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From the President: KEVIN TREVARTHEN 

 

It’s been another busy time at the Shed, with the woodies 

particularly enjoying their new toy – the resaw mill – which is a 

result of a grant from the Australian Mens Shed Association.  A 

big shout out to Peter Fitzgibbon, ably assisted by Keith 

Sherwood, for their successful efforts in grant applications, 

they’ve been doing well lately. 

 

Over the last week some of us have been busy preparing some 

kits for wildlife nest boxes to be used at a community workshop, 

gee even I’ve ventured out of the metal workshop to get 

covered in sawdust.  This project saw a bit of “mission creep” 

which ended up being somewhat bigger than first anticipated; 

however it’s a very good cause and enhances our positive 

profile in the community which I see as increasingly important. 

 

Progress continues on the preparation for the Army Shed, with just the engineer’s drawings 

to be completed before submission of all plans to the Certifier, and we’re confident they’ll 

be OK’d.  It’s important to note that, unlike the tortuous process that was required to erect 

our current shed, the council doesn’t need to be involved (except for the plumbing).  This 

means that all going well, building should commence early in the new year. 

 

Another recent positive initiative is the commencement of quarterly meetings of all site 

occupants, led by Kevin Howell of the historical society and Graham Bailey of the car club, 

with the aim of ensuring  that we’re working in harmony, and maximizing the potential of 

the site.  This is likely to result in some joint activities, watch this space for more details in the 

new year. 

 

The joint Christmas Party, with the historical society (or, to use its formal name, the Maleny 

Cultural and Historical Society), and the music group, was a great afternoon, though the 

catering was a bit stretched with 15 more attending than originally anticipated.  And yes 

Harvey, your potatoes were very nice!  The highlight – for me anyway – was Kalani’s set with 

his uke and that sublime Hawaiian voice. 

 

And speaking of Christmas Parties, don’t forget that the Neighbourhood Centre hosts an 

excellent, and free, breakfast/brunch on Christmas morning from about 8.30.  It’s a great 

opportunity to connect with the community, especially if you’re one of the increasing 

numbers of “Christmas Orphans”.  It’s always a good spread with lots of cheer and 

community spirit, don’t hesitate to get along to it. 
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So it’s that time to reflect on the past year and to look forward to the next (and in in this case 

the next decade), and appreciate time with friends and family.  To many it’s a deeply 

spiritual period, to lots it’s a well founded cultural tradition, but regardless of whatever your 

faith is (or lack thereof), make it a positive and enjoyable time and put your feet up for a 

day or two.  Best wishes to all shedders and their families, and let’s hope for some rain! 

 

THE MEN’S SHED WILL BE BREAKING FOR CHRISTMAS! THE FINAL DAY WILL BE FRIDAY 20TH, 

AND WE WILL REGROUP ON TUESDAY 7TH JANUARY. 

 

Kevin 

 

 

From the computer classes: 

DENNIS HENSBY 

Note that USB 1, 2 and 3 all use the same shaped plug.  The differences are in speed (and 

the colour of the plastic inside the plug).  USB B is used on printers and Mini and Micro USB 

are used on small devices like phones. 

 

I advise that a new type – USB C - is currently rolling out in USA, supplied with devices that 

use the new standard.  The advantage of USB C is that it is capable of much higher speeds 

than the current USB 3, or any of the earlier standards.  USB C is also reversible, meaning it 

will go in either way up – at last! 

 

Here is a photo of USB C connector (on the left) alongside the familiar USB 3 (blue plastic 

inside) connector.  You can see that USB C is much smaller and a different shape. 

  
You should start to see the new plug and devices with the new 

connector from now on.  So far all USB connections have been 

backwards compatible, meaning that you can still connect to 

older devices, albeit at a slower speed.  No doubt there will also 

be converter cables available to allow new devices to talk to older 

devices. 
 
Dennis    
 

 
Suggestions for topics to be covered in future are always welcome. 

Email dennishensby@bigpond.com 
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FROM THE WOODIES: WARNE WILSON 

The big item this month was the news that grant money was available for the purchase of a 

WOODFAST milling machine capable of 

sawing boards from 1.5 m X 400 mm logs. 

This will give us the capability of making 

our own timber from logs that are offered to 

us. Malcolm drove to Wacol to pick it up, a 

very heavy item, we had to break the ply 

boxes open on the ute and bring the 

components out one by one to assemble 

them. Leon is shown here at the controls 

with Ray Hegerty acting as labourer. 

