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SERIES FOREWORD




This Australian Air Campaign Series consists of well-researched books on RAAF history that are not only underpinned by rigorous scholarship and solid evidence, but are also readable, well-illustrated, educational and enduring.


The intent of the series is to promote an understanding of Air Force history by examining the Air Force’s development, performance, heritage and contribution to the nation in war and peace. By using examples of air operations and exploring the use of the Air Force, including its development and impact during those operations, these publications contribute to the professional military education of Air Force members, and the education of those with an interest in Air Force history. The Air Campaign Series focuses on the elements of leadership, command and tactics, drawing on lessons learned and personal experiences of the authors, as well as extensive research. A unique feature of this series is to draw attention to what can be learned from these historical campaigns and events.


The Australian Air Campaign Series will cover a number of focused studies of Air Force campaigns, including the elements of strategy and tactics, command and leadership, strategic and operational planning, the development of doctrine, administration, platforms or logistics, intelligence, peacekeeping, and humanitarian operations. The analysis conducted in these publications will provide a great source of information for current serving members, veterans, serious academic researchers and casual readers with an interest in specific campaigns or topics.


THEN. NOW. ALWAYS.



John Meier
Air Commodore
Director-General History and Heritage – Air Force
May 2022






FOREWORD




In early 2021, I had the pleasure to meet Air Vice-Marshal Alan Reed at the Air Force’s centenary dinner held in Canberra on 31 March. Alan had ventured up from Melbourne to Canberra for the Centenary events, as he told me, ‘to witness the Air Force, its capabilities and its people’. I’m also sure he relived a few memories of his outstanding career in the Royal Australian Air Force. Alan had a fantastic time reminiscing with old colleagues and telling stories of his career to numerous young Aviators over a glass of red wine or two!


During the course of our discussion on the night, Alan and I reminisced over our mutual passion for the F-111 aircraft that we had both flown during our respective times at RAAF Base Amberley. During our chat I discovered that Alan had amazing stories of his time on operations and in the Air Force more broadly that needed to be told to the modern generation of Aviators.


Beginning as a sergeant pilot in the 1950s flying Lincoln maritime aircraft out of Townsville, Alan’s story reveals his luck in 1955 in being taken off a Lincoln medical evacuation flight at the very last moment that then went on to crash into Mount Superbus in Queensland, killing all on-board. His time in the RAAF included stints flying the Canberra bomber, which he had the fortune to fly in an operation to circumnavigate the world. Alan then went on to serve in Vietnam, flying his beloved RF-4Cs in combat. He told me a story of being one of very few people in the world to receive an ‘invitation to a war’. Later in his career Alan flew the revered F-111, before undertaking senior officer staff positions in Canberra and Melbourne, but always with that burning desire to keep flying. He continued to fly his Tiger Moth, that he owned and flew with his son Gus, until late in his life.


This book is not intended to be Alan’s life story – that can be found in his published autobiography of the same title as this work. Rather, the team in Air Force’s History and Heritage Branch have used Alan’s autobiography, with his permission, to weave together a work that presents to today’s modern-day Aviators, the little-known stories of one man who reached the upper echelons of the Air Force as an air vice-marshal in the late 1980s. Alan’s journey to that point is marked by many highlights that need to be kept alive, as they bear witness to the history and heritage of the Air Force between the 1950s and the early 1990s. These were times that will seem quite different to today’s professional Aviator.


This work has intentionally been produced with additional sidebar stories of the types of aircraft Alan flew as well as stories pertaining to the experiences he and his peers faced during those times, all with the intent of aiding the reader to gain a greater appreciation for the personal histories that underpin today’s Air Force.


Sadly, Alan passed away in July 2021 and will not get to see this tribute to his career in the Royal Australian Air Force. I hope it helps keep alive the memory of a great Aviator, and servant to our country and our Air Force. Thank you, Alan Reed, for your service. I wish you blue skies.



Stephen Meredith
Air Vice-Marshal
Deputy Chief of Air Force
May 2022








COMPILER’S NOTES




Early in 2021, Air Vice-Marshal Alan Reed AO provided Air Force with his approval for his autobiography, ‘Invited to a War’, to be adapted for use as a title within Air Force History and Heritage Branch’s ‘Australian Air Campaign Series’. Following Alan’s death on 24 July 2021, the Branch worked with his family to produce this book as a tribute to not only this true gentleman but also an officer who helped establish some of the foundations of today’s modern Royal Australian Air Force.


