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2.                     RAF Trophies from the past: only the Hunting Horns whereabouts are known  

   
The Inspectors Cup 2007-8: How 609 (WR) Squadron won another Trophy 

   
          Give us the money! They got it!!! FS Vic Rose and OC  S/Ldr  Hilary Vincent-Philpot hold the cheque, at least until Cpl John Foster gets his mitts on it as well. 

   
FS Vic Rose hands gives a Heartstart donation to The Childrenõs Ward of Darlingtonõs Memorial Hospital. The team consists of Vic Rose, Sgt Steve Young and Cpl Greg  

          Spare, seen with the kids. For training 2800 people in the art of emergency life support, they received the British Heart Foundationõs Bronze Award.           

                                                   

                                                                     

ʻ Mickey Oldenburgh with the Esher Trophy, 1955 

ʺ F/Lt Pete Bailey and CO S/Ldr Arthur Hudson with Crossed 

Hunting Horns Trophy, 1952 

      Dacre Trophy for best Reg RAF Sqn at Weapon Training   ́  

ʻ Mark Williams and Neil Sowerby flank Peter Wilson in the 1 Squadron RAF 

Regiment Hangar, as they present a 609 plaque to the OC, S/Ldr Jason 

Sutton, after all had returned from Iraq. 

Peter drew this for 1 Squadron, to sell in aid of their welfare funds. It is selling 

like hot cakes. Expect similar from Peter about.609 in the near future.      ʺ  



 

 

3.                                                                    Editorial                                                                  
 

Another big gap since the last giant issue, so, sorry once again, readers. I must admit that it takes a bit of will 

power to sit down and get typing again. I am a two finger typist, with a God-given ability to hit the key next to 

the one that I actually want. Whoever invented Spell Check had me in mind.  

 

Sadly, I have four obituaries to write, but, as with all of these, I find pleasure in recording the good deeds and 

actions that our late friends performed. It might sound a bit heartless, but I have been to more than one funeral 

that was actually good fun! Alright, not all are like that, but some people just leave good memories behind, and 

itôs excellent to meet with friends of the late lamented, whose company you enjoy, and with whom you can 

reminisce. Itôs just so annoying that the person whom we are gathered for isnôt there! 

 

President Sandy Hunter pointed out that an article by Norman Franks, in the May edition of Flypast magazine, 

suggested that my old dad was to have been one of AVM Leigh Malloryôs new generations of Wing Leaders. To 

achieve this culmination of his career (ha!), he was included as being one of L-Môs óOld Boyôs Networkô, who 

were óHigh on Seniority, but short of fighting experienceô. Cor blimey, but did that get me going!  I penned a 

reply that met with the approval of Editor Ken Ellis, and he published it in full. Iôll not reprint it, but, having told 

readers what George Darley though of L-M, Bader, Big Wings, Old Boyôs Networks, and self-aggrandisement 

coupled to bloated self importance, I was truly amazed at the response. No life threatening messages ï just very 

appreciative comments from as far away Canada, the US, the Netherlands, and others in the UK. One lead to a 

fascinating account of something that I would never have spent more than a nanosecond over ï the importance, 

range and reliability of the radios as used by fighters and the ground controllers during the Battle of Britain.  You 

will find out more in the next issue. Radar was brilliant, all the Sector controllers, and links to the Observer Corp, 

brilliant ï but without decent radios, the whole thing wasnôt worth a ball of chalk. Radio communication was 

taken as read, but it was immensely critical to the conduct of the Battle. I found it fascinating stuff.  

 

The Esher Trophy  
 

So who won it after 609 did, in 1954? 615 had it for 1953, and Winston Churchill witnessed the award in 

September 1954. In due course, Wing Commander Eels of 615 flew up to Church Fenton, escorted by 3 or 4 

other Meteors, and duly handed the Trophy over to Tommy Evans, in July 1955. The winners for 1955 were 500 

(County of Kent) Squadron, so 609 must have taken the Trophy, with some due ceremony, to wherever 500 were 

based (Manston?) at the time. That would have been the summer of 1956, I assume.  

 

Surely some of you lot from those times remember the occasion? Alright, not actually a cause for celebration, but 

it would hardly have been sneaked out of the back door, would it now? I asked Jeff Metcalfe if we might still 

have it at Leeming. He admitted to one or two unknown trophies being there, but definitely not an Esher Trophy. 

 

As disbandment of the Auxiliaries occurred on 16 January 1957, there can have been no time to assess the 

winners for 1956, and obviously nobody to give it to, anyway. Thus 500 must have kept the Trophy in 

perpetuity? Unfortunately, I only know of one 500 Sqn Assoc man, but he has died. I have the name and address 

of the new Secretary, but, despite sending him letter + SAE, no reply as yet.  