Lindsay Hay came to our aid when an 

adjustment was needed – he ran his magic 

fingers over the problem; it works a treat!  

Also, we have just been advised that our 

long hoped-for Makita soft start drop saw 

has been approved for a grant from the 

Sunshine Coast Council. This will give 

greater accuracy, greatly improve safety, 

noise reduction, and – best of all – it is 

designed to give greater efficiency in dust 

extraction. 

 

Leon’s lathe skills have taken a leap 

forward as he learns the art of turning a 

green log section into an item of beauty. 

Paul Large has been turning delicately 

shaped chair legs and John Taylor has turned replacement legs for two old chairs which 

Ashley is helping him put together.  

 

Meanwhile, our entry to the Uniting Church Christmas tree display was delivered to the 

church in time for the opening on December 19th. A large number of local organisations 

enter a great variety of innovation in design; well worth a visit!  The display will be open 2 

pm – 8 pm daily until Dec. 24th, 2 pm – 7 pm on Christmas Eve, followed by a Christmas 

Pageant at 7 pm.  

 

President Kevin Trevarthen accepted the challenge of making wildlife boxes for a local 

group restoring habitat after the fires and a heavy load of ply donated and delivered by 

Mitre 10. Maleny Dairies kindly allowed Jarrod of Mitre 10 to borrow their forklift to unload it. 

 

Dennis and Don completed the making of a beautiful red cedar box, complete with 

polished brass lock and hinges, to an order via one of our members (see below).  

 

We had trouble with the electronic variable speed lathe, but with expert help from the 

engineering crew the problem was solved. Harry Malcher works every Tuesday making toys 

for the kid’s tent at Maleny Wood Expo in May; he is currently making hundreds of little 

wheels, each one will have to be sanded and sharp edges smoothed. 

 

Leon and Ray with the new milling machine 

Leon and Lindsay adjusting the new machine 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Incidentally, we are busy trying to keep up with projects – we need a couple of new 

members to learn woodworking, or to contribute skills. 

 

Merry Christmas from the Woodies!  

 

Warne  
 

From the Smithy: KEVIN HOWELL 
 

For a long time now I have been on about bells, bells, bells, and more bells. However, we 

are still making bells but we are looking to diversify into making cast aluminium products … 

again bells … no, sorry only kidding. Actually, the car club was getting club badges cast 

but that supply has dried up and only having rudimentary knowledge of casting processes, 

we thought there might be someone in the ranks who could help. We would cast them and 

on sell to happy car club members; anyone out there? Meanwhile, to keep our editor happy 

I’m going to tell a story about CHOOKS! 

 

About 20 years ago I moved to a hobby farm 

outside of Yeppoon at a place called Woodbury. 

Along with taking up growing mangoes, bananas 

and grapes for wine, I had a flock of hens with a 

rooster to keep them under control. Apart from 

the normal red battery hen layers, I had a few 

chooks that were bought at an auction which 

looked a bit different from the rest.  They turned 

out to be Red Jungle Fowl which came about 

from the inbreeding of poultry placed on isolated 

islands where they reverted to type of original 

ancestor (see photo). The hens were pretty 

friendly and the rooster immediately took control 

of the whole lot and what a wonderful MOTHER he 

turned out to be. 

He woke the flock in the morning and when they 

came down from the perches he went about his 

normal rooster duties. The young hens submitted quickly and the older, wiser ones flew up 

onto the perches or tree branches to avoid him. Before the hens went to the nests to lay 

eggs the rooster inspected them and gave his ok. The jungle fowl laid eggs all over the 

place, in the middle of pot plants, under bits of tin, in the tractor seat, and on an old cane 

Don and Dennis with the red cedar box (see above) 
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chair on the verandah. Of course they were laying eggs to reproduce, and not knowing too 

much at the start we were surprised when an old chook turned up with 15 chicks. We thought 

that something had taken the mother weeks before. 

 

The rooster would keep an eye out for predators and find food and call the hens over to eat 

it. He would be going around all the time seeing they were all right; as night fell he made 

certain that all the birds came into the perches. The younger ones stayed till the sun went 

down, much to the disgust of the rooster. The hens crowded next to the old boy and some 

fights ensued. As the rooster grew older I got hold of another younger one who proceeded 

to kill the old fella. We gave him a good send off. 
 

