
kindness of an Irish landlord at Granard. He 
was magnanimous enough to swallow his 
principles and instead of juice of hop, grape or 
rye, offered the more soothing variety from 
the cow. 

We arrived at our hotel in Ennis, instantly 
nicknamed 'Old Grind' for 'Old Ground.' To 
our astonishment we found that an airline crew 
were sleeping in our beds. Much is talked about 

making the Royal Air Force compare favourably 
with civil life. It would seem that recruiting 
would benefit if aircrew could have such talented 
crewmates as their civilian counterparts and 
comparable en route facilities. 

The next two days' shooting was had down on 
the flooded fields beside the Fergus Estuary. 
Golden Plover abounded, and we had some very 
exciting shooting as they flighted over the sea 
wall. That evening we were invited to join in 
a dance at the hotel. Your humble scribe always 
leapt at such opportunities to do his best to undo 
centuries of English injustice to the Irish. A noble 
Under Officer saw that the name of Cranwell and 
England stood high and was not abased in the 
Celtic revelry. Not content with hairy embellish- 
ment to his upper lip, he carried off the trophy 
for the hairiest legs. 

For the remainder of our stay we shot up in 
the hills. There was excellent duck shooting 
on the lakes, and in particular an abundance 
of what the gillie called 'pintail-wigeon,' which 
we know as scarp. We pursued those most elusive 
of birds, 'th' woodkhuk,' through gorse and 
bracken, and the sceeping, twisting, 'sneepes' 
over. virtually limitless bogs. Most fascin- 
ating of all was a woodcock flight in the 
gathering gloom. The birds flitted mysteriously 
through the shadows like avian wraiths. 

Early on there was a schism between those 
who preferred the thrill of a mobile campaign 
against snipe and those who favoured a more 
static one against duck. Your correspondent 
thought gormandize the inspiration of the duck 
faction, who doubtless showed the same logic 
as those who declared in the 'War Song of Dinas 
Vawr': 

'The mountain sheep are sweeter 
But the valley sheep are fatter, 

We therefore deemed it meeter 
To carry off the latter.' 

Of course we compromised, and as a result did 
not have a very impressive bag either of duck 
or snipe. 

We were not neglecting our social obligations 
-at least not all of us. One disgraceful evening 
all except the diarist slipped off to bed. He took 
on alone his self-imposed task at the Carpenters' 
Guild Ball in the hotel of furthering Anglo-Irish 
amity. Another evening saw the party at dinner 
at Shannon Airport. A challenge by an Under 
Officer to eat everything offered (and who can 
say nay to a U.O.?) led to the rash internal 
superimposition of chocolate biscuits on oysters. 
Intestinal rebellion broke out again that night. 

(Continued at foot of page opposite) 
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MOTOR CLUB 

'· 

Lincolnshire Ramblings 

On a pleasant Sunday afternoon some thirty 
motorists from Cranwell spent two hours learning 
a little about the County of Lincolnshire. The 
College Motor Club ran on this afternoon a most 
successful Treasure Hunt. The capable organiza- 
tion of Johnny Wood, Rodge Read, Jock 
Williamson 'Djihm' Nottingham and Colin 
Dixon ensured a smooth and pleasantly difficult 
run. 

The trial commenced with the question 'Why 
is Byards Leap so Named?' The answer had to 
be given vocally at the first checkpoint and this 
set the standard. A little straight navigation on 
some of the lesser known roads through small 
villages was intermixed with the collection of 
treasure and answers to clues. 

The Treasure lacked nothing in variety, some 
being:- 

One holly leaf. 
A sheet of toilet paper (not government 

property). 
One picture of Nottingham Castle. 
One bird's feather, 

while the clues were successfully disguised in 
verse:- 

We hope you arrive at this place O.K. 
To get taken by ambulance would ruin 

your day. 
A contractor is building a little bit more. 
What is his name? You've seen it before. 

This was, of course, Pumfrey on the Grantham 
Hospital. 

The hunt was successfully finished in the bar 
where a 'line' session developed among the pints. 
Six pounds in vouchers were distributed to the 
first three, Ian Nelson, Dick Mighall and Dave 
Crwys-Williarns. 

;.. 

SUB-AQUA SECTION 
The Sub-Aqua Section has apparently been 

dormant during this term as far as the practical 
side is concerned. Let me assure our supporters, 
however, that a great deal of work has been 
carried out in planning the future of the Section 
and that they may expect quite substantial 
changes in make-up very shortly. 

