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                                          The Bungalow at Middle Wallop, April 2005. 

                              
Now used as a parachute school training centre.  On the right is the view from the airfield boundary;  through the trees in 1940 would have been  

     609õs Spitfires. Did the pilots sit in front of this bungalow, waiting  to scramble? Did my parents actually live there? Please confirm! 

 

                                                   James Douglas Earnshaw, 1920 - 2007  

 

                      
     Jim on ladder polishes Hawker Hind cowling, with Tommy  Webb                     George Darley and Jim engage in some arm wrestling . Hendon,   

                                at Church Fenton in 1938                                                              Oct 1995 ð launch of 350 signed Wootton òBattle over Londonó prints                                                          

    

                
 Doc Bell, with possibly Dr Roy Starke, and Jim Earnshaw  at the                         Jim achieves his ambition ð opening speech at the 609 Memorial 

     609 Memorial Room  YAM, 1996. 616 Sq. Meteor is behind                             Room, July 1996, upon the acquisition of Spitfire replica PR-A                     

 

                     
       Jim Earnshaw, Yorkshire Air Museum Elvington, July 1996                                 Jennifer Dexter watches Jim receive a surprise birthday cake, 

                                                                                                                      Duxford  July 1998 
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EDITORIAL  
 

This is for anyone who used the Standing Order Form that Hugh Mulligan sent out in January, along with 

details of the yearôs events. It was the original, with the incorrect Association Bank Sort Code, in Harrogate. 

The account number was shown as 024333602, when it should have been 00243336. We think that everyone 

is now sorted, but, if not contact Rosemary Darley. Just one of those things ïsorry! 

 

Also, Jim Thompson did not, as I implied, smother Sq Ldr Hilary Vincent-Philpot with kisses, upon the 

occasion of his presenting the James Thompson Memorial Shield to her. Instead, he had a kiss bestowed 

upon him. Jim is a gentleman, and not a slavering sex maniacé 

 

I was a bit carried away in my acclamation on behalf of Maurice Voase. He never laid hands upon the 

Wright Flyer, other than to help dismantle it for onward transport, but he did recover the Avro 504. As Mark 

Twain said ñThe news of my demise is somewhat prematureò, and this also applies to fellow restorer Mike 

Wood, whom I had summarily written off. Mike is apparently helping to restore the Control Tower at former 

RAF Melbourne (10 Squadron Halifaxôs). Oh, and Maurice got one of four RAFA Presidential Certificates 

in 2002, not one of two in 2004. I was closeé. 

 

The Bungalow at Middle Wallop 

Legend has it that my parents lived in the Bungalow, just inside the airfieldôs mid-west boundary. Pilots 

would run through the garden hedge to the waiting Spitfires on the other side. Dougie Ward painted a picture 

of PR-A over the Bungalow, but no garden hedge, with tents and two Nissen huts behind and beside the 

building, and Spitfires out front. ó609 at Warô shows óDarleys Bungalowô, avowing that my parents lived 

there. Iôve now seen it, and itôs really tiny. I cannot believe that they lived there. No garden hedge survives. 

However, I have a photograph of a really big two story house, with Mum and the Adjutantôs wife sitting in 

the garden, captioned by my father as ñOur house at Middle Wallopò. Iôve driven around the area, and I 

think that it lies south of the Bungalow, on the SW side of the airfield, just outside the perimeter, with a 

hedge bordering the airfield. The pilots could have run through that. 

 

Well, where did my parents live? Iôve no idea! Was the Bungalow just used during the day for tea and R and 

R? This seems more likely. Being opposite the big house would have left the Spitfires too close to the other 

Squadron based in the SE corner of the airfield. And wrong for the prevailing wind, too. Any ideas out there 

please, or have I left this all too late? 

   

2007 Reunions                                 
   - June 30th, St Georges Hotel, Durham Tees Valley Airport. Informal dinner on 29th June. 

   - 15th September, Yorkshire Air Museum, Elvington, York. Contact Hugh Mulligan over these two. 

   - 8th October, The Yeadon Stoop, 11am onwards until closing time. Contact Victor Titherington or 

     Desmond Park over this one 

 

Cpl.Harold Henry Barnfield, 809160, Fitter 11E has surfaced, alive and very well, in Australia. He has 

spent ages on the phone to me, and has written lots of information about his life and times. He sends best 

wishes to his old friends who still remember him, and Iôll print all his news in the next issue. Welcome back, 

Sir! 

Obituaries 

 

With much regret I have to announce the passing of  809110 James Douglas Earnshaw, past Chairman of 

609 (WR) Squadron Association, and author of ó609 at War: a Photographic Recordô, and óThe WW11 Log 

Books of  Wing Commander R P Beamontô. Jim also self published óBelgian Pilots of 609, 1940-46ô; óYe 

Bookeô, Titch Cloves 1938-41 diary; óThe Diary of Bob Walling, July 1941 to September 1943ô; and Group 

Captain Alec Ingleôs Log Book. 

 

As I know that Jimôs birthday is on July 13th, and that he was 18 years old in August 1940, then he was born 

in 1920. He picked up an interest in gliding from his brother-in-law, Bert Harman. Bert held a PPL, and 

worked with Zephyr glider manufacturer Erik Addyman. Jim spent much spare time helping these two build 

the gliders, and went flying in them. Bert was also a founder member of 609 (WR) Squadron, and Jim joined 

C Flight on his 18th birthday as F11A Metal Rigger u/t. Apprenticed to Airwork Ltd at  



2. 

Barton, Ringway, in Lancashire, Jim was considering a move to 613 (based at Ringway), when he was called 

up full time with 609, on 2nd August 1939. They then moved to Catterick, swapping Hawker Hinds for 

Spitfire 1ôs.  

 

Auxiliary tradesmen were made NCOôs at the turn of the year, and many volunteered for aircrew, as Flight 

Engineers. After a winter at Drem, Jim was told that this act of volunteering had removed his right to stay, as 

an Auxiliary, with his local Squadron. He was thus posted away to 238 at Tangmere in Sussex, who flew the 

ill -fated Defiant two seat fighter, sole armament being behind the pilot, in a 4 gun power operated turret. 238 

re-equipped with Spitfires on 16
th
 May, but a month later were given Hurricanes, moving to Middle Wallop, 

with 609 of course, on 14
th
 August. Hence Jim met up with his old Squadron again. Barring a month in 

Cornwall, 238 remained at Middle Wallop until 30
th
 September. 

 

Jim had a spell with 1459 Flight, which was developing the Turbinelite Havocs; twin engined American 

bombers that had a mighty great searchlight stuck into the nose, in order to illuminate U-boats running on 

the surface at night. He went to 57 OTU in 1942, where he was attached to Ginger Laceyôs Spitfire, AR213. 