From the BLACKSMITHS … MERRY XMAS AND A HAPPY NEW YEAR 

 

Kevin 

 

From the Engineers 

MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A HAPPY NEW YEAR 

 

 

FROM THE HISTORICAL & cultural SOCIETY – 

DESLEY MALONE 

THE RATION SHED MUSEUM CHERBOURG 

The Ration Shed Museum at Cherbourg depicts the life of Aboriginal people across 

Queensland who were forcibly removed and placed on the Cherbourg reserve under the 

1897 Aboriginal Protection Act of Queensland. The Act banished Aboriginal people to 

reserves like Cherbourg where they were given minimal education, inadequate food, and 

lived in sub-standard conditions. Their lives were controlled by an Aboriginal Protector, who 

through church and state authorities, controlled most aspects of the lives of Queensland’s 

indigenous people.  

 

Many different clan groups from all over Qld were 

forcibly removed to Cherbourg to be assimilated into 

European culture and way of life. Under the protection 

act people were strictly controlled under harsh 

conditions. Food rations were dispensed from a small 

timber shed, The Ration Shed, now the core of the 

Museum. The Museum display shows the suffering and 

deprivation endured by 

the Cherbourg Community.  

 

Today, The Ration Shed is a source of pride for the 

Cherbourg community. Not only has it been a morale 

boost for the community, but it is a source of income and 

provides employment opportunities for many local people 

including builders, artists, and staff. It serves as a base for 

promoting community and cultural events and as such is 

the main cultural hub where people can gather and meet. 

Today, 2,000 live in Cherbourg. It’s alcohol free, although 

close to Murgan.  
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There’s no freehold houses, the people are now free to come and go as they please. Many 

leave but return as it’s home. They have a good hospital used by all in the district and a 

well-supported school. Aboriginal culture has been lost by the different tribes over time, but 

a new Cherbourg culture has evolved and the community is very united and loyal. The 

Museum is open to the public, it’s advisable to book and is highly recommended to visit.  

Desley Malone for the MC&HS 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Upcoming Community Events 2019/20 

 

Maleny Uniting Church Christmas Tree Festival December 19th - 24th  

Responsible Pet Ownership Booth - Maleny 22 December 7am - 9.30am Tesch Park, 

Maleny. 

Maleny Baptist Church “Carols on the Lawn” December 22nd (Sunday) Free BBQ at 

6.30pm, 7:00pm Carols Maleny Baptist Church Centre. Inquiries on 5499 9345. 

Maleny Neighbourhood Centre - Christmas Breakast December 25th Maleny 

Neighbourhood Centre, Inquiries on 5499 9345. 

Grounds, Witta Road, Witta $10,000 RAFFLE Draw. 

Meet the Council Candidates for Div 5 February 11th 7a.m. at Maleny Chamber 

Commerce Breakfast at Maleny Hotel. 

 

And why not end the year out at the Witta Rec Club New Year's Eve Concert from around 

5.00 pm, with music from local rock legend Damian Barnes and band – you can buy a steak 

or chicken schnitzel and cook it to your liking on the barby, salads provided! 

Their $10,000 Art Union Prize will also be drawn that night, so make sure you have your 

tickets. Please check the posters in this week’s newsletter for all the details. 

Let us all make this a very family friendly and safe Christmas and get 2020 off to a good 

start. 

To include information in this events list simply email to denvergail1@gmail.com 
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CHRISTMAS FESTIVITIES 

Special visitors to the Maleny Street Party on 13 December were Santa and Mrs Claus 
who are well known to us, being our very own Treasurer, Colin Keiley and his good 
wife, Lindel.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

And the man we rely upon in many different ways. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ONLY IN AMERICA! Kathleen Robertson of Austin, Texas was awarded $80,000 by a 
jury of her peers after breaking her ankle tripping over a toddler who was running 
inside a furniture store. The store owners were understandably surprised by the 
verdict, considering the running toddler was her own son! 
 
Carl Truman, 19, of Los Angeles, California won $74,000 plus medical expenses 
when his neighbour ran over his hand with a Honda Accord. Truman apparently 
didn't notice there was someone at the wheel of the car when he was trying to steal 
his neighbour's hubcaps! 

http://www.google.com.au/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=0ahUKEwjr2aOYzq_LAhWm3KYKHZwOB2AQjRwIBw&url=http://worldartsme.com/dividers/?order%3Dviews&psig=AFQjCNEFESfnyefuQRLM6sRny8i-fvQLWg&ust=1457475682836025


 

 

 

  

Traffic lights in Ukraine. The poles light up too. 