The main reason for the curtailment of our 
activities in the past has been lack of finances and 
hence lack of equipment, but it is hoped that this 
will very soon be rectified and that, by the time 
next Easter is upon us, we shall be in a position 

to challenge other Outdoor Sections on an 
equal basis as far as resources are concerned. 

At the moment our plans cover a visit to 
Malta at Easter, as well as the annual trip to the 
Channel Islands in the summer, and an expedition 
to a wreck off the Lincoln coast is also under 
consideration. In order to put these plans into 
effect, it is hoped to obtain a portable compressor 
and other essential pieces of equipment, as well 
as trebling the quantities of some of our existing 
meagre supplies. 

We are lucky indeed to have the continued 
support of Flying Officer Young, whose enthu- 
siasm and hard work have led to this encouraging 
outlook. 

ANGLING SOCIETY 
The Angling Society is now emerging as a 

separate entity from the Sub-Aqua club, into 
which it was assimilated a few years ago. It is 
still very much in the paper stage but it is hoped 
that new equipment will be purchased and a visit 
t0 Ireland or Norway will be made in the Easter 
vacation. 

CHORAL SOCIETY 
The rehearsals of the Choral Society have been 

directed towards the production of The Pirates 
of Penzance in April. Flight Lieutenant Clancy 
has taken over from Flight Lieutenant Galpin as 
guiding officer for the society. This year the cast 
is much stronger and many members are quite 
experienced in light opera. This bodes good for 
future productions. Added to this, support from 
the Junior Entries is very strong and indicates 
that the society, being one of those most strongly 
supported, will go from strength to strength. 
Perhaps in the future a production more ambi- 
tious and less stereotyped can be attempted. 

PHOTOGRAPHIC SOCIETY 
The Autumn term showed a revival of interest 

in colour and black and white photography. 
Colour photography had become increasingly 
popular at the College and a selection of colour 
slides contributed by cadets was shown to 
visiting representatives of the Sunday Times and 
a large audience of officers and cadets in October. 
The Annual College Societies Exhibition was 
held at the end of term and the society managed 
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to produce 23 exhibition prints. This term it is 
planned to equip a room as a portrait studio to 
give greater scope to cadets' photography. 

RADIO SECTION 

This term has shown a great increase in the 
number of radio sets built by members, ranging 
from an increasingly popular six transistor 
portable to many types of straight and superhet 
mains receivers. Equipment can be borrowed 
from the section for constructional work and 
kits can be obtained at reduced cost. 

The section has its own T.R.1153/54 trans- 
mitter-receiver and it is hoped that an amateur 
radio station will soon be in operation. 
Opportunities will then be available for members 
to obtain their own transmitting licences. 

DANCING SOCIETY 

This term has probably been the most successful 
since the society was restarted in 1959. There 
have been nine Friday evening meetings at which 
the average attendance has been 20. Once again 
most of our members have come from the 
Junior Mess. 

Much progress has been made since September, 
when we started with the basic steps in the 
Waltz, Quickstep, Foxtrot and Tango, so that 
most of our members are now quite confident in 
such complicated rnanceuvres as the 'weave' and 
'oversway.' Mr Highton, our instructor, has 
occasionally added light relief by introducing the 
cha-cha-cha and the samba. Much interest was 
aroused one evening when he introduced the 
'be-bop' turn in the madison-since then the 
dance has become very popular. 

The society is grateful to all the ladies of the 
Officers' Wives' Committee, and to Mr Highton's 
partners for all their valuable assistance during 
the term; without them the society could not 
carry on. 

The main object of the Society is to promote 
an interest in the game and to help members to 
improve their play. To this end meetings were 
held once a fortnight, culminating in a most 
entertaining match with an officers' wives' team 
of six pairs, led by Mm Spotswood. The guests 
triumphed over the cadets by quite a large margin, 
due perhaps to some very enterprising play by 
some of the hosts. The result of the return match 
should prove to be much closer. 

On behalf of all the players I would like to 
proffer a sincere 'thank you' to Flight Lieutenant 
Boyle for his guidance and support for the 
re-established Bridge Society. 

FINE ARTS SECTION 

During the Autumn term the Society 
continued to flourish, thanks mainly to the 
encouraging support received from members of 
83 Entry and also to the enthusiasm injected by 
some of the more senior members over more 
modern trends in painting. 