This is currently being rebuilt. He palled up with Sgt Screwball Buerling at that time. It seems that he was an 

instructor with the first USAAF Spitfire Squadron, formed in mid 1942, using Spitfire Vôs on a reverse lend-

lease arrangement in Europe. 

 

By 1944 Jim was with Mosquito X111-equipped 264 Squadron, arriving at A8 airfield in France on 10
th
 

August 1944, and then moving to B17 at Caen. He must have been dodging 609ôs Typhoons, flying out of 

B7 nearby. Come VE Day, Jim was in Germany, still with 264, and promptly helped found 84 Groupôs 

recreational gliding school in the Haartz Mountains. I was told that it was here that he met Allen Billam, 

Typhoon pilot with 609. At demob, Jim was ranked Sergeant. 

 

Jim worked at Avroôs factory at Yeadon, post war, then went to de Havilland at Broughton, English Electric 

in Lancashire (where he would have met ex-609 CO Bee Beamont, who was test pilot for the Company), and 

concluded his work career with VFW in Germany. 

 

Jim met his wife to be, Margaret, on a train pre-war. She was a fashion model, I gather, and went to work at 

the Avro factory early in the war. She and Jim were married in 1942. Their first born was due in August 

1944, and Margaret went into a nursing home for the event, knowing that Jim had been posted to France. Jim 

discovered Margaretôs condition on the very eve of 264ôs transfer to France, managed to hitch home, see 

Mum and baby, and then dash back to join the Squadron before it flew out.  Subsequently, they had three 

children, Mike, Deidre and Nick. 

                                                            éééééééééééé.. 

From David Darley: 

I first met Jim when hauling my Dad up to 609 reunions. He took over as Chairman of 609 (WR) Squadron 

Association around 1990, from memory, and set about funding the building of the 609 Memorial Room, 

finding a base at the Yorkshire Air Museum. 609 had lost their room in the Mess at Church Fenton when the 

base closed in 1990. My dates are from memory, and most of you have learned what thatôs like! Anyway, 

Jim raised the money, the rest of the team built the Room, and it was at this time that I met Jim. Blue Lada 

powered, taking prints to Pinkie, Dad, Sir Joe, everyone. Stephen Spencer was helping to sell them. Jim 

commissioned coasters for coffee mugs (never fitted any mug that weôve owned!) and anything that he could 

think of, to raise money. Heôd never give up. He always seemed so positive that a venture would succeed. 

Absolutely no room for self doubt in the man. 

 

I said to him after the Room had been opened, that ñyou are Mr. 609!ò Jimôs enthusiasm was infectious, and, 

whilst his aspirations might sometimes fall short of his targets, it wasnôt for lack of effort on his part. Dad 

claimed to his dying day that Jim had got him to sign 8,000 prints! It took a lot to make my old chap do 

something that he didnôt relish, so Jim certainly had a power about him. 

 

Jim hadnôt finished ï he wanted a Spitfire, and in my fatherôs correct letters and numbers. More fund raising, 

more signing, more deals, and eventually a lead of mine led to another firm, who could do us a deal, and the 

Spitfire duly appeared for the 1996 Reunion. At one time, there was a Meteor the other side of the Room, but 

it wasnôt ñoursò and didnôt stay too long.  
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Later on, Jim and I exchanged ñsetting the world to rightsò emails, and he helped me to get  to grips with 

these computer things. Wonderful ï should logically have been the other way round. He gave me the 

confidence to persevere, and was a great morale booster! 

 

I can sum Jim up, much as I can my father. A great Dad, single minded, forward thinking, innovative, 

irascible, bloody minded, quite impossible to tolerate at times, never lacking in self belief, never suffered 

fools gladly, give a job 100% effort, praised a good result from others, a great achiever, and passionate about 

609 (WR) Squadron. The prime differences were that my Dad never wore a hat quite like Jimôs (neither it 

seems did anyone else!), nor did he have a mane of white hair.  Jim gave 609 Squadron Association a new 

home, and a newsletter. Both are with us still. Quite a legacy.  

                                 

John Larder of the BoB Historical Society recalls that if he ever asked for help ñJim would always give 

110%ò 

 

From Jon Tan: 

I first met Jim at Duxford airfield, where he was relaxing under a sign emblazoned with the words ñ609 

Squadronò. He had a white sun-hat on pulled down quite tightly to his head, a pair of sunglasses perched on 

his nose, and seemingly a mane of white hair that stuck out from under floppy brim of the hat. He seemed an 

unlikely cornerstone and powerhouse of this almighty Squadronôs Association. When he learned of my 

connections with the Squadron (through my grandfatherôs service both at Biggin Hill in 1941, and with 123 

Wing during the liberation of Europe), he was keen to involve me, gave me his address, invited me to 

Harrogate. That was 1994.  

 

Jim was, and remains, an inspiration to me. He was a tenacious researcher and historian, always careful to 

get things right, to base accounts firmly in evidence, and to ótear strips offô those that were rather lazy with 

the memories and histories of the time. With those he considered similarly respectful of 609 Squadronôs 

history and its achievements, he was generous with his time and his encyclopaedic knowledge. His 

partnership with óBeeô Beamont was driving force behind many a milestone in the recording and honouring 

of the Squadron, and those that had made the ultimate sacrifice. When óBeeô passed away, Jim worked 

tirelessly to make certain that his contributions to British aviation were not forgotten.    

 

Most of all, I will remember Jim as a great óconnectorô, bringing so many people together, and enthusing 

them with his own sense of the significance of keeping these remembrances alive. We shared the same sense 

of history, the need to be honourable custodians of memories, the importance of educating for the future. 

 

I feel privileged to have known him, and consider him a friend. I will miss him dearly, 

                                        

 

From Mark Crame: 

My involvement started with the launch of Doc Bells book - I contacted Jim to take some pictures. Then I 

did an article that went in Aeroplane (very condensed, and from the first draft, so errors included). Then he 

asked me if I knew somewhere that could print from individual negatives, for a book project - knowing that I 

ran a photo lab. Hence we started on 609 at War - which had been on the backburner for many, many years. 

So I scanned, retouched and otherwise played with over 800 photographs, getting them looking OK again. 

This took a year, at 5/6 hours a day. Then I began to digitise bits and pieces that he sent down to me, and 

published them on the web (incorporated with what I had researched as well). Then we did the Bee book. 

Almost daily email contact, always a highpoint. Might be praise, worries, general stuff, or a kick up the arse.  

 

Generational gaps ï ha-ha! - sometimes led to differences. One criticism was about my being too young to 

know anything, etc. This I countered by pointing out that I was ten years older than Bee, when he was CO - 

no comment! A privilege to know and work with Jim in those few last years. 