The following work draws extensively upon extracts from Alan’s original book, in particular those parts related directly to his long and illustrious career in the Royal Australian Air Force. It intentionally avoids going into the personal aspects of Alan’s life. Readers interested in the breadth and depth of the life of Air Vice-Marshal Alan Reed are encouraged to read his original autobiography.


Sidebar stories and Juanita Franzi’s marvellous illustrations have also been included to help the reader with some context around many of Alan’s experiences.


We hope you enjoy this amazing journey of one man, from sergeant pilot to air vice-marshal.



David Fredericks
Group Captain
Director History and Heritage Services – Air Force
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	AAA

	anti-aircraft artillery





	AFB

	Air Force Base





	AFC

	Air Force Cross





	AJASS

	Advanced Joint Anti-Submarine School





	AMARC

	Aircraft Maintenance and Regeneration Center





	AOC

	Air Officer Commanding





	AOCSC

	Air Officer Commanding Support Command





	ARL

	Aeronautical Research Laboratory





	ASO

	Air Staff Officer





	ASW

	anti-submarine warfare





	ATC

	Air Training Corps





	BFTS

	Basic Flying Training School





	CAC

	Commonwealth Aircraft Corporation





	Cat

	category





	CB

	confined to barracks





	CFI

	Chief Flying Instructor





	CFS

	Central Flying School





	CO

	Commanding Officer





	CPLT

	cold proof load test





	DFC

	Distinguished Flying Cross





	DFM

	Distinguished Flying Medal





	DMZ

	Demilitarised Zone





	EATS

	Empire Air Training Scheme





	FAC

	forward air control





	FIGMO

	‘F... I Got My Orders’





	ft

	feet





	FTS

	Flying Training School





	GAF

	Government Aircraft Factory





	GAFA

	‘Great Australian F... All’





	GCA

	ground-controlled approach





	GD

	General Dynamics





	GIBS

	‘guy in back seat’





	HF

	high frequency





	HMAS

	His/Her Majesty’s Australian Ship
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	HQSC
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	HTSA
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	IG
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	Maritime Reconnaissance





	nm
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	OC

	Officer Commanding





	OR

	operational requirements





	ORI

	operational readiness inspection





	OTS

	Officer Training School





	PFL

	practice forced landing





	PNG

	Papua New Guinea





	R&R

	‘rest and recuperation’





	RAAF

	Royal Australian Air Force





	RAF

	Royal Air Force





	RAN

	Royal Australian Navy





	RCDS

	Royal College of Defence Studies





	RIMPAC

	rim of the Pacific





	RN

	Royal Navy





	RNZAF

	Royal New Zealand Air Force





	RP

	route package





	SAC

	Strategic Air Command





	SAM

	surface-to-air missile





	SAN

	School of Air Navigation





	SAR

	search and rescue





	SEAD

	suppression of enemy air defense





	SEATO

	Southeast Asia Treaty Organisation





	TDY

	temporary duty





	TFR

	terrain-following radar





	TFS

	Tactical Fighter Squadron





	TFW

	Tactical Fighter Wing





	TRS

	Tactical Reconnaissance Squadron





	TRW

	Tactical Reconnaissance Wing





	USAF

	United States Air Force





	VC

	Viet Cong





	VHF

	very high frequency





	WCTB

	wing carry through box





	WPF
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Chapter 1










THE ROAR OF ‘Q FOR QUEENIE’




The sun was shining brightly on that late spring morning in 1943 when I was visiting my big brother, Arthur, at his home in South Fremantle. Arthur was showing me, a kid of nine years at the time his new pride and joy: a lathe he had bought and set up in the shed in the back of his house and that is when we first heard it.