“I’ve always won, and I’m going to continue to win. 
And that’s the way it is.” – Donald Trump 



Continuing the serial Lancaster Bomber Tail Gunner 2 from last month 

Copyright - Warne Wilson 

We left Lancaster T-Tango over the Baltic Sea, still at 8,000 feet heading for home 
without radio after its bomb run over the V1 and V2 rocket base at the northern edge 
of Germany. A bomb from a Lancaster above had dropped through their fuselage 
leaving a gaping hole in the top and a much larger one in the floor, taking Jim Merrills 
the injured radio operator with it. 
 

T-Tango rocked and swayed a few times with the momentum and 
then resumed its cruising speed. He heard Jack Kendall’s 
intercom and thought of Jim Merrills, and the banter and the 
laughter between them; Jim, another friend, gone, this time 
without a grave or a monument. 
He watched the landscape unfolding – too close at 8.000 feet, and 
then out over the Baltic Sea, they were leaving the ruined, burning 
target behind, a wide area of churned land from multi tons of 
bombs, dotted with burning buildings. 
23.49hrs. 
“Tail Gunner, Skip, Junkers 88 twin approaching from rear, low 
down, 7 O’clock.” 
“Watch it Tailie, report what it does.” 
As Harry watched, the JU88 began climbing, it seemed to be 
matching its rate of climb to two Lanks he could see a bit below 
and to his left. As it climbed it coordinated its speed under one of 
the Lanks and drifted up. Harry realised what it was doing and 
there was no way to warn the Lank. 
“Tail Gunner, Skipper, Lanks at 5 O’clock and 20 degrees down, I 