 

 I have lost a friend that I was both fortunate and pleased to have had. 
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From Stephen Spencer: 

I first met Jim Earnshaw 13 years ago, when he asked me about purchasing Robert Taylor's excellent 

Typhoon Attack print, depicting 'Bees' Typhoon leading an attack against German 'E' boats.   I went around 

to his house, and was invited into the 'office'.  For me it was a memorable experience. 

  

Jim's energy always impressed me, I always though he was a 'human dynamo', and I dearly hope I will be as 

fit when I (hopefully) get to my 80s.  In recent years, I wasn't able to pop around and see Jim as often as Iôd 

like, but, thanks to Jim's grasp of technology, we were able to keep in touch via e-mail.    

  

My memories of Jim will always be of a proud *'Tyke with his long hair, the 'Russian Wheelbarrow', (his 

Lada car ï Ed) and his legacy of great stories. Also, his fantastic archive, which has produced two fine 

books, which will prove to be invaluable to future historians, and the twinkle in his eye, when he had another 

avenue to explore for furthering 609ôs cause.   I especially liked his opinions of our political masters, often 

amusing and rarely flattering to the MP concerned.  But, my most enduring memory will be of sitting in the 

office, drinking coffee bought up stairs by Jim's lovely wife Margaret, and hearing him re-counting tales of 

his experiences in 609 and beyond:  

  

 - from gliding in the fields around Harrogate (with the aid of a human assisted cable launch),  

 -to taxiing Spitfires back to dispersal at high speed (being tempted to haul back the stick on at least one  

     occasion), when a pilot had had to leave his aircraft on the airfield,  

- how he knew 'Ginger' Lacey and George 'Screwball' Buerling, 

- hearing tales of hunting on Herman Goering's estate after the liberation of Europe.    

  

Regrettably, I can never meet anyone who took part in the Battles of Hastings (although we lost that one), 

Trafalgar and Waterloo.  But, in my life I have been incredibly fortunate to be able to hear first hand about 

both World Wars from men like, Jim, Bee, 'George', Pinkie, and my grandfather; the world is a poorer place 

for their passing.  In fact that generation has been through and experienced one of the most fascinating 

periods in history. 

  

In closing, I saw a sign in a cobblers shop in Wetherby owned by an Arnhem veteran. It said óParatroopers 

never die, they go to Hell and regroup'. Well, I am sure Jim, Bee, 'George', Pinkie and the rest are regrouping 

in the 609 dispersal hut somewhere in the heavens.    

 

Tally Ho, Jim! 

  

*From where I come from ï Sheffield - a Tyke was a cutler's assistant/runner.  Although I am sure there are 

other variations from around all three **Ridings (**from the Danish word for third) of Gods own County, 

Yorkshire. 

                                       

From Squadron Leader Brian Waite: 

 

ñWe Met when We were Always Youngò 

 

Seven years ago, 609 (WR) Squadron were reformed, and along came Jim to the Parade, plus his 

enthusiasm, his long flowing hair, his knowledge, and yes ï the occasional telling me óhow to do itô. 

 

He encompassed us, making sure that we remembered the past, and we, in turn, encompassed him, by asking 

him to present the Passing Out Certificates to Basic Recruit Course Graduates. His subsequent speeches 

often led to very late lunches! One of his proudest moments was to formally open the Squadron Bar ï The 

Goats Head ï along with 609ôs then Honorary Air Commodore, Sandy Hunter. 

 

Where did Jimôs enthusiasm for 609 come from? His brother-in-law, Bert, was already a volunteer at RAF 

Yeadon, and Jim was able to combine this interest with his other passion, gliding. David has covered his 

wartime career above, but I remember a good story that he told me, concerning the time they arrived in 

Holland in 1944. One of the Squadronôs very junior Officerôs had done something to niggle  
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Unveiling of 609 Memorial Bench, Capel le Ferne,      AVM Sandy Hunter, Jim, Brian      David Williams, Carolyne Grace and Jim Earnshaw  at  

Dover,1997 . Maurice Voase, site creator Geoffrey     Waite at opening of The Goats         launch of Doc Bellõs book òTo Live Amongst Herosó,                                                                                                                               

Page John Bisbee and Jim, with 609 Honour Guard             Head, Leeming, 2003                                         Duxford, July 2001 

 

                      
   Jim, with hand on shoulder of great friend Bee Beamont,                 Mark Crame, then OC 609 S/L Brian Waite, with Jim, winding down 

Jennifer Dexter, Paul Libbrecht and Cheval Lallemant behind                      after a successful launch and signing of Doc Bellõs book 

                                  Duxford July 2001                                                                                                         Duxford July 2001 

 

          
    Duxford, July 2003. Jim combined the launch of his superb book ò609 at Waró ð a photographic record ð with the presentation of  a 

posthumous  Croix  de Guerre (Belg),  by General Mike Donnet, to Bee Beamonts daughters. Margaret and Jim enjoy the sun, and the Flying   

                                                                       Legends Air Display, and reflect upon a job well done. 

 



        
 

                               
 

                       
       Drem, winter 1939. It looks cold! Jack Lister his kneeling, front row, right under the pole in the background. I reckon that itõs Jim  

Earnshaw, with Margaretõs lovingly knitted wooly scarf, in the middle of the second row. With forage cap, left of Jim, is Harold Barnfield, alive  

                                                                         and well, and in Australia. More of him in the next issue.  

ʻ Ruth Lister, flanked by nephew Malcolm Vardy                             6. 

     and two friends,  at a windy Leeming Reunion, July 2005    

 

Jack Lister was 609õs photographer from 1939 -41, and his copy of 

the Drem 1939 Christmas Menu has some interesting  names. (Sgt) 

Olaf Priestley, T Durman, B Walker, Geoff Capes , J Linfran?,  Denis 

Hitchcock, C Smith, C R Brown, F C Namion, Lewis A Sullieilavos??, 

E Pratt, Jack Jacks, S Exley, (Sgt) E Binks, A Bradford, W L òBilló 

Crowther, Donald Harwood?, Arthur  W òBilló Smith, L Lindley, Les 

Hancock, C R òPudó Crowther, R G Beckett, N Bickers, J B Hollis?, 

Horrington??, N Herrington, D Bray and J W Holmes. Thatõs the best 

that I can do ð anyone out there know better, please? All from ôCõ 

Flight, I suspect. 

ʺ 
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Jim, so he used his position of influence with the MT Section, to ensure that said Officerôs transport was 

despatched to entirely the wrong place, to the latterôs considerable inconvenience. 

 

Once back home in his beloved Yorkshire, Jim followed that incomparable 609 stalwart, Darkie Hanson, 

into the Chairmanship of the Association. He worked tirelessly to build up the Membership, and was the 

inspiration for the 609 (WR) Squadron Memorial Room at the Yorkshire Air Museum at Elvington. 