That rumbling noise in the background quickly became a roar as we both rushed outside knowing it was ‘Q for Queenie’, the Lancaster bomber released from Bomber Command to fly with its all-Australian crew around Australia to encourage people to invest in the war effort by buying war bonds or, in my case as a child, war savings certificates. I already had five or six of these certificates acquired with my savings, 32 of those blue sixpenny stamps featuring either a Spitfire or a Lancaster. I favoured the Spitfire, but the Lancaster was also high on my list and here it was, almost overhead. I saw this massive black four-engine beast so low we felt we could almost reach out and touch it as the pilot brought it around in a big sweep over Fremantle. I knew where my next pocket money was going. After all, I thought it was a great investment that, for just 16 shillings, the certificate was going to be worth one pound just seven years later when the war would surely be over.


[image: img0c3789d6d0a4]


Avro Lancaster Mk.III ED930 ‘Q for Queenie’. (State Library of Victoria)


The West Australian newspaper had told me Flight Lieutenant Peter Isaacson DFC AFC DFM was the pilot and that he and his crew had successfully completed a full tour of 30 operations with Bomber Command. This was followed by another tour as Pathfinders doing the extremely dangerous task of highlighting targets with coloured markers in deepest Germany, thereby allowing the bomber stream, often with 1,000 aircraft or more, to identify the target and drop their bombs with greater accuracy. Wow!
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Peter Isaacson and crew of ‘Q for Queenie’. Note the coveted Pathfinder eagle on Isaacson’s pocket flap. (State Library of Victoria)


While my second oldest brother, Merve, still worked as a refrigeration mechanic at the meat works, as this job was considered essential to the war effort, our other brother Ron, 12 years my senior, had been destined for Bomber Command. He had qualified as a pilot in Australia, within the Empire Air Training Scheme, and had travelled around the world by sea with his best friend through the United States to do his operational conversion at RAF Lichfield, not far from Birmingham in the United Kingdom. It was planned that he would join one of Bomber Command’s operational squadrons once he had completed his operational conversion. I sometimes think it was fortunate he had a horrendous accident while flying a Wellington bomber during training. After this awful accident, he spent almost a year in hospital and never flew on operations. He went on to live into his nineties.


In 1943, Bomber Command losses were at their worst – the rates were only exceeded by German submariners and, until very recently with the unveiling of the memorial in London, the sacrifice of Bomber Command aircrew had not been recognised. Of the 135,000 aircrew who served in Bomber Command during the war, the number killed on combat operations is debatable, but is undeniably between 55,000 and 58,000 of the ‘best of the best’. Many more were wounded or taken prisoner and training losses are not included.


Although he would never know it, Peter Isaacson became my ‘hero’, and I am sure my interest in aviation began from that moment. Peter’s Distinguished Flying Medal had been awarded because, at the time, he was still a sergeant pilot when flying operations and had distinguished himself to be recognised at the highest level. His Distinguished Flying Cross came for bravery under fire on a mission over Berlin as a Pathfinder, after being commissioned as an officer.




On 6 July 1954, just a little over ten years later, I graduated as a sergeant pilot in the RAAF and began what to me was a stimulating and satisfying career in aviation. My first posting was as second pilot on the Lincoln bomber, an aircraft developed from the Lancaster during the war to carry a heavy bomb load over long distances to take the attack to places like Japan. It was never used in that role thankfully, as the war was brought to a close with the surrender of the Japanese after the US Army Air Force dropped the dreadful atomic bombs that devastated both Hiroshima and Nagasaki. My Air Force career spanned nearly 38 years and, after leaving the Lincoln, I was privileged to fly some of the best military aircraft of my time. Lucky me!
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Victorian State Commandant of the Air Training Corps (ATC), Wing Commander Peter Isaacson, gives a few hints to some ATC trainee pilots. (State Library of Victoria)


I first met Wing Commander Peter Isaacson, the captain of ‘Q for Queenie’, when I was assigned as the Air Officer Commanding of Support Command in Melbourne. It gave me considerable pleasure to meet with Peter, the hero of my youth, who was then a Life Governor of the Shrine of Remembrance, a wonderful memorial to those Australians who have served and died in all conflicts. Peter’s crowning glory during his visit with ‘Q for Queenie’ so many years before had been to fly that enormous black aircraft under the Sydney Harbour Bridge – a feat I would never even contemplate in a much smaller aircraft.


When I asked him why he did it, he said ‘it seemed like a good idea at the time.’


He also told me the air vice-marshals were still working out who should lay the court martial charges. I assured him he need not worry as it would certainly not be this one.