 

Needless to say, it was Brian Waite who found out who had won the Trophy after 609. Iôd rather hoped that 

nobody had, as it might have meant that we might have got it back. From wherever it now is! Brian noted that 

there is a central repository for Squadron Silver, used when Squadrons disband. Lordy, lordy, but I hope that the 

MoD hasnôt found out about that ï theyôll have the lot melted down to fund the British Floodlit Nude Cheering 

Team for the 2012 London Olympicséé  

 

 

 

609 (WR) Squadron win The Inspectors Cup for 2007-8 

 
The Esher Trophy may be no more, but the Squadron have kept up the tradition of earning accolades for their 

performance. This is the citation. 
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ñThe Inspectors Cup: Awarded to the RAuxAF unit which has had a notable achievement during the past 

year. This year it is awarded to 609 (West Riding) Squadron Royal Auxiliary Air Force for their 

outstanding contribution to the local community. During the past year they have raised over £6,000 for the 

Multiple Sclerosis Society. The Squadron has also trained over 1000 people as part of the 609 Heartstart 

Team efforts. None of this has been achieved at the expenses of normal activities or contribution to 

operations. Indeed their recruiting performance has been at the higher end of the scale compared to their 

peers. The Squadron has supported 2, 4 and 5 Force Protection Wing in both operational theatres, 

contributing significantly to ceremonial events, run an overseas expedition and returned from the IMM 

military skills competition in Germany with two trophies.ò 

 

Flt Lt Jeff Metcalfe received the following from Group Captain Gary Bunkell, Inspector, Royal Auxiliary Air 

Force: 

 

ñI wanted to send my most sincere congratulations to you and your marvellous personnel on winning the 

Inspectorôs Cup. Your activities within the local community are so important not only at squadron level but 

also from the wider RAuxAF and RAF perspective. They not only bring huge benefit to the recipients, but 

also great credit on the Squadron and our Force. 

 

I am also conscious that all of the initiatives that have been put in place are on top of the more routine day to 

day activities that are essential to the success of a RAuxAF Squadron. In particular, the commitment to 

operations and the considerable effort being applied by you and your people to recruiting. 

 

I sense that 609 personnel have great team spiri,t and their results being achieved across a number of areas 

are evidence of this. That of course doesnôt just happen, and your personal contribution, I know, is 

significant. Thank you for all that you and 609 (West Riding) Squadron do for the Royal Air Force. 

 

Please pass on my best wishes to 609 Squadron personnel and I look forward to presenting the trophy soon.ò 

 

Jeff also received a letter from Air Commodore Simon Bostock DL, Honorary Air Commodore to 609 (WR) 

Squadron: 

 

ñIt was with enormous pleasure and the greatest pride that I hear from the Inspector, Royal Auxiliary Air 

Force, of the award to our Squadron of the Inspectorôs Cup. The citation reads very impressively, and I 

would ask you to pass on my congratulations to all members of the Squadron, and in particular to those who 

contributed directly to the achievement of this prestigious award. Please do pass on my very best wishes, and 

I look forward to seeing you all during your annual camp this coming month. 

 

Once again, my congratulations on this richly deserved recognition of an impressive year of achievement. 

Tally Ho!ò 

 

On behalf of the great unwashed, that constitute my readership outside the Squadron, Iôll add my congratulations, 

too. Slogging away on a tandem, running through wet wilderness with 50 lbs on your backs, losing useful chest 

hair to mad women ladling out hot wax, providing trained personnel for theatre deployment, enduring the heat, 

danger and sand of Iraq and Afghanistan, beating cows off as you lie in Scottish hillsides on ATC. The things 

you do for fun!  Well done, all of you.  

 

 

Obituaries 
 

Charles George Brazier, 21st Sept 1921 ï 30 April 2008 

 

Rhoeta Brazier told Secretary Hugh Mulligan of the sad passing of her husband, Charles. He had not been well 

for the last few years. She sent me some photographs, and the appreciation that follows.  
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óCharlie, the youngest of a family of four, having three older sisters, grew up in the village and attended the 

village school. His family originally lived in Glass House Yard which was situated off Water Lane, and later 

moved to Drapers Green. He moved to Pale Green (near Haverhill in Essex ï Ed) with his father in 1950. The 

bungalow where he lived until his death was built in the garden of the house in 1995. 

 

On leaving school, he did a few local jobs including working on a farm which his father managed. His mother 

died when he was about 17 and, soon after, he signed up for the RAF Volunteer Reserve.  He was called up in 

1941, and, after successfully completing an aircraft mechanics course, was posted to Martlesham Heath with 71 

Eagle Squadron, which was a volunteer American Squadron. (Founder members of this included Red Tobin, 

Andy Mamedoff and Shorty Keogh, all of whom came direct from 609 ï Ed ). Here he worked on Spitfires, and 

after about eight months came to Debden with them.  

 

In June 1942 he went on an aero engine fitterôs course in Blackpool.  He enjoyed his time there as it was a new 

experience for him, for he had not travelled far from the village before joining the RAF. He returned to Debden, 

and was expecting to be posted overseas, but that was cancelled.  He only discovered in recent years that this was 

because the ship carrying the planes he was going to service was sunk on its way to Russia! 

 

In November 1942 he was posted to Manston in Kent with 609 Squadron.  Here he serviced Hawker Typhoons 

including that of CO Bee Beaumont. (PR-G appeared on the back of the Order of Service ïEd) 

 

A year later he was sent to a radar experimental station at Defford, near Worcester, where he worked on many 

different types of aircraft. Unusually, he remained there for three years until he was demobbed in June 1946. It 

was only then that he discovered that he had been screened from posting ï probably because he was the only 

person known at that time to have left the station with a trade proficiency, described as ñexceptionalò.  He was 

very proud of this, and thought that, for a country boy with an elementary village school education, he hadnôt 

done too badly! 