 

Jimôs knowledge of 609 was unsurpassed, and his study was an inner sanctum that took command of his 

latter years. This kept the loyal Margaret fit, as she pounded the stairs, carrying him endless cups of tea! He 

created ó609 at Warô with Mark Crame, his buddy in recent years, although Mark wished that Jim wouldnôt 

use a ruler to work out the required spacings on his computer! 

 

So Jim, from 609: thanks for the memories! Maybe you were a cantankerous old devil at times, but you were 

nevertheless a most genuine man, and a 609-er through and through.  

 

Tally Ho! 

                                 ééééééééééééééééééééé.. 

 

Jimôs family held a Service of Funeral and Thanksgiving for his life on 6th March 2007, at St.Andrewsôs 

Church, Starbeck, Harrogate. 809000 Jim Thompson and 809036 Danby Barber led the 609 representatives, 

in the company of Alfie Hall, Al Parkes, Brian Waite (who gave the Tribute, summarised above), Tom Kerr 

and son Alastair, Jon Tan, Stephen Spencer, Mark Crame, and me. The Service was conducted in splendid 

style by one of the most jovial of men, the Revôd Francis Wainaina. I took notes during his address, which I 

feel gives a fitting summary of Jimôs life. 

 

ñI too remember Jim for his long flowing hair; he was quite a character! We are sons of our memories, and 

these keep you in touch with the present. We have lost someone very special. 

 

In our local streets, life was once so much easier and better. Mum would always be certain that someone 

would be looking after her children as they played in the streets. The problem was that she would also very 

soon learn about any of their misdemeanours! 

 

Jim was a Starbeck man through and through. He and Margaret were married for 65 years, so her loss is the 

greatest. Although this is the end of his wonderful and adventurous life, for Margaret, life must go on. These 

memories will be there when she is alone, and will comfort her. To Mike, Deidre and Nick, their children, 

they have lost not just a father, but a friend and a guardian. 

 

May you all remember: donôt be solemn, but remember his character ï cantankerous, humorous, not perfect, 

but human. Rejoice ï remember him as once being very young, and having lived life to the full. He even 

mastered the computer, at an age when most would never try. He just kept up with life.  

 

Give thanks for a great man, for he has touched all of us, as a fellow human beingò 

 

                                                 éééééééééééééééé. 

 

Very sadly, I came to hear of the death of Ruth Lister,  via her nephew Malcolm Vardy . Ruth was the 

widow of 609 photographer Jack Lister, who died some four years ago now. She was a lovely lady, and 

came to at least two Summer Reunions with Malcolm and two friends. I managed to send cards to her on the 

anniversary of Jackôs death, and am looking at the last letter that I received from her. In it she said how sorry 

she was to hear of Tommy Watsonôs death, who was a good friend of the Listers. She had hoped to get to 

Middleton-St-George last summer, or at least Elvington in September, for, as she said ñI would be very sorry 

to miss that whiskery kiss!ò Sadly, she didnôt make it, so missed my whiskers. 

 

Malcolm sent me an E-mail which my server decided was spam, and buried. I never knew that I had a filter 

there, but it prevented me from telling anyone local to Ruth about her Funeral Service. She had been 

housebound for most of 2006, and died over the weekend of 10th March 2007. The service was on  
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Friday 16th March at Lawnswood Crematorium in Leeds. Where Pip Barran is buried, and near to Peter 

Price, Keith and Kathleen Gurney. Sorry, all, I just didnôt know. 

 

Malcolm wore Jackôs 609 tie to the funeral, and said that if any 609-ers had attended, theyôd not have got in! 

Both the Crematorium and the Hotel afterwards were packed. ñGranny would have loved it, if she had been 

there!ò said Malcolm.  Ruth would feed Malcolm the Tally Ho newsletters, and she left him a Wootton 

drawing of my Dad in PR-A about to engage German bombers over London. The many other paintings in 

the Lister dining room will be distributed around the world, to family members. 

 

A sweet little lady, for whom I had a great affection. Bless you, my dear! 

 

John Matley has just telephoned to report the death of Corporal Electrician Sid Cutler  at his home in 

Plymouth. He was Regular RAF, serving ten years, and from 1952-55 with 609. More info next issue. If 

anyone can contribute memories of him, please let me know. 

 

The Royal British Legion Spitfire ï Ripon Branch 

 

A fund raising scheme has been put together by the Committee of the Ripon Branch, and it involves building 

a wood and metal replica Spitfire. The quality of construction is extraordinary to my eyes. The aircraft will 

have easily removable wings, and will be transported around on a trailer. The purpose will be to publicise 

the Legion, and to raise funds from show organisers etc, by getting a fee to turn up, and to have pictures 

taken of people in the cockpit. You can see what is happening by visiting the following web site: 

www.myspace.com/rblspitfireproject . I understand that myspace is the new thing. Probably. Anyway, the 

whole thing looks quite remarkable to me, and is of great significance to 609.  

 

Brian Waite has contacted project leader Mike Eastman, who has already built one for the Malta Air 

Museum. Brian wanted the Spitfire to be finished in 609 markings, hopefully with the letters and numbers of 

one that Sir Joe Atkinson flew. It is hoped that it will have its public debut at our Reunion in June, at 

Middleton-St-George. 

 

The aircraft is being made in a farmerôs barn, just off the A1, the farmer being no mean engineer himself. I 

think that this is going to be a very successful project, and to have it finished in 609 (WR) Squadron 

markings will be really splendid.  

 

The 609 (WR) Squadron Room 

 

This could really do with some more memorabilia. Maurice Voase suggests the following. 

 A Station Plaque, or donation for same, for the Stations at which the Squadron served. We have 

Manston, and Leeming should not be too hard, but there are plenty of others. Stewart Emblems 

provide these at £35.50 for a hand painted 7 x 5 inch wooden plaque. We have the patterns for the 

stations, so just need a sponsor for one or two perhaps. Any donations, send to Hugh Mulligan, 

please. 

 Replica medals, Honours citations. We have nothing that depicts the many honours and decorations 

won by the Squadron personnel. Maurice would much like to have copies of those won by Bee 

Beamont, Pinkie Stark, Michael Robinson, etc. There is Op. Telic now. Iôll lead the rush: I have 

bought replicas of Dadôs medals, and will get them mounted and framed. Be careful of Ebay as a 

source of medals: you can bid far more than is needed. EG Frames provide good value, found on the 

internet. I bought a Kings Crown and a Queens Crown pair of RAF wings for £3 each via Stewart 

Emblems. A ñthought to be WW2ò set of wings on Ebay went for Ã31é. 