Chapter 2










NASHOS AS A PRELUDE TO AN AMAZING CAREER






One of the reasons I had joined the Air Training Corps was to give me a better chance of going into the Air Force for National Service, or ‘nashos’ as it was called, rather than the Army. I couldn’t stand the thought of being a ‘grunt’.


Anyway, I was called up in the first half of 1952 and fronted up for medical exams as well as an interview. As predicted, my expressed interest in the Air Force led me to be selected for the RAAF and I joined the fourth intake at RAAF Pearce in June 1952 for six months’ continuous service. As it turned out, it was a life changing event. All of us reach a fork in the road, sometimes more than once, and this was one of mine.


Basic training at Pearce was mostly square bashing and getting fit. After three weeks of the ‘bull ring’ and running everywhere, I overcame the lethargy of my previous office life and I thought, even then, that this life suited me better. I felt so fit.


A select few of the national service intake were to be given flying training in the Tiger Moth and I desperately wanted to be among them. I applied and was interviewed but missed out because I was obviously not ready or mature enough. After four weeks at Pearce, about 24 of us were nominated to go to No 10 Stores Depot in Merredin, about 160 miles east of Perth in the wheat belt. The Air Force decided to fly us to Cunderdin and then go by bus to Merredin.


I finally got airborne in the back of a Dakota and that was it. I thought ‘this is IT’ and while I had applied for permanent aircrew training before I had left Pearce, this single flight pushed me well over the edge. I would now do anything to get into pilot training. This was my future. Merredin was a small country town. The work scene at a stores depot 160 miles from the base we were supporting was not arduous. Also, the Nashos needed a corporal to be their spokesman and leader. About half a dozen of us were tried out giving drill orders on the parade ground and two or three had a short interview with Flying Officer David Oxenham, the station adjutant. Dave had been a pilot in the war and proudly wore his pilot brevet to show all and sundry that he was not just a stores depot wally. Dave took a liking to me, probably because there were only two of the 24 who had applied for pilot training, and I was appointed as the corporal. My full title was ‘Aircraftman Recruit Minor, Acting Corporal Unpaid’. Only the Air Force could dream up such an amazing description. The unpaid part was certainly true because even though










The RAAF at Cunderdin and Merredin1
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RAAF Tiger Moths of No 9 Elementary Flying Training School lined up at RAAF Cunderdin. (Defence)


Cunderdin Airfield was constructed early in the Second World War as an elementary training school for ab initio pilots of the Empire Air Training Scheme. The facility comprised a large airfield, hangars and technical huts together with a main base camp further to the east. Towards the end of the war, after sufficient pilots had been trained for both EATS and RAAF requirements in the South-West Pacific, the airfield was used as an operational base for heavy bombers in the campaign against the Japanese occupied Netherlands East Indies.


No 10 Stores Depot, Merredin, commenced in 1943. The depot held bulk and technical stores, especially radar and radio spares. Sheets of tin placed on the ground helped camouflage the site as a salt lake. RAAF personnel lived in nearby houses with vegetable gardens and flowers beds rather than barracks, also as a camouflage technique.


Courtesy: Central Wheatbelt Visitor Centre





I wore corporal’s stripes, I drew exactly the same pay as all the other Aircraftman Recruit Minors. I was not held in high regard by the other 23 who only wanted to get their six months over and get back to their real life, but I enjoyed the stripes and the feeling of power it gave me even if no one else recognised it.
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Alan Reed (right) as a nasho in 1952. (Alan Reed collection)


Towards the end of my time at Merredin, the other pilot course applicant and I were called to Perth for interviews. My interview went okay but I missed a few questions including getting the capital of the USA wrong. I was sure it was New York but I have subsequently learned otherwise!


My nashos service ended in December 1952, and I went back to Perth in the New Year not knowing what would happen about my pilot course application. In February, I received a letter saying I had just missed out on the March 1953 intake, but I could indicate my interest in a later course if I so wanted. My thoughts were that, if they didn’t want me then, they would not want me later, so I ignored the letter.


I had just come to grips with this mindset when a letter arrived from RAAF Recruiting saying I had been selected to begin pilot training on No 13 Pilots Course starting at Archerfield in Queensland in May 1953 and would I please indicate my acceptance or otherwise.