think that JU has Schräge Musik.” 
“Skipper, Tail, I have it, no way to warn them.” 
The JU 88 drifted up under the Lank. Its upward-firing autocannon spat fire and smoke, it shredded 
the Lank from tail to nose with a twist at the end to get the right wing. Avgas tanks erupted in a 
flaming trail as tracers tore through them. The JU88 eased down out of the way and turned its 
attention to the second Lank. Harry looked for parachutes but the fuselage was a flaming torch 
trailing burning wreckage. The right wing folded and the once impressive Lancaster began its death 
spiral toward the Baltic Sea. 
But another aircraft entered Harry’s field of vision, it too came in from the rear, it veered toward the 
88 and it was traveling fast. Harry recognised the configuration, twin engines and a central pod, a 
de Havilland Mosquito fighter bomber, nicknamed the Wooden Wonder, one of the fastest aircraft 
of its time. 
“Tail Gunner, Skipper, Mosquito behind the 88.” 
“Skipper, Tail Gunner, I see it.” 
The 88 crew was unaware as the Mosquito straightened up behind it; its four 20 mm Hispano 
cannon raked the 88. Out of control, the 88 rolled over leaving a trail of black smoke, and then flame 
as it followed the Lancaster down. 
Skipper continued gently climbing. 
“Navigator, Skip, steer South West. Not sure of landfall over the coast but it will be light by then.” 
“Roger Nav.”  
In his sealed turret, Harry was spared the icy airstream roaring from the gaping holes, but Jack 
Kendall was sitting in it, and his legs were numb as T-Tango climbed higher. His heated suit helped 
but he began to rub his thighs through layers of padding. 
Skipper levelled off at 20,000 feet, a sprinkled strata of stratocumulus below them like puffs of silver 
satin in the moonlight. Flight engineer, Jack Tippet beside him tapped the oil pressure gauge for two 
inner. He attracted Skipper’s attention to it, “Down another three PSI, it won’t last unless we start 
nursing it.” 
Skipper nodded, “I’ll cut the revs 25%, shouldn’t slow us much without the bombs and over half the 
fuel gone.” 
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“Navigator, Skip, This course will bring us close to Lubeck and flack, suggest deviation, South South 
West.” 
Skipper, Roger Navigator, changing course now, Sou Sou West.” 
Navigator, Skipper, Hope I’m right, been dead reckoning forever.” 
“Skipper, Navigator, we’ll correct when we get there if we’re too close.” 
“Roger, Skipper.” 
Skipper and the Engineer heard and felt a screeching, grinding sound increase in pitch to a metallic 
scream and then stop. The starboard inner stopped dead, trailing smoke. Jack Tippet immediately 
cut fuel to that engine and feathered the props. Skipper said, “It will create some drag, but we are 
coasting along well and it shouldn’t slow us down much.” 
Jack reminded him, “The Starboard inner drives the hydraulics, we won’t get the undercart down 
for landing.” 
“We have to get there first – worry about a belly landing then.” 
“Skipper to crew, we have lost the Starboard inner engine but we will get there!” 
“Tail Gunner, Skipper, another JU88 coming up from below and rear.” 
“Roger, Tailie.” 
Harry watched the menacing form threading up through scattered cloud, it rolled a little to turn in 
their direction and he clearly saw the black stubs of two 50mm canon pointing upward in the 
moonlight, it also had a complex dipole array on its nose, radar antennae.  
Harry depressed his Brownings, but the 88 was not within range, he hoped it would continue on that 
vector and not get below his guns. 
“Tail Gunner, Skipper, 88 still approaching, out of range.” 
“Keep me advised, Tailie.” 
“Aye Skipper.” 
“Mid Upper, panel coming loose behind the hole left by the bomb, flapping badly.” 
“Nothing we can do, watch it.” 
Harry saw the 88 edge closer, the pilot must be new at this, he should have approached unseen from 
below, but the 88’s two 50mm front canon opened up with tracers streaming close to Harry’s left. 
Harry had the advantage of vertical and lateral travel; he hosed a stream of .303s toward the 88, he 
did not score a hit, but it was enough. The German pilot realised T-Tango’s crew were too aware of 
him, he vectored off to find another target. 
“Skipper, Navigator, searchlights and flack dead ahead, would that be Lubeck?” 
“Navigator, Skipper, it’s the only city of any size in this part of Germany – it must be Lubeck.” 
“Thanks Navigator, pretty good for dead reckoning anyway. Deviating south.” 
“Tail Gunner, Skipper, the 88 has veered away.” 
“Keep your eyes peeled, Tailie.” 
Harry’s nose was numb in the air at 20,000 feet, he pinched it and rubbed it to increase circulation, 
thinking what the hell would Skip be expecting me to do, would I be dozing off? 
01.20hrs. 
 “Navigator, Skipper, This should do it, 15 minutes southing. Return to South West course, should 
take us between Norderstedt and Hamburg.” 
“Roger Navigator, turning South West now.” 
“Skipper, Navigator, Huge display of searchlights and flack dead ahead. Hamburg?” 
“It would be, Skip, Norderstedt will be further north.” 
“Turning north now.” 
“Roger, Skipper, 10 minutes, then resume South West course.” 
They all heard a clatter and T-Tango jolted, Skipper felt his controls jump, and then he had trouble 
keeping level. 
“Mid Upper, Skip, that loose panel sheared away. I think it hit the Port rear stabiliser fin. The hole 
is twice as big and it’s like a cyclone in here. Bloody cold, too!” 
“Skipper, Mid Upper, I’ll take her down a bit, might be a little warmer.” 
T-Tango porpoised as Skipper tried to descend smoothly. He remembered his training days in the 
Tiger Moth – PIOs – the embarrassing Pilot Induced Oscillations. Once, when he was taking off 
again after several solo flights, the nose dipped, all he could see was grass, then nothing but blue sky 
as he over corrected, grass coming at him again, individual tussocks clearly standing out, then sky, 
then grass again, before he froze to level flight. When he got back, the instructor said nothing, he had 
learned his lesson.  