 Uniforms, caps, flying helmets; things that were owned once by Squadron personnel, but are now 

surplus to your requirements. 

Specific donations to purchase such items would always be welcome. Have a word with Hugh Mulligan if 

that idea appeals, or Brian Waite. 

 

Stephen Spencer of Artistic Flight has very generously donated a print of ñTyphoon Scrambleò by Richard 

Taylor to the Room and signed by Sir Joe Atkinson, Geoffrey Stevens and Allen Billam, as well  

http://www.myspace.com/rblspitfireproject
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as a pencil sketch by Nicholas Trudgian of Peter Drummond-Hays Spitfire in 1940. The former shows Bee 

Beamont leading a take off from Manston in 1943, but there is a bit of doubt about the absolute accuracy of 

this. The Typhoon is carrying a pair of bombs, and apparently Bee did not carry them. Or not then, anyway. 

Good to have all these little facts, isnôt it! Peter Drummond-Hay was one of the first Squadron pilots, who 

joined in 1936. 

 

Stephen is a staunch supporter of the Association, and a very good source of prints. If you want anything, 

ask him first, as he will give a discount to Association members. Contact him at Unit 125, Thorpe Arch 

Estate, Wetherby, W.Yorkshire, LS23 7BJ   

 

The 609 films on DVD 

 

The 609 DVD has a fan ï this from Dave Shaw: ñAn absolutely marvellous DVD which I have now watched 

three times with an enormous amount of enjoyment.   

  

On the colour film ñMalta Storyò, Barney Barnes appears first. He was our Adj up to about 1954, but there 

was a story that he had changed with Bob Windle, our training officer then.  They had both been posted to us 

in the opposite role, and agreed on a swap.  After his shot comes Darkie Hanson, in his magnificent MG 

saloon.   

  

The briefing in order shows Arthur Hudson, Jimmy Heath, Malc Hargreaves, Jock Campbell, Pete Bailey, 

Bob Windle, Ernie Lumb, Stew Ward, Don Dransfield, Jack Wroe and big Dave Shaw.  Ernie Lumb was a 

Sergeant Pilot and he, with Colin Scull, left before someone in London decided that all aircrew must be in 

the Officers Mess - a first attempt at bonding?  If they had been with us in 1954, they  

would have been Pilot Officers automatically. When I joined, Ernie was 'between jobs' and was a full time 

auxiliary for some months. 

  

The person hopping out of the transport aeroplane was Mac MacConnel, our accounts officer at Church 

Fenton and before, and also in the Association.  That is why we bank at Lloyds Harrogate. I think that  

Mac was there for most of his working life. He had a beautiful wife, Sue, and a similar daughter, Pat.  In fact 

there were quite a few squadron wives who were stunners. 

  

I once had about twenty gunsight films with the 'dots'. (This from shooting practice on drogues ï Ed) Like so 

many things in life they vanished.  But I suppose not very interesting except to us. The exercise part with the 

Navy is very good.  (Meteors are seen attacking the ships from various directions ï Ed). At both Malta 

camps we gave the Navy a few of us for the day to film, and they were delighted anyway to get the exercise 

for their gun crews.  These smaller destroyers were easy to get near, because you had a clear scale of 

sea/ships/guns/people. The later '56 exercise against the Eagle was different.  It was huge, and even though 

we were given a tour of the ship beforehand, it was terribly difficult to judge distance. Coming in a sea level, 

we were suddenly presented with this huge wall of carrier, which we had to get over. On the tour of the 

Eagle the thing that sticks in my mind, apart from the size of the thing, is that round every corner were piles 

of  'matelots' fast asleep, in piles on deck benches. 

  

After duty: every afternoon at an officers 'swimmery', in St Pauls Bay. We started flying at 6am each day, 

and stopped at about 1pm, when the aircraft metal became too hot for the ground crew to work on. 

Swimming in this bit are Darkie and Malc. Also a good shot of Pete Hodgson. We younger pilots rather 

upset the older ones, when we produced a set of rather attractive navy nurses at St Pauls Bay, before they 

made any progress.  They had boasted about it. I remember also our annual camp Cocktail Party, given to 

thank all the local RAF, and civilian people, who helped us whilst there.  There was a young lady who, as 

the night went on, became more and more attractive. I ended up driving her home, which was on southern 

end of Malta.  Halfway there, I asked her how she had come to the island.  She said that she was only there 

for a visit, her father being in the RAF.  I asked here what her father did, and she said that he was a Wing 

Commander in charge of all the Service Police on the island.  I remember dropping her off rather quickly. 
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The return was via El Aouina in Tunisia, where we landed on a runway made of large old  wartime metal 

plates, full of holes. A noisy, funny, clattering operation. And we had been told that, under no                                                                    

circumstances, were the local airport people to touch our aeroplanes.  So we pilots were handed a big bowser 

pipe, and we refuelled.  Our ground crew must have been horrified that we pilots were allowed to do 

anything to their machines.  Then we refuelled at Istres near Marseille, at Tangmere and then home. To meet 

the customs officers, who fortunately were never allowed to dismantle our aeroplanes. We could fly out to 

Malta with refuelling stops at Tangmere and Istres, only because of the prevailing winds. As soon as we 

came back in '53 all our aircraft were camouflaged 

 

(The current 604 Squadron Association newsletter records their summer camps at TaôQali, doing the same 

things, stopping at the same places, swimming in the same bays, also flying Meteor F8s. So many Auxiliary 

Squadrons used Malta for this purpose that the islanders must have been getting fed up with the constant 

sounds of cannon fire, and the odd peppered drogue drifting down on to them- Ed). 

 

All i n all, some very happy memories.  A huge credit must be paid to our groundcrew, in that we went to 

these summer camps with twelve Meteors, flew all that distance, did exercises and firing there, and then flew 

back, with few, if any, problems. They were far better than any regular squadron. 

 

From other parts of the DVD:  

The Battle of Britain camera gun shots are very good, and also the 44/45 ground firing films.  In our pilot 

names we had a Flinterman, a Luffman and a Vuller.  Perhaps South African.  ñBetween friendsò.  (The 

sound film from Biggin Hill, 1942 ï Ed). Good shots of Moose Evans, who came across from Canada to our 

first big reunion. A huge character.ò   

  

So, chaps and chapesses, if you havenôt ordered a copy, now is the time. Ã10 inc. postage and packing, 

contact David Darley, please (info. on rear inside page). 

A Return to TaôQali, Malta 
John Collins always turns in a good yarn, though his erudition can leave me a bit nonplussed at times! Here 

he returns to Malta at Christmas time, a couple of years ago, to the scene of some of 609ôs best post war 

Summer Camps (ACTôs to new 609). These took place in 1953 and 1956, based at Takali, or TaôQali, 

whichever you prefer. 