As will have been noted by all who viewed the 
Fine Arts section of the Societies Exhibition at 
the end of the term, Tachism has definitely come 
to stay and many remarkably, and sometimes 
alarmingly, good efforts were constructed. 
Examples of more 'normal' works were also 
included in the Exhibition and, as always, quite 
a number of posters were produced at the 
request of other societies and organizations. 

An innovation as far as the Society in recent 
years has been concerned, is the arrival into our 
fold of a sculptor. We await the results of his 
labour with great interest-after all, who can 
argue that a number of 'pieces' in the Henry 
Moore tradition would not greatly enhance the 
architectural beauty of the College if placed at 
suitable intervals around the Orange? 

Once again, Mr Foster has been the key to our 
success and we are grateful to him for his continu- 
ed aid and encouragement. Also, Mr Tanner has 
strong claims on our gratitude for his enthusiastic 
support as our guiding officer. 

BRIDGE SECTION 

After lapsing into obscurity for a short while 
the Bridge Society revived once again during the 
long evenings of the Autumn term. The excellent 
support at every meeting throughout the term 
was most encouraging. No. 80 Entry supplied 
most of the talent, although there are some very 
promising players in junior entries. 

ENGINEERING SECTION 

During the Autumn term the Engineering 
Section has further increased its equipment by 
adding a metalwork lathe, pillar drill, and a 
grinding set to the already wide selection of tools. 
Many hours have been spent in the section work- 
shop in Building 109, and a Go-Kart has been 
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built by a group of cadets under the guidance of 
Squadron Leader Cockshoot. 

In addition to indoor work the section has 
visited High Marnharri- Power Station.· This 
proved to be very interesting but there was 
.all too little time in one evening to comprehend 
the workings of such a massive concern. 

Next term it is hoped to arrange similar visits, 
and to undertake work as a section as well as 
individuals. For those who lack ideas the section 
provides a good selection of magazines which 
are both useful and interesting. 

PRINTING SECTION 
The Printing Section has completed its most 

successful term. Sixty-four jobs were completed, 
the numbers of each ranging from a dozen to 
some thousands. Much of the work has been 
undertaken for sections of the College and 
Station, thereby reducing their expenses 
considerably. 

The Section is now permanently situated in 
the rear of the Junior Mess in pleasant quarters. 
All the earnings are at present being used to 
purchase further equipment to make the section 
more efficient. It is a great pity that more cadets 
do not take part in this Society's interesting 
work. 

It is with regret that we say farewell to 
Squadron Leader Gilliatt, our guiding officer, 
who resurrected the Society and put it on a firm 
footing both in prestige and finance. We wish 
him the best of luck in his new posting. 

MUSIC SOCIETY 
The Autumn term was a particularly rewarding 

one for the College Music Society. 
Full advantage was taken of the concert 

season in Nottingham. Visits were made to five 
orchestral concerts, three operas, which were 
given by the Sadlers Wells company, and two 
recitals, one of Schubert lieder given by Benjamin 
Britten and Peter Pears, and the other by the 
inimitable Anna Russell. 

The numbers attending these visits were the 
highest for many terms. The biggest draw proved 
to be the superb concert given by the Hungarian 
State Symphony Orchestra which attracted 38 
customers. 

The scope of the Record Library was increased 
during the term by the addition of ten new 

records, mostly of work by less familiar composers 
to cater for the more inquisitive College music 
lovers. 

The Society provided a display of record 
sleeves for the end-of-term exhibition. 

At the end of term the Society also Jost its 
guiding officer when Squadron Leader M. M. J. 
Robinson was posted. Flight Lieutenant P. 
Oakley now shoulders the burden. 

DRAMATIC SECTION 
'A Touch of the Sun' 

by 
N. C. Hunter 

CAST 
Philip Lester, a schoolmaster ... CHRIS BooTH 
Mary Lester, his wife EsME LAUGHTON 
Robert Lester, his father ... CYRIL ADCOCK 
John Lester, his son RUSSELL WILLIAMS 
Caroline Lester, his daughter ... EILEEN CADE 
Denis Lester, his brother . . . MIKE O'RoURKE 
Margaret Lester, wife of Denis PAM JONES 
Sir Joseph Vandenhoven, friend of Margaret's 

DICK MIGHALL 
Gerald Harcourt, friend of Margaret's 

DA YE CRWYS-WILLIAMS 
Peter Hudson, a schoolboy... ... MIKE SHAW 

Directed and Produced by . . . MATT WRIGHT 

The three-act comedy, A Touch of the Sun by 
N. C. Hunter, was presented by the Dramatic 
Section on 5th and 6th December 1960. It is a 
play which provokes speculation, for the author 
seemed to be seeking not only to entertain but 
to point a moral. It is concerned with the reactions 
of a poor but devoted schoolmaster and his 
family to a brief interlude of luxury in the 
South of France and, to a lesser degree, with the 
attitudes of the schoolmaster and his wealthy 
brother to their bankrupt, philandering father. 
It was an ambitious venture for any amateur 
group of modest pretensions, and required 
sustained acting ability and a complete change of 
set in the second act. 