But this was different, a vital control surface had been damaged, he still had reasonable control but 
he thought of the landing . . . 
“Tail Gunner, Skipper, a Lancaster catching up.” 
“Skipper, Tail, He might keep us company.” 
The Lancaster inched alongside on the left, no doubt trying to raise them on radio. Skipper asked 
Jack Tippet if he knew Morse code. 
“I’m a bit slow, but I can handle it if they are not too fast.” 
“Grab the torch and tell them, ‘No radio.’” 
A delay and then a light answered, “I will stay with you.” 
“Send, ‘Many thanks.’” 
“Navigator, Skip, 10 minutes, turn back to South West course.” 
“Skipper, Navigator, Roger.” 
He asked Jack to signal the change in course. 
02.20hrs. 
They could see the mass of lights and flack well to their left, a Lank had mistakenly flown over 
Hamburg and had been hit, they saw the flaming wreck falling, tiny in the distance. 
“Navigator, Skipper, this course, South West, will miss all the major centres.” 
“Skipper, Navigator, Roger.” 
Jack Kendall had found a canvas bag which was big enough protect his feet and lower legs from the 
blast, still icy at 15,000 feet, but he had work to do, “Mid Upper, Skipper, incoming fighter, 9 O’clock 
high.” Jack waited for it to come within range, he recognised it, a Focke-Wulf 190, it came in fast, 
with the advantage of height, but Jack waited; the other Lank’s mid upper gunner opened up; he 
pressed his triggers and double twin streams of bullets and tracers curved out into the path of the 
190. Its pilot swerved away, dived, and hurtled under both Lancasters to put a wing down in a 180 
deg. turn to attack from the rear. It had to face two waiting tail gunners. Harry led in with his four 
Brownings to be aided in crossfire from the other Lank, they saw the sparks of hits and the 190 broke 
off to head back the way it had come. 
 “Mid Upper, Skip, it broke away under fire from both Lanks.” 
“Tail, Skipper, it came in from the rear but between the two of us cross firing it broke off and headed 
back toward Hamburg.” 
“Skipper, good shooting both of you!” 
The three remaining Merlins maintained speed in considerably lighter T-Tango, and in spite of the 
drag of huge parts of fuselage missing, and the constant corrections, Skipper worked to maintain 
reasonably level flight. They saw an occasional light below and faint mirrored reflections from water 
and canals. 
02.55hrs. 
“Navigator, Skipper, crossing into Holland, North of Enschede, maintain you South West course.” 
“Roger, Navigator.” 
The light on the accompanying Lank started flashing. Jack Tippet stood and put a hand on Skipper’s 
shoulder to lean toward the canopy – he read slowly – “This course will put us over Arnhem correct 
to West South West out.” 
“Signal Roger, West South West.” 
“Skipper, Navigator, E-Echo, signalled change to West South West, correcting now.” 
Navigator, Roger Skip.” 
T-Tango porpoised, and Skipper corrected as well as he could as he made the course change, E-Echo 
changed in tandem. 
03.53hrs. 
After a trouble free run across Holland they were 25 miles short of Gouda when Harry clicked the 
intercom. “Tail Gunner, Skipper, twin engines approaching from rear. Can’t make out the type.” 
“Skipper, Tail Gunner, Watch it.” 
The moon had set, but by faint starlight Harry made out the two spinning discs. Too big for a 
Mosquito, He had it sighted as came within range. He triggered a burst but it kept coming. He fired 
again but saw the muzzle flashes of 50mm canon. Shards of plexiglass peppered him as the right side 
of his turret disintegrated and sub-zero air blasted in from a gash in the aluminium skin above him. 
The attacker fell away and Harry was able to recognise it as he pulled up his collars in an attempt to 
protect his ears and face from frostbite. 
 “Tail Gunner, Skip, It was a Dornier 215, damage to my canopy and a rip in the fuselage under the 
tail fins; I think it will be back.” 
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“Skipper, Tail, are you hurt?” 
“Tail, Skipper, Not hurt Sir, but cold air, turret immobilised, and vertical gun travel only.” 
“Skipper, Tailie, An hour to go, we’re going home.” 
But the Dornier was back. Out to Harry’s right and closing fast, almost as if the German pilot knew 
Harry’s turret could not turn to meet it. Harry clicked his intercom; “Tail Gunner, Skipper, turn 15 
Degrees right.” 
Jack Tippett heard Harry’s request, he signalled E-Echo, “Turning right 15 deg.” 
E-Echo turned in unison and this brought its tail gunner into the picture. Both tail gunners opened 
up and the Dornier would have been caught if it had not dived nose down and tail up out of there. 
As it was its tail fins took a few hits. This time it did not come back. 
“Tail Gunner, Skip, One of us got a few hits, it will probably look for a lone Lank.” 
“Skipper, Tail, Well done, Tailie, buy you a beer when we get home!” 
But they had to cross the Dutch coast, still 30 miles ahead, and thread their way past many towns 
and cities clustered there, each one had its defensive flack and searchlights. Phillip Gray still battled 
with dead reckoning navigation, but he knew that by this time it could not be dependable. The towns 
of Gouda, Delft, The Hague, and Zoetermeer lay in a close pattern ahead. Skipper would have to trust 
his craft and his crew to the skipper and navigator of E-Echo and the little flashing light. 
The light did in fact, start flashing urgently; Jack read, “On course for Arnhem steer South West. 
“Roger South West.” 
Skipper made the change with difficulty, he knew Harry’s call to turn right had brought them back 
to their previous course. He understood and had acted immediately. However, they still had to 
thread their way through the cluster of well defended cities. 
15 minutes later the light flashed again. “Change course W” 
Skipper wrestled the controls to the right to remain with E-Echo. They saw the lights and flack of 
Gouda on their right and on their left, but still ahead, a lot of activity over Cappelle and then 
Rotterdam. Skip knew there was a major Luftwaffe station at Rotterdam, he clicked his intercom, 
“Skipper, Crew, Rotterdam ahead and left, fighters will be up.” 
04.16hrs. 
“Front Gunner Skip, incoming fighter above and forward 11 O’clock.” 
“Skip, Front Gu– It’s a 109!” 
E-Echo’s front gunner opened up and T-Tango’s joined it. The 109 flew through the cross fire, its 
wing cannon erupted in focussed steams of tracers to ignite the Port wing tanks of E-Echo. The sky 
lit up with flaring fuel and aluminium as E-Echo’s Port wing dropped and the aircraft fell away. 
Harry saw it fall and begin to spin. He saw three parachutes, and then a fourth, a fifth, but the chute 
streaming flame, it folded above its human pendulum and speared down. E-Echo followed, gyrating 
and flaming toward the dark fields. 
They were totally without guidance, but Phillip Gray took Rotterdam as a fix and began his arithmetic 
again, “Navigator, Skip, a course due west now will take us close to RAF Birch. It is about 40 miles 
North East of London, almost on the coast, operated by the Americans, it has three long concrete 
runways in a triangular configuration, one of them just over a mile.” 
 “Skipper, Navigator, Course now due west.” 
Skipper brought T-Tango porpoising to a due west course, but the Dutch coast was still to come and 
he could see the distant fireworks of lights and flack; as he flew toward it he realised that most of it 
focussed on the returning Lanks’ height of 19,000 feet, unless something hit on the way up they 
might skim through it. 
04.52hrs.  
“Skipper, Crew, Heavy flack ahead.” 
“Mid Upper! Lank, engine on fire coming straight for us on right!” 
Skipper glanced to his right, the horrifying sight of a fast closing burning Lancaster. He hauled back 
on the controls and throttled up, was he too late? He waited for it.  
The Lank thundered past just underneath, but its vertical tail fins made contact. T-tango bucked like 
a bull and a lateral slash opened the floor to connect with the gaping hole the bomb had left. 
“Mid upper, skipper, Slash across the floor to the hole where Jim was. Nothing there but fresh air.” 
Skipper turned to his engineer, “Jack, you’d better get back there and have a look at it, the controls 
feel OK and the hydraulics will be out because of Starboard inner, but will we be able to land?” 
Flack bursts ripped the sky overhead and shafts of light on either side missed them as T-Tango found 
its way through, “Front gunner, Skipper, Channel ahead, I can see it!”  Blinding light assaulted them 
and other lights moved in to cone them, but they were through, over the coast, and away. 