 

 ñThey say the Lion and the Lizard keep 

The County where Jomshyd gloried and drank deep: 

And Bahram, that great Hunter ï the Wild Ass 

Stamps oôer his Head, and will not let him sleepò 

 

The long-range forecast was bad, so we decided to retrace the Squadronôs steps to Malta for Christmas and 

New Year, in expectation of better weather and interesting times. 

 

The next morning I was able to hop onto an old Paxtonôs bus from Sliema to Valetta, and walk over the 

drawbridge and into the old Knights of St John citadel of Valetta. Straight on ï in a walk last done some 50 

years ago ï down Republic Street and past Governorôs Palace, turn left into Straight Street (the Gut), except 

that I went straight past it, as now there is a very little left kink. 

 

Straight Street, such a Mecca for us, and which occupied my thoughts as I worked away at Takali, now 

barely exists. It is just a dirty back alley, where hordes of blokes surge up and down, pursued this way and 

that by bar girls on the make. Only two bars are still open, and these are very low class dives. The rest are 

lock-up garages and old hovels, with dirt everywhere. 

 

Things took a brighter turn at the Art Studio in Republic Street. Searching amongst the prints on sale, I 

found a treasured limited edition print of a Spitfire marked óNOT FOR SALEô, and on the wall I saw a 

notice for a Squadron Reunion in Malta, a few years ago now, plus a print of the Gloucester Gladiators 

Faith, Hope and Charity, which had been produced to mark the occasion. Further on, in Sliema Creek, I 

found the War Memorials there to be very well cared for. Parties of Naval personnel come out every  
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year to attend the local Remembrance Celebrations, and there are numerous plaques that mark these 

meetings and reunions of the Small Boat Flotillas, etc. 

 

Of greater interest, in Tonyôs Bar on the Sliema waterfront, is a large framed collage of newspaper cuttings, 

certificates etc., commemorating beer drinking achievements of the Navy in Malta. In 1937 two Naval Petty 

Officers from HMS Rodney managed to drink 37 cans of Blue Star lager each, and this achievement was not 

rivalled until the 1950ôs. Two Naval NCOôs managed to drink 43 cans each on a hot and dusty afternoon, 

over about six hours of steady consumption. I doubt that even SAC Parkinson would have achieved this, 

with his favourite brew, ñOld Sampsonò, though I think that our own brews are much stronger than the weak 

native wines and beers. 

 

Next day, Pauline and I took another clapped-out bus to Rabat and Medina, and were astonished how the 

hinterland had all been built up. Little remained of the individual farmsteads on the way to Takali. I 

marvelled at the levels of testosterone that drove us to The Gut every night:  missing the last bus back, to 

have to walk all the way home. Every farm dog would bark at us, as they defended their territory, and the 

only light was the occasional glow-worm in the scrub. 

 

 Medina, rising from the plain, with its huge defensive walls, was immediately recognisable. So was the lane 

to the Camp, slanting off to the right, but nothing remained of note. From the ramparts of the Silent City, it 

was possible to overview the whole airfield area, now split up into a patchwork of derelict smallholdings, the 

National Football Stadium and a wholesale vegetable market. The campôs old permanent buildings have 

been made into individual workshops for glass, pottery, paintings, woodwork, etc, but there has been no 

attempt at landscaping of any kind. The site now looks so undulating that it is hard to believe that aircraft 

ever landed there. 

 

Nothing has changed in Rabat or Medina, though very few of the religious orders are visible now within the 

Silent City, just a few nuns in a small convent. The bars and café are more run down than ever. We found the 

best of a bad bunch, and sat down outside in the warm winter sun, charmed at first by the bird song, but then 

found that this came from canaries in cages no larger than a shoe box. Pauline rounded on the owner for such 

cruelty, who, when we were not looking, took the small songbirds inside to goodness knows where.  

 

Islam is no longer the dominant religion, so girls and men mix quite freely. The hot-blooded young, and the 

not-so-young females, enjoy showing off the latest fashions, usually very short mini-skirts, patterned and 

fishnet tights, kinky boots, etc. I began to realise that this was the reason for the demise of Straight Street ï 

sex is no longer bottled up, but has spread all over the island. A dark eyed beauty gave me the eye in the 

local supermarket, but a fairer lady needed my basket of goodies, not so far away. So to bed, as the Great 

Diarist used to note, with the cup that cheers but does not intoxicate, [Urghh ï tea: Ed] or so I tell myself 

these days. 

 

We said our goodbyes to Malta from the Upper Barrakah Gardens, overlooking the Grand Harbour, which 

made a lovely, if forlorn, sight. Once there had been great activity, with the Fleet at anchor, but now there 

was nothing at all. No ships of any kind were in the harbour, although there was talk of the refit of a U.S. 

destroyer in the dockyard. The area where the Army Officers Monument remembered those who had died of 

fever on a troop convoy has now become a bland and ordinary car park. 

 

The Maltese have turned to other sources of revenue after their Independence. Now Colonel Gadaffi, Libya 

and Italy support the island, though tourism is hugely important. Old farmsteads and outhouses have been 

sold for property development ï ó A Place in the Sunô. This selling of their birthright has caused a loss of 

identity for the Maltese, who are now in the process of looking to the EU to be the next paymasters for the 

island. 

 

I returned to the UK with a heavy cold, (and many mosquito bites), a similar ailment to one that I caught 50 

years ago, but this time it was NOT acquired in such pleasant circumstances, at close quarters, down the 

back alleys of The Gut! 

                                                                                                                         John Collins 

                                                                               

  



                                                                                  12 

(This is John Collins óvaleteô. He has decided to resign from the Association for personal reasons. His wife, 

Pauline, had been quite ill recently, but is much recovered: good news; she is a sparkly lady, and  

very good company. I chatted to him over his decision, for he has been a great character, and of immense 

help to me. ñLife moves on, interests change,ò he said. So be it. I shall miss his contributions very much, so 

take this opportunity to thank him for explaining just how much his life was affected by his time with 609. 

óOutsidersô such as I benefit hugely from such stories, and enthusiasm, for 609 - Ed). 

 

General Information 
 

Leeds Bradford Airportôs new owners are Bridgepoint, a finance consortium, who paid £145.5m for the 

place. John Collins sent me the details of the planned sale, and hoped that the new owners would keep 

faithful to the memory of 609 (WR) Squadron, and would take care of our Memorial Board. The airport was 

previously owned by five local Councils, with Leeds and Bradford holding 40% stake each. ñWhat about the 

new owners erecting a bronze statue of a 609 Pilot, outside the Airport Buildings?ò John asked. Good point 

ï a few bob more for a fantastic landmark would be one smart move for the new owners. 