Dilemma: what will I do? … I accepted the RAAF offer.











NATIONAL SERVICE2




War plans developed by the Services in the late-1940s were predicated on staffing levels which could not be sustained during peacetime. As the military skills which had been acquired by the general community during the Second World War degraded, and Australia became involved in a series of conflicts opposing the expansion of a perceived international communist movement, the government of Prime Minister Robert Menzies decided a form of national military service would have to be introduced.
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Air Marshal George Jones, Chief of the Air Staff, visits RAAF National Service trainees at RAAF Base Laverton, circa 1951–52. (State Library of Victoria)


The National Service Act, which took effect on 17 March 1951, required all 18-year-old males who were British subjects and resident in Australia to register for compulsory military training. Registrants were allowed to state a preference for one of the Services but only those who volunteered for duty overseas could be called up by the RAAF or the Royal 



 Australian Navy (RAN). Early estimates envisaged the Army taking about two-thirds of the planned annual intake of 21,000, with about 4,000 going to the Air Force and 500 to the Navy; in fact, when the scheme reached maturity, the RAAF’s annual intake was closer to 3,300 as about 700 students were granted deferments each year.


Two intakes were made annually. Air Force national servicemen were inducted into the RAAF’s Citizen Air Force and required to serve for 176 days (later reduced to 154) within a five-year period, but as that service had to be continuous the national servicemen – or ‘nashos’ as they were colloquially referred to – in fact spent six months full-time in the RAAF. An exception was made for students, who could complete two periods each of 77 days.


At the end of their full-time duty, all national servicemen had to transfer to the RAAF General Reserve for their remaining four and a half years but with no further training obligation. They were, however, encouraged to join the Active Reserve.


RAAF nashos started their term with three weeks intensive indoctrination in drill, general service knowledge, physical fitness and small arms practice. They then progressed to basic trade training, which lasted six weeks for technical trades and three weeks for others, then completed on-the-job training, which could be conducted at any one of 27 separate locations spread throughout the States and Territories.


The overall objective of the six months’ service was to instil a basic knowledge of the Air Force and of one RAAF mustering, and generally prepare the draftees for a more rapid transition to a wartime force should the need arise. No flying instruction within the Permanent Air Force was offered, but each year up to 175 national servicemen were trained to private pilot licence standard at the RAAF’s expense at selected aero clubs.


Just how seriously the RAAF took national service might be questioned. The Air Force’s main demand in a defence emergency was for extra aircrew and technicians, and experience had shown that the required levels of skill were most unlikely to be realised in six months. Further, it was all very well for the government to insist on the system being established and operating by a certain date: it was the RAAF that had to find the instructors and the facilities. Because the Air Force simply did not have the additional 850 people needed to train and administer national service, some of the instructional work had to subcontracted to civilian institutions in Melbourne and Sydney.


The RAAF began to look for easy answers to the question of what to do with its nashos, notwithstanding an admonition from Minister for Air William McMahon that he would not tolerate the ‘tenaciously held’ practice of treating all national servicemen as unskilled recruits. Some attempt was made to provide more places on technical courses and to centralise all draftees at a few major bases but without substantially more resources to pay for the additional training, the scheme was always going to intrude on the Air Force’s main business and, therefore, meet passive resistance. Many national servicemen found themselves employed on the most menial tasks, painting kerbs and fences white or stripping down obsolescent aircraft which almost certainly were never going to fly again.




Perhaps the most constructive use of national servicemen was in aerodrome defence squadrons, units which could gainfully employ large numbers of ‘cannon fodder’ while at the same time not intruding on the business of keeping aircraft flying. Recruits were trained to defend airfields against ground and low-level air attack, using rifles and bayonets, Bren guns, Owen guns, anti-tank guns, two-inch mortars and grenades. Up until July 1956 about 15% of each intake was allocated to aerodrome defence, after which it was increased to 25% and the kinds of weapons used expanded to include Bofors anti-aircraft guns, three-inch mortars and armoured cars.