 

Charles returned to the village, and, because there was little choice of employment at that time, he tried various 

local jobs, including helping to dig the trench for the telephone line from Saffron Walden to Haverhill.  In those 

days this was dug by hand, and because he was strong and a conscientious worker, he was offered a permanent 

job with the company.  However, he decided that was not what he really wanted, so he took a course in 

agricultural engineering at Letchworth.  

 

 

In 1950 he joined Blyth and Pawsey at Saffron Walden and remained with them until he retired in 1986.  He 

specialised in servicing and repairing combine harvesters and his favourite time of year was during harvest when 

he was able to repair a broken down machine so the farmer could continue to gather his corn in. [Readers of this 

in the UK will appreciate how vital the combine repair man is to farmers ï after a month of rain, to have a 

breakdown when it dries enough is disaster on top of calamity! ï Ed]. He became well known and well respected 

in the local farming community and for several years after he retired, farmers would seek his advice. (See the 

front of the Order of Service ï unusual! Ed) 

 

 

Charles was interested in sport, and particularly football.  He played for the village team at various times, and in 

the 1950-51 season helped them to win the Halstead league.  In later years, and until shortly before his death, he 

followed the fortunes of Arsenal and Ipswich. 

 

He and Rhoeta were married a few days before his 51
st
 birthday, he and wondered what he was letting himself in 

for, after being a bachelor for so long!  However, they had over 35 happy years together. He loved his garden, 

and spent many hours keeping it tidy, and producing vegetables all the year round. Charles and Rhoeta enjoyed  

holidays to various parts of this country and also to a few places in Europe. He was particularly fond of going to 

Blackpool and Worcester, as they brought back memories of his RAF career.  He also went to several 609 

Squadron reunions after he discovered its existence a few years ago, often being driven by his friend Edward 

Tetlow, a nearby farmer friend, to Yorkshire, or wherever the meeting was being held. 
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Charlie knew the history of many families and houses in the village.  He enjoyed talking to people, and had 

strong opinions on many subjects. He was grateful to his family and friends who came to see and chat with him 

during his illness, and to Dr. Ridley and the district nurses who visited regularly. Sadly, he had to spend the last 

two weeks of his life in hospital, where he was made as comfortable as possible, although his breathlessness 

never responded to treatment due to his failing heart. 

 

He will be missed, not only by his family, but by his many friends in the area.ô 

 

Rhoeta informed us that Charles was buried in his 609 blazer and tie. Isnôt that just splendid? He was always 

proud of his time with the Squadron, and was delighted a few years ago to discover that the Squadron 

Association existed. The Church was packed with friends and members of the farming community. Rhoeta 

offered us Charlesô collection of books, which include signed copies, especially ñTo Live Among Heroesò, by 

Station MO in 1944, George Armour Bell. Rosemary and I had some coffee and nibbles with Rhoeta, on the way 

up to the June Reunion, and gratefully received a box full of books, DVDôs and a print or two. The best are 

retained for the Squadron Room, some were placed in the Raffle, and I am reading three before they go to 

Elvington. Thanks, Rhoeta!  

                                              éééééééééééééééééééééé 

 

Trudi Kerrigan  

 

Trudi was the wife of 809006 Mike Kerrigan, a founder member of 609 (7 back from 809000 Jim Thompson). 

Mike was always known as Kerry by his family. He was a great character, though a bit difficult to please at 

times! I received many corrections to my ill informed prose, which, as the true gentleman that he was, he would 

subsequently apologise for, and put it down to my being a civilian. Couldnôt argue with that! Trudi I never met, 

but she came across a sweet, placid lady, who, aged 85, calmly encompassed the vagaries of the internet, and 

emails. I attach the bulk of a letter that she sent to me.  I think that it makes a lovely obituary, as it shows us her 

nature. Read on. 

 

ñDear David, 

  

Last year when I received the News Letter I meant to write to you to cancel it as I felt that I don't know 

anyone anymore. 

  

But I love reading through this latest (it must have taken you weeks to put it all together) and what gave me 

great pleasure was to see several photos of Jim Thompson as well as to read about The James Thompson 

Trophy. Wonderful man! He came to visit us with his wife in Beaconsfield years ago, when they were staying 

with the family in Marlow. We had a lovely sunny afternoon and tea under the shade of the trees. Please tell 

him that I haven't forgotten yet and so glad that he can still come to the reunions as 000 (Mike was 006). 

  

I very much enjoy your style of writing. Perhaps you had some remarks from Mike from time to time as his 

sense of humour was different and he was always very precise. This is what attracted me when I met him for 

the first time (I came from Switzerland to improve my knowledge of the English language). He kept 

correcting me, and I decided that I didn't need to have lessons, but I was going to be taken out by Kerry (as 

he wanted to be called). That is how it all started! He corrected me right up to the end as I am an awful 

learner. 

  

Reading the News Letter made me look into the file which I kept of 609. Many letters and comments and also 

photos! But then I think that all the interesting things were sent to Jim Earnshaw for whom he had such 

admiration.  