Much of the credit for its success was due to 
its director and producer, Matt Wright, and his 
enthusiastic band of backstage helpers. He 
contrived admirably to accommodate his players 
on our small stage, devised realistic sets (the work 
of Mike Dunlop), a rapid and ingenious change 
of set, and maintained the momentum of the 
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play, especially through a first act in which pace 
and interest could easily have flagged. It was 
a fitting conclusion to the skill, patience and 
determination which he has contributed to the 
Dramatic Section during the past three years. 

The central character, the schoolmaster Philip 
Lester, was played by Chris Booth with sincerity, 
authority and a degree of technical competence. 
We were conscious of the man's devotion to his 
profession, of his indifference to mundane 
pleasures, of his self-sacrificing altruism. It was 
not a fully rounded portrait, for his highminded- 
ness sometimes seemed unduly priggish, and 
he failed to kindle sufficient sympathy for his 
predicament when his wife and children suc- 
cumbed to the delights of affluence. His wife 
Mary was played by Esme Laughton, an experi- 
enced and accomplished actress, who gave a 
polished and convincing performance of the 
overburdened wife transformed by the glamour 
of the Riviera and by the attentions of a wealthy 
dilettante. 

Mike O'Rourke, as Philip Lester's brother 
Denis who has married a wealthy Canadian 
heiress worked very hard to present this 
ambi~ous and rather negative character vigo- 
rously; while Pam Jones, as his wife Margaret, 
brought to her part much charm, acting ability 
and a sustained Canadian accent. 

In the smaller parts, Dick Mighall surprised 
us and, we suspect, himself by his lively and 
uninhibited sketch of the self-made millionaire 
Sir Joseph Vandenhoven, and if he tended to 
overact he erred on the right side. Dave Crwys- 
Williams, as Gerald Harcourt the polished 
playboy who falls in Jove with Mary Lester, was 
greeted boisterously by the audience at every 
appearance, though possibly not entirely because 
of a convincing portrayal of the ardent lover. 

Cyril Adcock had the considerable task of 
playing the aging roue Robert Lester, father of 
Philip and Denis. He managed his voice and 
gestures admirably, although his make-up sug- 
gested prolonged exposure to wind, sun and the 
smuts of a recalcitrant Soyer stove. Russell 
Williams was suitably schoolboyish as John, 
the schoolmaster's son, and Eileen Cade, already 
sweet yet determined, had only to be her natural 
self in the role of Caroline, the daughter. This 
she did with gratifying aplomb. 

All in all, this was a very satisfying production, 
which showed that the Dramatic Section is 
capable of undertaking a serious play and of 
presenting it effectively, aided by the fortunate 
if fortuitous presence at Spitalgate of the ladies 
of the W.R.A.F., without whom, we may 

truly say, this performance would not have been 
possible. 

FILM SOCIETY 
The membership of the society stands higher 

than ever, with increased support from the 
officers. This is due to both the quality of the 
films and better publicity. For the fast time, each 
member and prospective member has been given 
a programme showing the performances for the 
term. We hope to continue this service. 

Attendance has been consistently good. The 
quality of visual and sound reproduction has 
improved. Our thanks are due for this to 
Mr Carolan, and for his occasional use of the 
larger projector for some of our shows. 

The system of membership Is working well, 
and finances are sound. This is partly due to the 
wide use of sponsored films of quality from 
Shell, B.P.F. and Sound Services. 

Two other rewarding innovations made this 
term: an exhibition of German Film Poster Art 
made available from the Federation of Film 
Societies was held during the week commencing 
14th November, and the sale of Film, the Film 
Society's magazine, had an encouraging response. 

BlANCHABD & SON 
M.G.I. 

Sleaford 
DELICATESSEN! FOOD SPECIALISTS! 