After seven years and about 200,000 draftees, significant deficiencies were apparent in the National Service Scheme. Most Army nashos had not volunteered for overseas service and few from the RAAF and RAN had joined the permanent forces. The relatively short six-month period of full-time training was insufficient for individuals to reach high standards, and the scheme was expensive in terms of extra direct costs and the 3,290 members of the regular services who had been diverted to training. National service was abolished for the RAAF and the RAN in 1957, and the Army in 1960, in favour of a proposal to increase the size of the Regular Army and improve conditions in the Citizen Military Force.


Courtesy: Alan Stephens, Going Solo, The Royal Australian Air Force 1946-1971.
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National service trainee Peter Dell talking to colleagues John Guggenheimer and Ernie Baulch after his first solo flight in a Tiger Moth in October 1951. Dell was the first nasho trainee to fly solo. (State Library of Victoria)
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National Service trainees passing out parade, circa early 1950s. (State Library of New South Wales)
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RAAF National Service trainees completing their airfield defence training in Victoria, circa 1951. (State Library of Victoria)






Chapter 3










LEARNING TO FLY






Off to Pilots Course


My first taste of Air Force generosity was in May 1953 when I was handed my train tickets from Perth to Brisbane. I found myself in a second-class carriage with Ken Clarke, a (very senior) 25-year-old Pom, who had also been selected for No 13 Pilots Course. The first couple of days crossing the Nullarbor were okay as four of us had a four-berth compartment with sleepers but, on reaching Port Pirie, that was the end of the luxury. From there on through the next five days, it was ‘sit up’ all the way. No sleepers for us on any of the trains. By the time I reached Sydney, I was ready to turn around and go home. I had quite had it up to the neck.


Twenty-six eager pilot aspirants fronted up at No 1 Initial Flying Training School at Archerfield, just outside Brisbane. The Korean War had effectively ended and the large 100-plus student courses were being much reduced. We came from a variety of social, educational and geographical backgrounds. All were trying something new after not being satisfied with their initial career choice. As usual on entry to a service, the role of the drill instructor was to ‘instil some discipline into you lot.’ Another three weeks of square bashing was interspersed with a little class work on service knowledge and, after a bivouac where we learned about weapons and did rifle and Bren gun shooting, we progressed to the academic phase. We didn’t go near an aircraft and used to gawk in awe at the No 12 Course seniors who were actually going solo in a Tiger Moth. Would we ever get there?


The academic lessons were pitched at matriculation standard which I had not reached so I found myself way behind in the maths and physics we were expected to know as a basis for aerodynamics and navigation. However, I worked pretty hard and managed to barely keep up with what was going on. Even so, I found it easier to do the basic navigation mathematics in my head because I didn’t understand the use of a circular slide rule. I had to pick this up quickly or I would have been left far behind as the complexity of the problems increased. From memory, about four or five people were eliminated during ground school. One could not fail too many exams or, suddenly, there was a spare bed in the room. They just disappeared without any fuss or farewell. It did focus the mind on study and keeping ahead of the game.


After eight weeks of ground school and passing all the exams, the flight line was within reach. We had started to learn airmanship as well as the principles of flight and now was the time to start putting our new knowledge into practice. My instructor for the initial part of the 15 hours of flight grading we were to go through was Warrant Officer Joe Porritt, known far and wide as the ‘screaming skull’. It became obvious that he hated instructing and his 



poor students paid for it. He was not a good choice for the nervous and sensitive student assigned to him who was feeling totally inadequate and well out of his comfort zone.


The screaming skull excelled himself for eight sorties, which I somehow survived, and I was then allocated a more normal and pleasant instructor, Flight Lieutenant Laidlaw. I passed my six- and ten-hour tests and was sent solo on 24 August 1953. Like all pilots, that solo remains in my memory forever and, wherever he is, I will thank Flight Lieutenant Laidlaw for helping me get there. To recognise the event, and 60 years to the day, I again flew solo, this time in my Tiger Moth VH-CXY painted in the livery of the aircraft in which I did my first flight.
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Tiger Moths lined up at RAAF Base Point Cook, circa 1950s. (Defence)
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A Tiger Moth overflying the mobile air traffic control van at RAAF Base Point Cook in the 1950s. (Defence)











de Havilland D.H.82A Tiger Moth
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Tiger Moth VH-CXY was once of the aircraft built by Lawrence Engineering and Sales Pty Ltd in the late 1950s/early 1960s. It had several civil owners, finally being purchased in 1999 by Alan Reed and his son, Gus. In 2019, the Reeds donated ‘CXY’ to the Temora Aviation Museum where it currently resides.