  

It will soon be 4 years since Kerry died so suddenly, and in spite of missing him, I can say that he would be 

pleased how I managed to cope so well. Over a year ago I was told that I have liver cancer. But the 

medication is excellent and I am without pain at all, in spite of the scans showing increase. So I really 

enjoy every good day. My son Peter lives in NZ. He came with his whole family end June, and it was  
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wonderful. This Christmas he came again, by himself, and with my daughter from Nottingham, we went 

together to my other daughter in Cardiff, and it was great to be there together with the lovely 

grandchildren (grown up). I have lots of good friends and at 85 I am not complaining, as I can still look 

after myself (and others if they stay). But I know that my time is limited, and I just wanted to thank you for 

all your work for 609, and to have kept me on the mailing list . 

  

With best wishes 

  

Trudi Kerriganò 

 

Then I received the following from eldest daughter Jane, this April. 

 

ñI have some rather sad news to pass on to you.  My mother passed away peacefully in her sleep during a 

very short spell in hospital on 12 April 2008.  It was only in the last few weeks that she went into a period 

of pain and discomfort which she bore with great courage.  Prior to that she had lived a very full life, and 

often said that last year was one of her best.  We are thankful that she was taken from us so quickly in the 

end, and spared any further suffering.  You may also know that she had a strong Christian faith and was 

well prepared and looking forward to meeting her Lord. 

 

She was well prepared in many practical ways, even to the extent of completely rewriting her address book, 

and marking the names of all those she wanted notified of her passing.  (Oh, but I see dear Mike Kerrigan 

behind that! ï Ed.) Yours was one of those names.  I know she really enjoyed reading about 609 

Squadron.ò  

 

Trudiôs comment about her being pleased that I kept her on the mailing list bears out my supposition, in that 

widows cannot fail to absorb some of the 609 way of things. Therefore, it would be utterly wrong to remove 

them from the mailing list, upon the death of their partner. It does make the Honorary list a bit long, but itôs well 

worth it. 

                                         éééééééééééééééééééééééé 

 

Colonel Aviateur Raymond ñChevalò Lallemant DFC*, Legion DôHonneur 

 

This is particularly sad, following so closely behind the death of Georges Jaspis. But I believe that Cheval had 

not been at all well in recent years. Weôd rather lost touch with him, as he had moved into his daughterôs house, 

and we couldnôt trace her. But there was no shortage of tributes paid to this great character, and Iôll try and give 

him the send off that he deserves. Oh, and you will notice that his name sometimes ends in a ódô, and sometimes 

a ótô. A puzzle, though ótô seems to dominate. 

 

By Jove, but he was a talker! Cheval could talk for Belgium, as well as a few other countries. I remember a 

couple of reunions where he went on for so long that the audience were nodding off. He was restrained at the 

unveiling of the 609 Memorial at Waremme in September 2003. Paul Libbrecht had spent hours typing out 

Chevalôs speech, and ordered him to follow it implicitly, as he had a ten minute slot amongst the other 

dignitaries. We thought that Paul had cracked it, until suddenly Chevalôs head rose from the script, and he was 

off! Even William de Goat falling over in a gust of wind didnôt distract him. After 15 minutes, though, he 

grinned, and said that he had to sit down now ï seconds before someone produced the trusty Webley Service 

Revolver, and did the job themselves! Let us see what others said of this super character. Oh, and as per usual, 

that little wizard from Lowestoft, Mark Crame, has provided most of this.  

 

ó1294845 / 116472 Squadron Leader Raymond Alphonse Irma Francois óChevalô Lallemand, DFC*  

 

Born at Blicquy on 23
rd

 August 1919 Flying Officer Raymond 'Cheval' Lallemand joined the Belgian Air Force 

on 4th September 1939, the day after Britain declared war on Germany, with the rank of Corporal ï Student 

pilot. He had studied Modern Humanities (Lower Grade) at the Royal Athenaeum, Tournai before joining the 3
e 

Regiment Chasseurs à Pied on 3
rd

 April 1939. On 13
th
 May 1940 he passed into France with the Ecôle de 

Pilotage and was promoted Sergeant Pilot on 26
th
 June.  
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Having moved through France and Morocco, he travelled by coaster to Gibraltar disguised as a Pole, and then to 

England aboard the óHarsionô. Cheval was taken into the Belgian Forces in Exile after arriving in England on 3rd 

July 1940. 

 

On 20
th
 July 1940 he was posted to the RAF Depot at Gloucester, moving to the Depot at St Athan on 15

th
 

August. After attending the Franco-Belge Air Training School (Elementary Flying Training School) at Odiham 

in Hampshire from 2
nd

 November 1940, he was posted to No.5 Service Flying Training School at Ternhill in 

Shropshire on 15
th
 May 1941. This was followed by a posting to No. 61 Operational Training Unit at Heston, 

Middlesex on 20
th
 August 1941. By now a Sergeant pilot in the RAFVR (as of 5

th
 August), Lallemand was 

posted to 609 (West Riding) Squadron on 30th September 1941, at Biggin Hill. He joined A Flight under F/Lt 

Francois de Spirelet. (By now, someone had nicknamed him Horse, or rather ñChevalò, but I have no idea when 

or why ï his subsequent books give no clue - Ed) 

 

 

His commission as a Pilot Officer came through on 8
th
 January 1942. He was promoted to Flying Officer on 1

st
 

October 1942. His first victory came at 14:20 hours on 19th December 1942 off Deal in Kent when he destroyed 

the Focke-Wulf Fw190A-4 of Oberleutnant Muller of 10./JG26 while flying Typhoon R7855 PR-D. He followed 

this at 09:15 on 20th January 1943, in the same aircraft, when he destroyed the Focke Wulf Fw190 A-4 off 

Dungeness, killing Leutnant Kummerling of 8./JG26. On 14
th
 February 1943 at 11:55 he destroyed the Fw190A-

4ôs of Unteroffizier Armbruster, and 5 minutes later that of Leutnant Deuerling, and was credited with probably 

destroying another ï which turned out to be the Fw190A-4 of Unteroffizier Bischoff, all three pilots coming from 

III./JG26, and all of whom were killed. This makes Lallemand the first of the Typhoon óAcesô although he had to 

wait for his officially recognized fifth aircraft. 