 

Belated information that Jean Edge died on 12
th
 June 2006. Jean was the wife of Wing Commander A.R. 

(Paul) Edge. Paul was one of the founder pilots, and was still serving with 609 at the outbreak of the war. He 

left 609 at the end of August 1940, and later won the AFC with Training Command. Jim Earnshaw brought 

the news to my attention. 

 

A note that surfaced recently came from Sir Joe Atkinson, in which he noted; ñI count it as one of the 

happiest features of my long life that I was posted to 609 in late 1940, and remained with the Squadron for 

so long ï and under such a remarkable series of Commanding Officers.ò Joe went on to say how impressed 

he had been with the present generation of 609-ers, whom he had met at the Formal Dinner at the St. George 

Hotel. The feeling was mutual. 

 

Jean Graham, whose late husband Archie was Association Secretary from around 1980 to 2001, has 

become a Grandmother. Babyôs name? Archie William. I like that. Parents live in Australia, young Archie 

weighed in at over 10 lbs, and his Dad reckons on him being Rugby material. Just what England needs, 

another thrashingé..   

 

Victor  Titherington  has noted that it was 68 years ago that, on 19
th
 January 1939, he first signed on as 

regular RAF, No 631570.  

 

On that subject, he reminds us that Veterans Badges are available for all Service people who served from 

1945 to 1969. By mid-summer, they will also be available for service after that date. Anyone who wishes to 

claim one should telephone 0800 1692277. 

 

Jim Earnshaw had his letter to the Yorkshire Post published on 31
st
 October last year. He congratulated The 

Lord Provost of Glasgow for hosting a reception for 602 (City of Glasgow) Squadron in the Civic Chambers. 

The Lord Provost made special mention of the performance of the whole squadron during the war. Several 

senior RAF Officers were present, and the Sovereignôs Colour was paraded.  

 

Jimôs complaint was that Leeds City Council seems to be indifferent to the deeds and actions of 609 (WR) 

Squadron. True enough. Is it, perhaps, due to the fact that Leeds Bradford Airport is recognised as the 

birthplace of 609, and yet the placeôs ownership was shared between five different Councils? Glasgow 

Council looks after the City of Glasgow Squadron. Leeds does not have a City of Leeds Squadron, but one 

for all of the West Riding. Much as we dislike being ignored, there is a difference. 

 

809026 Walter (Wally) Dixon kindly sent me some pre-war photos of the Squadron. They add nicely to 

Harald Peakeôs album from the same period. Is there anyone out there with photos from that era, whom 

would be willing to allow me to borrow, copy, and return them? Iôd be delighted to see any, please.  
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604 (County of Middlesex) Squadron Association have sadly lost their ex-Chairman and Association co-

founder John Davis, in May 2006, and then their President, Ian Ponsford at the turn of the year. 604 shared 

Middle Wallop with 609 during the Battle of Britain. John Cunningham was once the CO of 604,  

and was the first to successfully use airborne interception radar in a night fighter. As this was top secret, his 

success was attributed to excellent night sight, enabled by eating carrots that were rich in vitamins, and he 

was nicknamed ñCats-Eyesò Cunningham. Our sympathies for your losses, ladies and gentlemen. 

 

Charles ñPudò R Crowther wrote me a nice letter, following his picture appearing in the last Newsletter. 

He starts by saying how much he enjoys receiving it, which gets him into my good books immediately! 

Getting the contents right is always hard with such a wide range of members ages. 

 

Charles says; ñI spent a few days in Yorkshire in summer 2006, with my son, and of course did not miss the 

opportunity of a visit to Elvington, to see my brotherôs name on the Roll of Honour. 

 

We both joined the Squadron at Yeadon in 1937, and were given Service Numbers 809172 (me) and 809173 

for brother Bill (William Longster óBillô Crowther ï Ed). We were together until late 1940. He was a Fitter 

11E and I was a Fitter 11A. We both volunteered for flying. Bill was accepted, being an Engine Fitter, and 

flew sorties as a Flight Engineer in Halifaxôs with the Canadian 102 Squadron. (After  

a raid on Essen in June 1942, they were shot down on their return flight by a German night fighter, and all 

the crew were killed ï Ed) I was posted to West Africa, seconded as an engineer for two years to the British 

Overseas Airways Corporation flying boats near Lagos, quite a cushy number.  I returned to the UK in the 

last year of the war, serving with 228 Sunderland Flying Boat Squadron, operating from the Pembroke 

Docks in South Walesò 

 

Charles lives in Laurencekirk, Aberdeenshire, but has pencilled in the date of Middleton-St-George for 2007, 

and hopes to be there, driven by son Peter. 

 

609 (WR) Squadron Lapel Badges are now available, via Alfie  Hall at the Squadron at Leeming. He tells 

me that they are £2.50 inc. postage. If youôd like one, contact Secretary Hugh Mulligan, as he holds of these 

other regalia stocks namely, blazer badges and ties. We can get Squadron Crests, mounted on wooden 

shields, should you so desire. Just ask Hugh. Address under the óPersonnelô section. 

 

Leeming News 
 

Jim ñJimboò Cairney has deployed to the Gulf, and is No 4 Force Protection Wing in Basrah. He was 

mobilised in November, and is likely to stay in the Gulf until September. He apologised to Hugh Mulligan 

for missing the summer reunion at Durham TeesValley Airport. I thought that this was exceptionally good of 

him: with all of this on my mind, Iôd not have bothered to send in any apologies. Brian Waite has just sent 

me some photos of him, in ñexaltedò company. Actually Tony Blair. Aagghh!!  

 

Pilot Officer  Alfie  Hall  has been investigating the chance of Corgi Models producing a model of a 609 

Meteor. This opened a debate as to markings and overall aircraft finish. The Meteors were metal finish until 

after the 1953 Summer Camp, whereupon they were camouflaged, and fitted with fully glazed canopies. 

Contact me (David Darley) if you would like one (several of you have done so already), and I pass your 

request on to Alfie . Squadron personnel, contact Alfie  direct. 

 

Alfie has agreed to feed me Leeming news as and when he can ï my info has dried up. Pity; many older 

readers have said that they enjoy hearing what the new Squadron are doing. 

 

Sgt Taff  Fisher dropped me a brief line, telling me about his role as an Instructor in the 609 Training Cell. 

He has been with the Squadron since its last formation, and initially was their Squadron Recruiting SNCO. 