The local FORTNUM & MASON! 
CHINESE - INDIAN -AFRICAN 

and CONTINENTAL FOODS 
WINES and SPIRITS 

FULLERS and KUNZLE CAKES 
PRIME STILTON CHEESE 
and FRESH DAIRY CREAM 

BOTH WINNERS AT LAST YEAR'S DAIRY SHOW I 

FRIDAY DELIVERIES 

Telephone: 146 
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DART 

Pressurised civil or military jet-prop transports; 
56 passengers or 6½ tons of freight or combinations 
of both at 275-m.p.h. for 850 miles: operates from 
1000-yd. grass airstrips; built for long life and easy 
maintenance; penny-a-passenger-mile economy .. 

"This dropping zone was 
barely a backyard 

... attached to a little ring of huts perched right on top of a 
hill-completely surrounded by a bowl of 10,000 ft. mountains. 
A sharp turn had to be made immediately on passing the 
dropping zone to climb up out of the bowl. It felt as though 
we were brushing the treetops on the mountainside as we flew 
round in a 45 °-bank turn at ll O knots for a second run. 
However, the Herald coped .... " 

So ran the pilot's report of a supply-drop by Dart Herald 
in the Naga Hills of Assam. Such challenging tests have 
demonstrated the aircraft's versatility and strength during its 
see-it-in-action proving flights of nearly 200,000 miles around 
the world to 56 widely-differing countries. 

Heralds are built by Handley Page to fly; to fly strongly and 
safely with power to spare. They are making light work of some 
of the most difficult flying conditions and airstrips anywhere. 

Their fail-safe design, craftsmanship and Rolls-Royce Dart 
engines are guarantees of economy, versatility and safety. 

Now at Handley Page's factories around London, production 
is apace on a first batch of 25 Heralds for service with 
Jersey Airlines, Maritime Central Airways, British European 
Airways, North-South, Nordair and other operators. 

HANDLEY PAGE RADLEIT LONDON READING 
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RUGBY 
Having lost only four players with the passing out of 

No. 77 Entry the l st XV, under the captaincy of Bayne. 
looked forward hopefully to the new season. 

Indeed, with the help of Knocker training, the team 
were soon getting fit and into their stride in spite of 
several early injuries. Once again, because of the increased 
numbers of Rugby players, the College was able to field 
four teams, all of which acquitted themselves creditably, 
the 3rd and 4th XVs particularly. 

The 1st XV began the season well by beating Rosslyn 
Park and Blackheath 2nd XVs and drawing with London 
Scottish Extra Ist XV. This successful run against 
London teams came to a halt at Teddington, when the 
College lost 19-3 to the Harlequins Wanderers. 

Nevertheless all these matches served as valuable 
training, both for fitness and skill, for the inter-College 
matches yet to come. In spite of this, the results proved 
to be rather disappointing from a Cranwell point of 
view as it was only against Henlow that the team was 
able to establish its superiority. 

Aside from the inter-College games there were several 
other notable matches during the term. The most disap- 
pointing of these was the match against the Oxford 
Greyhounds when the College team was overrun by a 
much more powerful and skilful team to the tune of 32 
points to nil. However, against this defeat much credit 
must be given for the team's victories against the 
R.A.F. Officers XV, the Honourable Artillery Company 
and Royal Air Force Germany. This latter game served 
to provide a pleasant. finish to the term's rugby, as well 
as a pleasant, if brief, holiday. 

From the regular 1st XV players special mention must 
be made of Slade, McCarthy, Bayne and Parnaby, all 
of whom have made their presences felt by the oppositions 
in no uncertain form. At the end of the term colours 
were awarded to Oliver, A., Oliver, J., Lloyd, Parnaby, 
McCarthy and Stephens. The members of the Ist XV 
take this opportunity of thanking Wing Commander 
Harris and the other officers in charge of rugby teams 
for their efforts to improve rugby at the College. 

SUMMARY OF RESULTS 
Points 

Played Won Lost Drawn For Against 
l st XV ... 15 9 5 132 135 
2nd XV ... 12 7 4 I 87 204 
3rd XV ... 9 9 0 0 145 17 
4th XV ... 0 0 66 0 

R.A.F. College v. R.M.A. Sandhurst 
Even though this game could not be said to be a model 

of good rugby at least it contained an exciting exuberance 
which pervaded throughout. Sandhurst owe their 
victory in the main to the greater dash of the outsides, 
whose hard running gave the College backs much to 
think about. In the forwards it must be said that the 
College were superior at least in the first half. This was 
mainly due to the solid passing in the tight and the 
sterling efforts of McCarthy and Slade in the loose. 