O5.20hrs. 
In pre-dawnlight, Skipper could make out the Channel, and beyond it the smudge of land; England. 
He flicked the switch for transmission of emergency ID to UK shore batteries and then turned his 
thoughts to landing, thinking if the fighters leave us alone and if Phillip can find RAF Birch – but 
Jack scrambled back to his seat, “Two main aluminium rails under the floor have been breached, 
another is damaged and there is a tangle of broken wires, the hydraulic lines are cut but they were 
out anyway. We might get in in one piece but it will be hairy. 
 “Front gunner, Skipper, Coast coming up.” 
T-tango was already letting down, and Harry, more than half frozen in his shattered turret, began to 
stir as the temperature came up to freezing point and continued to climb. His ears blocked in the 
steadily increasing air pressure but he rejoiced in this now familiar sign of return and landing.  
Light had begun to define the land, and way to their left, Skipper could make out the Thames Valley, 
seeming to carry on its back the smoke laden burden of London, streaming out toward the Channel 
after another night of blitz – but ahead and to his right lay the marvellous triangular concrete 
configuration of RAF Birch. 
“Skipper, Navigator, RAF Birch ahead and right, good work, Phillip.” 
“Navigator, Thanks, Skip.” 
In the tail, Harry watched the Channel waves, closer now, and the dark line of Holland fading at the 
far horizon, thank God for that, he thought as the coast floated up beneath him in the strengthening 
light. Colours of the land emerged, the greens and browns of fields, roads and trees, a blue RAF bus 
moving on a sealed road, the details clearer as T-Tango made ready for landing. 
The dawn air was still as Skipper lined up for the longest runway, the windsocks hanging limp on 
their poles. Without hydraulics it would have to be a belly landing. He saw a red flare come up to tell 
him he had no wheels, but at least the tower knew he was coming in and they would alert their crash 
vehicles. 
Harry saw the fence flash beneath him and felt the teeth rattling impact and then the screaming of 
metal on concrete at 170 miles an hour. Smoke, sparks and flame streamed out beneath him, 
awkwardly he tried to get out in his restrictive flying gear but his legs cramped up and he was 
helpless. The tail wheel held Harry’s turret off the concrete for the first 200 yards, but it failed under 
the enormous stress and Harry was sitting in his rattling, jerking, shrieking, turret, inches above 
burning, grinding, red and white hot, melting metal. Shaking and jolting intensified as Harry tried 
to steady himself in a wild jumble of opposing forces which suddenly changed and he was in a merry-
go-round of screaming metal, and then an avalanche of grass, dirt and dust, then grinding metal, 
then grass and dirt again. He was thrown against the broken edges of his canopy in a smothering 
cloud of flying dirt, smoke, and dust, but it stopped, rocked a little, and then silence – with the ticking 
of cooling metal. T-Tango had made it. 
This time, with his turret motionless, Harry was able to get his cramped legs moving, and inch by 
inch he extricated himself. He crawled out to blink in the light filled fuselage. It only half there!  
Daylight flooded in – T-Tango had broken its back and separated. He helped Jack Kendall down 
from his perch, his legs were stiff and he could not move them. Harry half carried and dragged him 
over the wing spar to stumble out into the daylight and they fell together, laughing and rolling in a 
gloriously warm bank of soft torn earth and grass. Harry tried to spit out bits of it, exalting in it, the 
warmth, the smell of earth, the taste of it – he laid back into it, the sun was warming him, he was 
alive, he was down, it was over. 
But what of Skipper and the others? The front half had come to rest a good hundred yards down the 
runway, it had spun, too, and was facing them. Harry stumbled toward it in his flying gear; he had 
to get them out, the remaining fuel could ignite at any moment. He was half way there when siren 
blaring crash trucks skidded to a stop. Foam began drenching the wings while fire crew raced to get 
the crew out. Bert Kelso the Front Gunner was first out, he turned back to help a fireman stumble 
over the wreckage with Phillip Gray. Where was Skipper? Harry made it to the wreck, Jack Tippett 
was out, another fire crew member was trying to carry Skipper out but the tangle of torn metal and 
wires had snagged him, Harry climbed in and together they managed to get him clear. Skipper had 
a badly crushed and gashed upper left leg, Harry grabbed it to stop the pulsing blood, the fireman 
ran to his truck to get a first aid kit, an ambulance with the American star on its sides did an 
impressive 180 Degree slide on the grass to line up just six feet from them, a young medic took over 
from Harry, “I’ve got it now, Buddy!” 