TECHNICAL DATA


DESCRIPTION:
Two-seat elementary trainer.


POWER PLANT:
One 97-kW (130-hp) D.H. Gipsy Major I piston engine.


DIMENSIONS:
Span 8.94 m (29 ft 4 in); length 7.29 m (23 ft 11 in); height 2.68 m (8 ft 9.5 in).


WEIGHTS:
Empty 506 kg (1,115 lb); loaded 828 kg (1,825 lb).


PERFORMANCE:
Maximum speed 94 kt (175 km/h); cruising speed 81 kt (150 km/h); initial climb 635 ft/min; ceiling 14,000 ft; maximum range 483 km (261 nm).


More flying at ‘Quinty’




Another four or five of our 26 starters fell by the wayside during flight grading and the 16 survivors then moved on to No 1 Basic Flying Training School at Uranquinty near Wagga. By this time, Uranquinty was a combined Tiger Moth and Wirraway base. I did a couple of refresher flights with my new instructor, Warrant Officer Ross Allen, a tall, red-haired, ex-Korean War fighter pilot. We used to operate the Tigers from a satellite paddock at Belfrayden and after I finally convinced my instructor that I was safe solo, he sent me off from Belfrayden with the instruction to come back and pick him up.


I was so delighted to be free again that I took off into the wide blue yonder without a care in the world until it became apparent that I was somewhat (seriously) lost. I had not taken much note of my whereabouts up until then, concentrating on actually flying the aircraft mostly in the circuit. This was a mistake as, despite looking carefully for about 15 minutes, every paddock looked like Belfrayden.


I could still see Uranquinty in the distance so thought I had better get back there only to be asked ‘Where is your instructor?’ We had no radio on the Tiger Moth, using the old ‘shout through the Gosport tube’ intercom system, so Ross Allen was not able to contact me or indeed his Uranquinty mates to complain that his student had deserted him.


One of the instructors jumped in my aircraft and went out to pick up my, by then, fuming red-haired instructor who was not very happy with his student. He was a nice bloke and unfortunately was killed a short time later when hit on the head as he jettisoned the canopy of a Sabre he had decided to eject from at Williamtown. There were three similar Sabre fatal accidents until an explosive bolt was designed to shatter the canopy before ejection rather than jettisoning it. Vin Hill, my later boss on Phantoms at Amberley, was the test pilot who actually shot a bolt through the canopy at 40,000 feet or so to test the system. He described it as being as near to hell as one could get and I believe him.


I struggled through the 50 hours on Tiger Moths and then onto the ‘big one’, the Wirraway. Because I was struggling, I was very fortunate to be assigned to Squadron Leader Rick Bourne who had taken over as Chief Flying Instructor. Rick was a gentleman of the old school and I believe I owe him for recognising potential I didn’t know I possessed. He took me under his wing, assuring me that I would be among the best pilots on the course even though I did not believe him (being sure I was close to being scrubbed).


Actually, I wasn’t far off. On 8 December 1953, I did a running change into Wirraway A20-729, taking over from another student. My task was to do a solo exercise comprising practice forced landings (PFLs) after upper air work. I checked the fuel selection and was satisfied the previous student had changed tanks from the right to the left as the fuel selector was in the same position as the aircraft I had just left for my dual sortie and I had changed tanks. I did some upper air work and then set up for a PFL into Kendall’s paddock which was a regular field used for practice emergencies. Everything was looking good as I did my checks including checking the contents of the left tank. I didn’t check the right as I was SURE the left tank had been selected. I confirmed there was plenty of fuel 



in the left tank. There was. In fact, it appeared I had not used much fuel at all from that tank. I cleared the engine as required each 1,000 feet of descent and, having executed a, what I thought, was a perfect PFL at 200 feet, I applied power for the go around. Nothing happened. My practice became actual as I slid to a stop in the paddock with wheels up and flaps down. The previous student had not changed tanks and I had not detected it. Quite frankly, it was one of the smoothest landings I have ever done. It was a real pity the wheels were up at the time.
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