 

On 9th March 1943 he was awarded the Distinguished Flying Cross, his citation reading: ñIn January 1943 this 

officer intercepted enemy raiders causing them to jettison their bombs. He then succeeded in destroying one of 

the aircraft. In February 1943 he led his section against a strong force of enemy fighters and during the ensuing 

combat Flying Officer Lallemand destroyed two of the enemy. He has destroyed at least four enemy aircraft.ò  

 

Lallemand was subsequently posted to the Napier engine factory (RAF Station Luton) for six months as a 

production test pilot on 24
th
 June 1943, the day after promotion to Acting Flight Lieutenant. He was posted to 

No. 197 Squadron on the first day of 1944 as a Flying Officer, becoming Flight Lieutenant on the 8
th
 and 

remained with 197 Squadron until 14th February, when he was posted to No. 198 Squadron as a flight 

commander. On 21
st
 January he destroyed a Messerschmitt 210, which his Wing Leader would not allow him to 

claim, as he had asked for a posting to 198 Squadron. Locating the wreckage following the invasion, he was able 

to confirm the victory. On 12th February 1944 he destroyed a Potez 63 on the ground, both while flying with 

198. On the 26th he shared with George Hardy (also ex-609 Squadron) in shooting down Bf110 G-4 G9+9KY 

(W/Nmr 740136) of IV./NJG1 (54 Abschusse) which was searching for a downed colleague 5 miles northwest of 

Dunkirk, killing night fighter ace and Knights Cross holder Oberfeldwebel Heinz Vinke and his crew of 

Unteroffizierôs Rudolf Dunger and Rudolf Walter. Vincke had shot down 54 Allied aircraft by then, all at night. 

 

On 14th August 1944 he was promoted to Acting Squadron Leader and returned to 609 Squadron - this time as 

its Commanding Officer, following the previous Belgian CO, Manu Geerts. Cheval led the unit on ground-attack 

sorties with rocket projectiles during the invasion. One month later, on 14th September 1944 he was hit by Flak 

over Holland while flying Typhoon PD505 while flying an armed reconnaissance. Five barges were attacked 

between Rotterdam and the Schelde and armoured vehicles were also attacked between Nijmegen and Arnhem. 

Cheval was hit during the last attack and he set course for Evere to make an emergency landing. Diverted due to 

heavy air traffic, he managed to nurse it back to B.53 Merville where he carried out a wheels-up landing while 

already on fire and was seriously burned. Initially rushed to No.53 Military Field Hospital by Doctor Jean 

Degrand, he moved to the RAF hospital at Halton, Buckinghamshire on 1
st
 October 1944, spending several 

months in hospital receiving plastic surgery to his hands.  
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After becoming a Flight Lieutenant again on 16
th
 January 1945, he received the Bar to his Distinguished Flying 

Cross on the 18
th. 

 His citation read: ñFlight Lieutenant Lallemand is an extremely efficient and reliable flight 

commander, who has rendered much valuable service and inflicted severe damage to the enemy. Since being
 

awarded
 
the Distinguished Flying Cross he has performed most varied flying and, in addition to being 

responsible for the destruction of a large number of tanks, armoured cars and railway trucks, he has destroyed 3 

enemy ships and at least 1 enemy aircraft. Both in the air and on the ground Flight Lieutenant Lallemand has 

displayed outstanding courage and initiative and has been a source of inspiration to those under his command.ò  

 

He was posted to command No. 349 (Belgium) Squadron on Spitfires from 1st March, again as Acting Squadron 

Leader, leading this unit for the last few weeks of hostilities until 1st October 1945, when he was posted to No.1 

PHU, then becoming Deputy Belgian Inspectorate General on 15
th
 January 1946. Discharged from the RAF on 

1
st
 October 1946, after 58 months and 6 days of service, he commanded the 2nd Belgian Air Force Fighter Wing 

from August ó47 until detached in July 1952 to Maxwell AFB in the USA for a year. Upon his return he held 

several senior positions within 69 and 83 Groups. He was OC of the Fighter Training School in ó57, Base 

Commander at Brustem from ó58-60, was Deputy Chief and then Chief of Staff for HQ Group Instructors and 

Training. At this time, December 1965, he was promoted to full Colonel. He stayed in the Belgian Air Force until 

end-1972, then joined the reserves until end -1975. 

 

Amongst his medals were: Croix de Guerre 1940; Commander of the Order of Couronne 1945; Commanders of 

the Orders of Leopold and Leopold 11; Croix Militaire 1st Class, Croix des Evades; French Legion dôHonneur 

and French Croix de Guerre in 1950, and the Czech Military Medal in 1949. 

 

In his retirement, Cheval became a prolific author, of which ñRendezvous with Fateò is probably the best known. 