Harry started back toward the others, but he stopped and turned when Skipper called his name, as 
he bent to hear, Skipper said, “Thanks Harry, I’ll buy you that beer!” He offered his hand and Harry 
took it, but it was weak and Harry responded with a soft grip. 
As Harry joined the others they were working on bringing circulation back into Jack Kendall’s legs. 
A brown Ford Prefect skidded to a stop on the grass, and two nurses climbed out resplendent in 
white uniforms. One of them went to Jack Kendall and the other did the rounds; she checked Harry’s 
face, he was carrying many little cuts with smears of dried blood. “Been in a fight?” 
“You could say that.” Said Harry, remembering the storm of broken plexiglass from the Dornier 215. 
“You had better come with us, Sir, I will treat those cuts properly, we don’t want them spoiling your 
English complexion, do we?” 
Harry thought of answering that he was Australian, but – why bother, he was not up to explaining 
anyway. 
The other nurse had signalled a medic, he brought a stretcher for Jack. The others seemed to be 
unhurt but she told them to come to the medical rooms later. Harry climbed into the back of the 
Prefect. 
An hour later looking like an ad for Band-Aids, Harry found the survivors in the mess, empty glasses 
told him they were well ahead, he drank two beers straight before Bert Kelso thumped a plate of 
ham, eggs, and hash browns plus a bowl of ice cream in front of him.  
The insults and the laughter had started and he joined in, but he was thinking of Maureen, the path 
under the ancient oaks, and that blue swing dress – he would see her tonight! 

THE END 
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That’s the newsletter for 2019 fellows! 
 

To any of our members not feeling the best or coping with difficulties – Get well soon 
and come back to us, we miss you! 
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