In general, though, it was outside the scrum that 
Sandhurst gained superiority, penetrating the College 
defences time after time. Only Fisher at scrum-half and 
Mackay offered resistance. 

The first score came from Sandhurst after seven minutes 
when they broke from a loose maul, of which there were 
many, and slipped through several College players. This 
try was converted. After half-time the College had many 
opportunities for scoring from penalties but only one 
kick, by Blair-Hickman, brought them their sole three 
points. Sandhurst clinched matters later in the second 
half by scoring from a five-yard scrummage, a try which 
was converted. 

Altogether this was a very lively game, hard and fast 
in spite of several untidinesses; and because of their 
superiority behind the scrum Sandhurst deserved to win. 

R.A.F. College v. B.R.N.C. Dartmouth 
There were many thoughts as to the eventual outcome 

of this match but there was no doubt in the minds of the 
College team that Dartmouth were going to provide 
tough opposition. This proved 10 be so. 
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The first ten minutes of the game saw the teams 
fighting a fairly even battle, both forward and behind 
the scrum. After this initial effort, however, the College 
began to weaken, Dartmouth began to get on top and 
with a swift service to their backs forced the College to 
the defensive. 

From now on there was much hasty scrambling away 
by the College team and they rarely looked dangerous, 
moreover, the Dartmouth backs were splitting the 
College's defence relentlessly. 

At half-time Dartmouth led by 8-0, having scored 
one unconverted try and a goal. This score would most 
probably have been greater but for a wonderful game 
being played at full back by Parnaby who more than 
once saved probable tries. 

At the start of the second half once again the teams 
evened out rather as the College put everything into 
the attack. Once again, however, they weakened under the 
extra vigour and skill of this Dartmouth team. Only 
the College forwards seemed to be holding their own 
and even they could not stop a pushover try which 
Dartmouth achieved by their superior strength in the 
scrum, inspired, no doubt, by cries of 'ship!' from their 
shipmates. 

For the College, only one spark illuminated the gloom 
of the second half and that was a try scored by Mackay 
after an excellent run down the wing. Nevertheless, this 
did not serve as sufficient inspiration for the College 
and as the whistle went the score was I 8-3 to Dartmouth. 
The College had been defeated by a more powerful, 
more co-ordinated team. 

ASSOCIATION FOOTBALL 
The term's football can clearly be divided into two 

different phases separated by the half-term break. In the 
first six weeks, despite the vastly improved standard 
of play, only one match was won, though this was 
probably due in part to the usual succession of injuries 
(Leppard, Glasgow, Malhas and Rostron). However, in 
the latter half of the term only three were lost, and the 
team settled down to play some entertaining and more 
successful football. 

The arrival of 83 Entry in September provided us 
with five regular 1st XI players and a number in the 
2nd XI, all of whom have considerable ability. We have 
since lost Leppard and Glasgow, both of whom gave 

valuable service to College soccer, the former as secretary 
and then as vice-captain. 

It is difficult to single out individuals from a team 
that played as a combined body, but mention should 
be made of some. Terrett, the captain, was an inspiration 
and example to all the players, and a great asset to the 
defence, whilst Blake practically never missed in front 
of goal when .presented with the ball by either of his 
wingers or by Deakin, his industrious centre-forward. 
Surely his tally of 47 goals must be a College record. 
Shorrock's drive from wing half, and Priest, an un- 
recognizably improved player, at full back, added power 
to the defence. 

The 2nd XI had their most successful term for some 
seasons and lost only four matches. The team was well 
balanced, and played their matches with a lot of spirit. 
The loss of Gothard will be felt in the forward line, 
from where he always drove his forwards to give their 
maximum effort. 

Owing to the improved standard of soccer, and the 
increasing number of players, a 3rd XI has been intro- 
duced, and it is hoped that they will have regular 
fixtures by next season. The prospects for next season 
are bright for all teams, as we have two more Entries 
arriving and no players leaving before next December, 
and we are looking forward to even more success in 
our matches. 

Once again we should like to thank Squadron Leader 
Porter and Mr Simpson for their assistance, valuable 
advice and encouragement. 

Colours were awarded to Glasgow, Nicolle, Blake 
and Priest. 

In a recent issue of The Times reference was made to 
the College, thanking the team for the part they played in 
keeping association football interests alive in schools. 