Itôs all flamboyant stuff, mirroring the man himself in real life. He also was extremely successful with the ladies; 

I never knew of his wife, though he certainly had a family, and he lived with his daughter in his final years, as 

you know. Paul Libbrecht used to keep us posted on Chevalôs moods of high emotion (new lady about) and deep 

depression (lady departed), which seemed to happen quite regularly. More Gallic than Belgian, it appears! 

 

At the unveiling of the Memorial to 609 in Waremme in Belgium in September 2003, Cheval was the prime 609 

speaker. He told me that Waremme was a favourite town of his, for he had once been based at a nearby airfield, 

40 minutes away by car. He hated his accommodation, but, as CO, could billet himself elsewhere. So he 

discovered Waremme, and moved in. This must have been post-war. 

 

Cheval died at 1600 on Wednesday January 30th 2008, aged 88. His funeral was organised in Belgium by his old 

350 Squadron, and took place at Florennes Church at 11 am on February 5th 2008. His coffin was covered with 

the Belgian flag, and on top was the flag of 609 (WR) Squadron. Only the weather let the side down, being 

desperately wet during the day, and soaking those who lined the streets, marched with the coffin, or stood in the 

churchyard for the internment.   

 

Flight Lieutenant Jeff Metcalfe happened to be in Belgium at the time, on a visit to Kleine Brogel Air Base, and 

was able to represent the Officer Commanding, and members of 609 (West Riding) Squadron at the funeral. He 

gave an appreciation of Cheval, the preparation of which was kindly aided by Commander Konrad Roumieux 

and Lt Col Wilfried van Linden. Association member Joss Leclercq attended from his home in France, and told 

me that Jeffôs presentation had been excellent. Jeff later told me of the wonderful reception that he was 

subsequently given after the funeral, by so many different but appreciative Belgians. ñI was overwhelmed, 

David,ò he said. ñPeople just kept coming up to me, introducing themselves, thanking me, and I just couldnôt 

keep up with who they all were!ò  That is pretty typical of the Belgians ï an immensely polite and welcoming 

nation.  

 

One Philippe Denman wrote an obituary on 30th January, that I found on the internet. From the French, the final 

line translates thus: 

 

ñFor us, my Colonel, it is not the end. We will never forget you. You will remain always in our memories. Au 

revoir Cheval.ò 

 



 

10. 

 

Captain Malcolm Frederick Hargreaves, 9 March 1932 -16 March 2008  

 

Winter still had us in her clutches when we lost one of our jet age pilots, and a darned good one at that, according 

to his contemporaries. Malcolm had been suffering from Alzheimerôs disease for some time, a wretched and 

utterly wearying illness that blights not only the sufferers, but particularly those who have to look after them.  

 

We gathered at The Church of the Epiphany, Austwick, near Settle, at 11 am on Friday 28th March. It was a 

miserable day, wet and windy; snow against the stone walls. Probably quite pleasant by Yorkshire standards! 

Representing the Association were President AVM Sandy Hunter, Vice President Dave Shaw, Chairman S/Ldr 

Brian Waite, Christine Slingsby, Phil Proudley, Christine Titherington and myself. Malcolmôs coffin was 

covered with the 609 Squadron flag. 

 

Anna Hargreaves read her own verses ñStop all the clocks, quieten the dogéò, and then their grandson 

Daniel read ñSea Feverò by John Masefield ï most apt, as Malcolmôs latter years had revolved around 

boats, not planes.  

 

Eldest son David then gave an appreciation of his father, the gist of which I set out below. 

    

ñWe are here to celebrate Dadôs life, and to pay our respects; a good man on his last trip. We thank you all 

for coming. The readings that Mum and Daniel gave so well were chosen to reflect the virtues and 

standards of this modest man. 

 

Whilst I could enjoy philosophical discussions with him, Dad was always right. He said that death was it, 

final. I believe in heaven; so, we may both get a surprise! Dad will certainly have navigated there, and will 

be telling God what to do next. 

 

Dad served 25 years with BOAC and British Airways, after leaving the RAF. I was actually on the flight 

deck with him, on an approach to New York, when we had an engine emergency. I just knew that I could 

relax, as Dad was in charge. I admit that I did adopt the brace position as we landed, accompanied by 

racing fire engines! Air Traffic Control congratulated Dad on a fine landing once we had  stopped.  

 

Feizor Marina was mostly built by Dad, and the boat completely by him. Then came his terrible illness, and 

Mum stood by him all the time. My brother Stephen was also there, when I couldnôt be. Dad was never 

alone. He was a man of great energy, creativity, and determination; a dignified fighter for all that was 

right, honest and fair.ò 

 

As Malcolm and ñYoungò Dave Shaw came from National Service together, to join 609, and were inseparable 

buddies, Dave had written an appreciation for the Rev. Ian Greenhalgh to read at the Service. I noted some of it 

down, errors and omissions accepted! 

 

ñMalcolm was born on 9 March 1932, in Bradford, and attended Grange School. Education completed, 

like many of his generation, he was called up for National Service. 

 

This was OK, but it stimulated the need for better things. After the two years were up, we applied to join the 

Royal Auxiliary Air Force. The Auxiliary Air Force had  provided 21 wartime Squadrons, and it was 

estimated that one third of the Battle of Britain pilots were from the Auxiliary Squadrons. 609 were a 

Yorkshire Squadron, and the first Spitfire Squadron to achieve 100 kills. This was the one to join.  