Taf originally joined the Army, and has been in the forces for 35 years, declaring that he thoroughly enjoys 

working for, and being a member of, 609. He writes the 609 contributions to the RAF Leeming Station 

Magazine, Excalibur, though I confess that I havenôt seen one for 18 months now.  
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A Memorial to Flt. Lt. Francis de Spirelet 

 
If the Belgians can remember Allied aircrew, then it is only right to record our tributes to fellow Belgian 

pilots. Back on Sunday 11
th
 July 2004, Mark Crame oversaw the culmination of his efforts to show 

appreciation for Francois de Spirelet. At 9am on Sunday 11
th
 July, shortly before the start of the second day 

of the Duxford Flying Legends Air Display, a Memorial Service was held at the Red Lion Hotel at 

Whittlesford. 

 

During the service, a hardwood bench situated in the hotels grounds was dedicated to the memory of a 

Belgian fighter pilot, F/Lt Francois de Spirelet, who was killed at Duxford on 26
th
 June 1942, whilst flying 

with 609 (West Riding) Squadron. Adorned with a beautifully inscribed brass plaque depicting the squadron 

badge, as well as his name, it was unveiled in the presence of 5 wartime members of the squadron, in what 

had been their favourite drinking spot, whilst stationed at Duxford.  

Lay Preacher Mr Peter Smith then conducted a short ceremony. Mark Crame began the service by reading a 

few words from the diary of one of the pilots, F/Sgt Alan óBabeô Haddon, who had served under Francois de 

Spirelet: ñMy Flight Commander ï F/Lt F.X.E. de Spirelet C.D.G. (Belgian) ï was one of the finest men I 

have met. He was killed at Duxford, on Friday 26 June 1942ò. [óBabeô was himself killed in action the 

following February]. Following on from this came a eulogy from F/Lt Sir Joe Atkinson KCB, DFC, who 

had known Francois back in those days. Sir Alec had commanded the other flight while stationed there, and 

recalled the love the squadron had for their Belgian counterparts. 

Another tribute followed, this time by Brigade-General Albert Laforce of the Belgian Air Force. Albert had 

joined the squadron 2 years after Francoisô loss, and had travelled from his home to represent the many 

Belgian pilots who had flown with 609. He was later to take a distinguished role in the reformation of the 

Belgian Air Force after the end of hostilities. 

Moments after, Mr Paul Whitmell and a fellow member of the Sawston Youth Band blew the Last Post, to 

begin the two minute silence, during which an unknown aircraft flew overhead in a coincidental, but fitting, 

tribute to a pilot who gave his life defending freedom in the Second World War. To the sound of the Belgian 

and British National Anthems, 3 members of the local Royal British Legion, led by Mr Richard Long, 

lowered their standards. 

Born on 3
rd

 December 1916 in Ayeneux near Liege, Belgium, Francois joined the Belgian Air Force in 1936. 

Two days after the Germans invaded Belgium on 10
th
 May 1940, his unit withdrew to France where they 

hoped to be re-equipped with replacement aircraft after heavy fighting. This was not to happen, and they 

slowly moved through France before Francois left his unit at Gibraltar, and sailed for Liverpool. He arrived 

on 7
th
 July 1940, being immediately taken into the Belgian Forces in Great Britain. 

On 12
th
 August 1940, he was posted to No. 87 Squadron, flying Hurricanes. He joined 609 (WR) Squadron 

on 15
th
 April 1941, stationed at RAF Biggin Hill, flying Spitfires. It was whilst flying from Biggin Hill that 

Francois was to score his first aerial victory, when on 17
th
 June 1941 flying Spitfire MkVb W3179 he 

destroyed a German Messerschmitt Bfl09E, off the French coast near Le Touquet. 5 days later, on 22
nd

 June, 

it was his turn to be shot down, when cannon fire from a Bfl09 hit the engine of Spitfire W3197 PR-T near 

Dover. Francois baled out, slightly injured, and was rescued by an RAF high-speed launch, subsequently 

spending two days recovering in Ramsgate General Hospital. He was to gain his second, and final, 

confirmed aerial victory on 29
th
 August, whilst flying Spitfire VB W3625 from RAF Gravesend, Kent, when 

he destroyed a Messerschmitt Bfl09E inland from Gravelines, France. 

At 06:15 hrs on 26
th
 June 1942, 82163 Flight Lieutenant Francois de Spirelet, óBô Flight Commander of 609 

(West Riding) Squadron, was killed in an accident at RAF Duxford. Piloting Hawker Typhoon Mk IB 

R7710 PR-E, during a take off in formation with three other aircraft, his left tyre burst, causing the aircraft to 

swing across the runway and into Typhoon R7817 PR-D, piloted by fellow Belgian Pilot Officer Raymond 

óChevalô Lallemant. Francoisô aircraft shot into the air before crashing down and bursting into flames, killing 

Francois instantly. 
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609 (WR) Squadron personnel on their first tour in the Gulf on Opertaion Telic. I can only identify Alfie Hall leaning on the radiator of the left           

had Land Rover. 

 

  The Memorial Bench to Francois de Spirelet, Red Lion Pub Garden, Duxford, September 2004 

                             
Sir Joe Atkinson and Albert Laforce remove the National flags                                                       The Memorial Bench Plaque 

 

                          
Tom Kerr, Jimmy Stewart, Albert Laforce, memorial instigator                 Tom Kerr, Sir Joe Atkinson, Albert Laforce, Jim Earnshaw, Jimmy Stewart 

           Mark Crame, Allen Billam and Sir Joe Atkinson                                   and Allen Billam in front of a Hurricat rep as flown in combat by Jimmy. 

ƹ Jim stands in a hole not 

         of his making! 

 

 

 

 

PM Tony Blair meets the 

troops in the Basrah 

Military Base. Jim sits to our 

right of the PM, showing 

alert interst in his every 

word. Nothing to do with 

being heavily bribed!                

Ʒ 
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Berlaar Distribution Centre Public Open Day, May 2007 

This is the site of the Memorial to 609 Pilot (Sgt) Baron van Zylen van Nyevelt, dedicated in 2006 

       
A full range of military vehicles were on display       Why this man should wish to fight a Belgian      Nice scenario of an Me 109 being recovered 

                                                                                              Shepherd on the roof of a van remains a puzzle                                  from a lake 

 

          
                  Pilot Mannequins on 609 display              This one is real! Lt Col Wilfried van Linden                     Typhoon 1-B PR-B model 

                                                                                                 complete with Lee Enfield Mk 4, I believe 

 

 

 

Church Fenton saw the last flights of 609 (WR) Squadron in 1957, 50 years ago. Some memories: 
 

    
13 May 1989: PR-0 Gate Guardian.  609 Room in the Officers Mess had  3 colour portraits, since sold, the Orde prints, now in the 609 (WR) 

                  Room at Elvington, but  the two scrap books, enclosed in the cabinets,  have vanished. Somewhat of a disaster, Iõm afraid 

 

     
       609õs last Spitfire, a Mk 16, in 1951                                              19, 72 and 609 Squadron Meteors at Church Fenton in 1953 

   

 

 