College v. Sandhurst 
The Sandhurst-Cranwell soccer match was played 

much earlier in the term than is usual, and this, in 
retrospect, seemed unfortunate from two points of view. 
Firstly, the Cranwell side differed considerably in 
composition, confidence and team-work from the eleven 
who became the regular team later in the season. 
Secondly, the weather was most unkind, rain falling 
heavily throughout the game on a pitch already heavy 
and greasy. 



j 

The opening exchanges were fairly even, but soon 
Cranwell made enough chances to win the game in 
the first twenty minutes. On the left flank, Head seemed 
disinclined to cut in and shoot, and on the opposite side 
Bradford shot too hurriedly when well placed on two 
occasions. Sandhurst looked dangerous in breakaways, 
their line being extremely well led by a constructive 
centre forward. After a spell of pressure, it was he who 
made an opening for a goal from the left, after several 
Cranwell defenders had lost balance on the slippery 
turf. After a while Cranwell fought back, inspired in 
this period by Nicolle who worked tirelessly at right half, 
and who managed to score from close in before the 
interval. 

The second half was at first a repetition of the first, 
with Cranwell dominant but unable to score. Bradford 
was playing with much more confidence now, beating 
his man, shooting well and crossing the ball to the 
middle. The Sandhurst goalkeeper, who had at first 
looked insecure, was now playing a confident game and 
handled the greasy ball very well. Sandhurst again took 
the initiative and for twenty minutes were the better 
side, scoring twice in this period. One goal came from 
a fine shot from the inside right, the other went in off 
the post after goalkeeper Leppard had touched it with 
outstretched fingers. 

Cranwell reduced the lead with about ten minutes to 
play. Malhas, who had played intelligently throughout 
the game, scored with a left foot hook shot. Earlier 
a fine opportunity of scoring had been missed when an 
indirect free kick was put wide from about eight yards 
out. The final ten minutes saw constant pressure from 
Cranwell, but the Sandhurst goalkeeper held out, 
although the issue was in doubt to the final seconds. 

It was a weary and dispirited Cranwell side that left 
the field. Shorrock at right back had been the outstanding 
player on the field, though his constructive ability had 
been sadly missed at wing-half. Blake played hard and 
panicked the Sandhurst defence but failed to score, 
which is a rarity for him. Nicolle, as always, was the 
outstanding trier and Priest did well in his first game 
for the team at full back. 

In the conditions, both sides deserve congratulations 
for the energy and spirit displayed, and for providing 
the cold spectators with an exciting game. 

r 

College v. Dartmouth 
The game was played in very good conditions and 

produced for the Cranwell side some of the best football 
of the season. 

From the kick-off, Nicolle, at inside left, created an 
opening for his winger, but Sierwald shot wide. A minute 
later the same player had a right foot shot tipped round 
the post. More good scoring chances or half chances 
went begging, and the home side should have had 
a comfortable lead when Dartmouth took the lead. 
A fine shot from fifteen yards went just inside the angle 
of the goal, and goalkeeper Azzaro was deceived into 
believing it would go wide. Dartmouth played with more 
confidence now and exchanges were even. About 
fifteen minutes before half-time Deakin equalized when 
a rebound landed at his feet a few yards from goal. 
Within a minute Cranwell took the lead with a fine 
goal, Blake back-heading an accurate free kick from 
Shorrock, and these two players were rewarded for 
a practice move they had rehearsed all week. Blake 
scored again before the interval after the Dartmouth 
defence had failed to clear from a corner. 

Cranwell now settled down to play attractive, 
constructive football. They are capable of such play 
at all times, but so often seem unable to relax until 
they have a two-goal lead. In the second half they added 
six goals without reply, five coming from Blake and 
one from Deakin. All these goals followed moves which 
split the opponents' defence, and were team as much 
as individual goals, though Blake, as always, was relied 
on to round off these moves. In the later stages of the 
game, Dartmouth were virtually reduced to ten men 
through injury, though no player left the field. 

For Cranwell, Shorrock, Thomson and Blake 
combined most effectively on the right, and were well 
supported by the hard work of Nicolle, Deakin and 
Jenkins. The most encouraging feature of the game was 
the performance of Johnson at centre half, deputizing 
for the injured captain, Terreti; he did not make a single 
mistake and has subsequently been the most consistent 
player in the team. After this, the most convincing victory 
Cranwell has ever achieved against another Service 
college, we look forward with confidence to next year's 
games, especially as the same side should be available. 