 

We wanted to fly front line fighter jets, and the opportunity to do this in the evenings and at weekends was 

too good to be true. Malcolm and some of us were fantastically lucky to be given full RAF training once we 

had joined the Auxiliaries. 

 

 

 

 



11.                                                          Charles George Brazier                                             

  

                                            
           An unusual front for a Service sheet!                                  Charles taken in 1942                                      And Bee Beamontõs Typhoon was on the back! 

 

      
Bee signed Charlesõ PR-G print at Duxford in 2001.     With Edward Tetlow and a naked William de Goat                 Rhoeta and Charles, still at Duxford in 2001 

                           
 

Colonel Aviateur Raymond ñChevalò Lallemant DFC*    

 

             
 Cheval avec Cheval, et circa 2,000 chevaux in his Typhoon!               He had that look about him in 1943                            In his Typhoon cockpit, Manston 1943 

             
Cheval, Ortmans, de Selys, Blanco, de Spirelet, C. Gutt,           Goering decorates night fighter acre Heinz Vinke       Cheval at the Pegasus Bridge flies the flag in 2004 

Dopere, Malengreau, van Lierde ð Duxford 1942                    with Iron Cross, who Cheval shot down 3 months later 

ʻ   This was Charlesõ other life. What a sweet little combine! No cab, eight foot 

        wide header, must be mid-70õs. Now they cost Ã150K, have 40õ  headers,  

        automatic everything, surround sound stereo, climate control, the works. At  

       harvest time, a good engineer like Charles is without price for the farming  

       community. No wonder he was so popular! 



12.                                                                                                  Funeral of Cheval Lallemant DFC*                                                                              

          
           The hearse arrives at Florennes Church. The Guard of Honour stays at the Present as the coffin is carried into the Church, draped with the 609 flag    

 

                            
                The Funeral Service, with the RAF Standard to the left of the Altar                     Flight Lieutenant Jeff Metcalfe gives his tribute on behalf of 609 (WR) Squadron 

          
Chevalõs coffin is slow marched through Florennes to the Cemetery, as the rain pours down. The family then pay their respects ð his daughter is on the left, I believe. 

                                                                                                                  
The Guard of Honour waits with the trumpeters, who will sound The Last Post.               F/Lt. Metcalfe in the act of saluting Colonel Aviateur Cheval Lallemant, DFC*  
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609 were based at RAF Church Fenton. Malcolm and I shared a room together there for four years. These 

four years were the most important in our lives, for it taught us the importance of discipline, trust, and 

teamwork. It also helped us to run cars, as we got ¾d per mile for our trips too and from the airfield. 

(Think of this as equivalent to 0.3p/mile in modern terms ï I now get 40p ïEd).  

 

Church Fenton was home to regular RAF 19 and 72 Squadrons as well. We all flew Meteors, which were 

not the safest of aircraft. We and our Yorkshire airmen, despite us all being from very different 

backgrounds, used to work as one team, and we could more than hold our own against the full time RAF. 

 

Malcolm proved to be the sort of bloke whom you could trust with anything, Heôd never let you down. Not 

only was he an excellent pilot, but also an equally good driver, too. He wouldnôt live outside Yorkshire, so, 

when working as a Captain for BOAC, he used to get from Yorkshire to Heathrow in 2 hours, driving his 

TVR sports car. 

 

Malcolm was a lovely man, with a gentle smile, a very good sense of humour, and a great bubbling laugh. 

Our 50 years of friendship never weakened for a second.ò 

 

Not to be out done, the Rev. Ian Greenhalgh offered his own appreciation: 

 

ñWhen they were married in 1961, Anne found that she had also married a boat and a marina! It has been 

wet enough recently for that old marina to reform again. This was to be Malcolmôs new life: family, flying 

and sailing. He said that heôd frightened himself more than once flying, so it was now time to do the same 

at sea. 

 

After the onset of Alzheimerôs, they moved from Feizor, with its superb views of the surrounding hills to 

Long Preston, and Malcolmôs interests had to become more leisurely. He loved their walks with the dogs, 

and even went on a dog training course in 2007.  

 

He and Anne were much helped by Sharon and her fellow carers in the final months.ò 

 

After the Service, we drove out to the cemetery, on a hillside outside of the village, to lay Malcolm to rest. 

 

We then adjourned to the Maypole in Long Preston, where I picked up other tales about Dad, from son Stephen 

amongst others.  In no special order: 

 

- Dad was sent in totally the wrong direction by ATC one day. He found himself flying out over the North 

Sea. ñNever mind what you say, Iôm coming back!ò He ran out of fuel on finals, hit a ploughed field as 

the engines died, bounced over the hedge and arrived on the runway in a heap of bits. 

- He attended his National Service recruitment office wearing shorts. The sign of a potentially awkward 

and independently minded bod! ñWhat service do you prefer?ò ñOnly the RAF, of course ï I want to fly!ò 

But they gave him another service. Much heated discussion, to no avail. The next day, he spotted the 

RAF big wig, who had rejected him the day before, and set upon him once more. ñRemember me from 

yesterday? I still want to fly.ò ñOh, itôs you again, is it? I canôt stand all that again, OK, itôs the RAF.ò 

-  It seems that a pair of them wanted to sea Blackpool from the air, so they buzzed the sea front in opposite 

directions, just missing each other. 