SOCCER RESULTS 
1st XI 

Sheffield Falcons 
Lincolnsbire Constabulary 
King's Lynn Grammar School 
Scunthorpe Grammar School . 
St. Edmund's, Canterbury 
R.M.A. Sandhurst 
F.A. XI ... 
Repton School 
Carre's Grammar School 
Cleethorpe's Grammar School 
Grimsby Grammar School 
Nottingham University 
B.R.N.C. Dartmouth 
Leicester University 
Elizabeth College 
Lincoln City School 
King's Lynn Grammar School 
Bootham School 
Loughborough College 
Kimbolton School 

2-2 (d) 
2-5 (I) 
6-8 (I) 
1-2 (I) 
5-1 (w) 
2-3 (I) 
0-4 (I) 
1-4 (I) 
3-1 (w) 
8-2 (w) 
2-3 (I) 
8-2 (w) 
8-1 (w) 
2-5 (I) 
9-3 (w) 
5-1 (w) 
5-1 (w) 
0-1 (I) 
6-3 (w) 
7-4 (w) 
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2nd XI 
Louth Grammar School 
King's Lynn Grammar School 
Bourne Grammar School 
St. Edmund's, Canterbury 
Kimbolton School 
Repton School . 
Carre's Grammar School 
Cleethorpe's Grammar School 
Grimsby Grammar School 
Nottingham University 
Leicester University 
Lincoln City School 
Boston Grammar School 
King's Lynn Grammar School 
Clcethorpe's Grammar School 
Loughborough College 

3-3 (d} 
7-1 (w) 
3-0 (w) 

11-1 (w) 
3-2 (w) 
1-2 (I) 
3-0 (w} 
6-1 (w) 
3-1 (w) 
4-1 (w) 
2-3 (I} 
5-1 (w} 
1-2 (I) 
3-1 (w} 
1-5 (I) 
2-1 (w) 

FENCING 
Last term, fencing being a minor sport, there was only 

a certain amount of activity. The majority of time was 
spent training under the expert eye of Sergeant Williams 
in preparation for the 1961 season when the three 
inter-college matches are to be held. 

However, the College first team had five matches of 
which three were wins, and the second team had two 
matches which were both lost. 

On the 9th and 16th November, the inter-squadron 
fencing was held, which counted towards the Chimay 
Cup award. 'C' and 'D' Squadrons took the lion's share 
of the bouts, and in a very closely fought contest, 
'D' Squadron were the eventual winners. 

The final result was: 
'D' Squadron 30 victories 
'C' Squadron 23 victories 
'B' Squadron 11 victories 
'A' Squadron 8 victories 

We would like to welcome Major W. H. Atkins, R.A., 
who has taken over as officer-in-charge and to thank him 
for his energetic support of the sport. 

CROSS-COUNTRY 
Sandhurst 

This annual fixture was run at Sandhurst over a 
relatively short, fast course and apparently ideal for the 
home team who won overwhelmingly. 

The poor performance of the College team may be 
attributed to the fact that this was only the second 
fixture of the season and hard, down-to-earth training 
had only recently got under way. 

Dartmouth 
For the match against Dartmouth, which was run at 

home later in the term, the College team put up a much 
more creditable performance. 

Not put off by the fact that Dartmouth had beaten 
Sandhurst on the Dartmouth course, the College team 
set out to prove that this did not necessarily mean that 
Dartmouth had the better team. 

Unfortunately Dartmouth won by three points. 
It is worth noting, however, that if the first eight 

runners had counted as opposed to the first six, the 
result would have been a draw. 

General 
From the point of view of the cross-country team 

the Autumn term as a whole was not a particularly 
inspiring one. It got away to a bad start with the 
Sandhurst match and from then on seemed dogged by 
bad luck. One of the most attractive fixtures was 
cancelled mid-term, as were several others towards 
the end of term, the latter due to foot and mouth disease 
in the local area. This tended to lower the morale of the 
team,· causing two members to leave in order to play 
other sports. The lack of interest of other team members 
was evident by the poor turn-out for training sessions. 

It is to be hoped that this is only a passing phase 
and that new blood from the Junior Entry will arouse 
the enthusiasm of the rest of the team, and introduce 
a little competition into the selection of the first eight. 

The team was sorry to lose Senior Under Officer Pinney 
at the end of term and wish to thank him for his unfailing 
interest in the team, even at its darkest hour. 














































































































































































































































































