- On long transatlantic flights, he had time to design both his house ï Feizor ï and his boat. 

- Eventually, the repetition of such flights got to him and he left British Airways. He had turned down the 

chance to fly Concorde, as he found the flight deck too small, and lacking in crew. 

- Aircraft that suited him included the Boeing Stratocruiser, the Comet, Lockheed Tri-Starôs, and 

particularly the Vickers VC10. There was a good team on this aircraft, and all would go out socially 

together on stop overôs. Whilst his position as a   Senior Captain  required  him to examine  

      the flying abilities of others, he didnôt  enjoy the tension  and  atmosphere  that resulted.   Malcolm 

      much preferred the banter of friends around him. 
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In recognition of their life-long friendship, Stephen Hargreaves presented Dave Shaw with a pewter model of a 

Gloster Meteor F8, as flown by Dave and Malcolm in 609. The model, though made in England, could only be 

located to buy in New Zealand, so the gift had travelled nearly 25,000 miles to be there. Dave then sent me a 

second appreciation of Malcolm, sufficiently different to the first to be included here. 

 

ñIn my experience most of the best RAF pilots were quiet and gentle people.  Malcolm was one of those. 

Together with Frank Reacroft, Jimmy Heath and a few others of our pilots.   Malc had a quiet determination 

to do everything as well as he possibly could.  Including flying no. 3 in the 609 formation aerobatic 

team, needing great flying ability in Meteors, which were not exactly the most sensitive aeroplanes to fly.  

And not the safest. 

  

Malc joined 609 in 1953 after National Service, being one of the very few exceptionally lucky people who 

were given the chance to do the whole RAF training during those two years.  He flew with us until the end 

of our flying squadron in 1957, and was one of the four allowed to fly over our disbandment parade in March 

57.  He always said that he had a 'phantom dive' when down wind on that last trip which frightened the life 

out of the Yorkshire Post reporter in the back seat.  He was in one of our two Meteor T7 two seaters. 

  

They always say that flying, dinghy sailing, riding and driving need the same qualities.  Sensitive firm but 

gentle hands and a good sensitive seat giving balance to the whole body. And, of course, determination.  

Malc was a fascinatingly determined driver. His first 609 car was a pre war Singer 9 which went round 

corners in two stages when at speed.  The wheels and chassis followed instructions from the driver and 

turned as instructed. Following behind you saw this happening - but you also saw the body carrying straight 

on. Until it realised that unless it followed a disaster was inevitable. 

  

His second was an Alvis Speed 20 which also went a lot faster than the makers intended.  I had an Alvis 

too and we often went to the Alvis Owners club meetings at the Sun Inn, Colton, nr Tadcaster.  This was a 

haunt on Saturday nights when we stayed at Church Fenton as they served the most delicious bacon and egg 

sandwiches.  His third vehicle was a TVR which went from Yorkshire to Heathrow in not much more than a 

shattering two hours.  Malc refused to live anywhere but Yorkshire and his BOAC five days on and five days 

off always involved trips back home. 

  

Malc retired from British Airways as a senior captain at the age of 50 and then set about building a fishing 

boat.  He bought a big PVC hull with a Thorneycroft diesel already installed and the proceeded to build a 

complete boat in and around it - by hand.  Which he then sailed up on the West Coast of Scotland.  And 

navigated.  And, as we always said - never lost - just temporarily uncertain of position. 

  

A very good friend and he will be sorely missed by all who knew him.ò 

 

I received this from Phil Proudley: 

 

ñDavid, 

         Amazingly, 50 years on, I can picture Malcolm sitting in the cockpit of a MeteorF8 whilst being 

strapped in. He had long straight, fair, hair, brushed back, an ascetic face and a rather serious approach to 

life, I always thought. He was invariably polite, and would always thank whoever was appointed to whatever 

a/c he was flying, after strapping him in or helping him "dismount" when he returned from flying.  

         Not for him the high-speed taxi-in, after landing, much beloved by Pete Hodgson! (You could always 

spot "The Ox" as he would have his seat jacked-up to the highest point with his head above the windscreen 

and, with much thrust applied and squealing of brakes, he would bear-down on the hapless "erk" marshalling 

him in!!!). 

         

 

 

 
 
 

 

 



15.                                                 Captain Malcolm Frederick Hargreaves    

 

                 
TaõQali Malta, 1956. L-R: Malcolm with fellow pilot Charlie Brown, Training                  Oldenburgh 1954: L-R: Malcolm, with Mike Butcher and Young Dave Shaw 

Officer Paddy White and Adjutant Dave Guild 

 

      
The coffin is taken into Austwick Church, where the Reverend Ian Greenhalgh conducted the service                 Austwick Cemetery on a cheerless day 
  

    
Family flowers and the folded 609 (WR) Sqn flag                                   Stephen Hargreaves gives Dave Shaw a memento of his old friend, a Meteor F8 

 

                   
                                                  ééééééééééééééééééééé.. 

                                                                                                             Malcolm just wanting to be up there and flying!  ʹ 

Wheatfieldõs HQ, Leeds. L-R Malcolm Slingsby, fiancée Christine Sharp,  

Helen Petty, òYoungó Dave Shaw and Malcolm Hargreaves.    ʺ 


