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AS we went to press for the Autumn
Newsletter, I received a letter from
Singapore National Library, saying
they had listened to our comments
in relation to the re-discovery date
for the Changi murals and, due to the
compelling evidence from our members, have
amended their archive text. Thanks to all those
who supported our campaign through letters
and photographs and since we have now
achieved our goal in setting the record straight,
I think we can finally consider the matter
satisfactorily closed. This issue contains the
final three Moxey Murals. I know a lot of time
and effort went into originating them and I’m
grateful to Ced Moxey for allowing us to print
reproductions in Changi-ite.

As recorded in last month’s notes, our
Chairman, John Dicks, is planning a return
Biennial visit to Singapore and Penang early in
2018. Arrangements are well under way, so if
you are interested in making the trip, John’s
details appear on this page. Please contact him
direct for further information. Meanwhile, I
wish you all a very happy Christmas and New
Year in the company of good friends and hope
2018 will be healthy for all.

N.B.: It was recently suggested to me that
the website address had not appeared in the
Newsletter since Issue No. 57, although it
always has. I have highlighted it for this issue
(please see arrows above) but will revert to the
normal format from the next issue. 

Les Davies
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I am still sending out get well cards to some of our members who are not in the best of

health. Please email me if you wish to have one sent. 

Regalia orders are coming in from our members and although any non-stock items

have to be ordered in, most have come through quite quickly. You will see from the

catalogue that I am now able to offer FEAF as well as Changi badges on clothing. Also

a couple of new items have been added to the list - key rings at £4.50 and mugs at £7. 

Please let me have any questions for the AGM at least one month prior to the meeting so that the

committee can prepare any answers.

Pat Holt (Secretary)

There is not a lot to report, this time. This year we have celebrated our Annual Reunion

at the Tillington Hall Hotel in Stafford, and have enjoyed mini-reunions at Tunbridge

Wells, Calne, Romsey and Kings Langley and I feel that the organisers of these events

should be congratulated for their efforts. Unfortunately, the Hornchurch gathering had

to be cancelled in September due to the lack of support, which is a first time that this

has happened. This year, on Sunday 12th November, four of us from the Changi Association will be

marching past the Cenotaph in Whitehall as part of the Units of the Far East Air Force, alongside

members from the Seletar Association and the Butterworth and Penang Association. There will be a

group of twenty-two of us in total this time. All of the organisation has been carried out by Tony Parrini,

chairman of the Butterworth and Penang Association, who is to be congratulated on a job well done.

About twenty of us will be going to Singapore and Penang next February, which is the biggest party

we have managed to muster for about the last ten years. Hopefully somebody, from our group, will

volunteer to write a report, on how we all behaved ourselves, for the Spring Newsletter.

Finally, I would like to take this opportunity to wish all of you and your families a Merry Christmas

and a Happy, Prosperous and, most importantly, a Healthy New Year! Kind regards.

John Dicks (Chairman)

Chairman/Archivist’s Report

As we approach year end, 50 new names have been recorded so far this year. This has

produced only 16 new members so far. It is just 70 years ago that the first personnel

arrived at Changi and the last to leave there would have been some 46 years ago.

In the meantime, sadly we have seen some 27 members depart to the hangar in the

sky during the year as well. Nevertheless, I am pleased to report that as at 22nd October

the total paid up membership now stands at 917. As usual at this time of year, may I remind you that

Annual Subs are due on the 1st January and those paying by cheque or cash will find the remittance

slip at the bottom of the ‘reminder flyer’ enclosed in the envelope with your magazine. Your membership

number will be shown on the address label of the envelope. Those members paying by a Standing

Order Mandate should check that the payment is made on or soon after 1st of January as this still being

the preferred method of Subs Renewal helps with the reconciliation of membership.

Finally, do please remember to inform me of any changes of your contact details and especially email

addresses which is now a popular way to communicate.

Malcolm Flack  (Membership Secretary) 

Secretary’s Report

Membership Secretary’s Report

If you have a comment, suggestion, query or enquiry related to the Changi-ite
Newsletter it should be communicated directly to the Editor by telephone,

letter or by email at changi-ite@outlook.com
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RAF in Top 100 employers of

Apprentices in Britain

� RAF trainers are celebrating
being recognised as one of the top
100 employers of apprentices in
Britain.

The Service, which currently has
2,700 personnel on its
programmes, has provided
apprenticeships since its creation
in 1918 and in 2014 its scheme was
graded ‘outstanding,’ in all areas
by the education standards watch
dog Ofsted.

Now the RAF has been included
in the prestigious Top 100
Apprenticeship Employers’ list
compiled annually by the National
Apprenticeship Service.

Group Captain Stephen
Dharamraj, Commandant of the
Royal Air Force Central Training
School, said: “Apprenticeships are

an integral part of our training
philosophy by which we ensure that
our personnel are able to operate at
or above that required by their
counterparts in industry. This is

essential for the Service to succeed
wherever it may be called upon to
operate.”

(source: RAF News)
© MOD Crown Copyright 2017

Changing Your Tune!

An old retired school marm
from Singapore considered
she had been going backwards
because she had been
rummaging and tidying her
collection of Malay 78s.

“In this life”, she says,
“few of us have the ‘privilege’
of having to sing three national
anthems. I warbled my way
through ‘God Save the King’,
followed by ‘God Save the
Queen’ in 1953. Came 1961
and we sang ‘Negara Ku’ and
when Singapore was
separated from Malaysia I
learned to revere ‘Majulah
Singapura’.”

Terang Boelan (Malayan Love Song)
Tony Etheridge (M2306) takes us back over 60 years to
a tale involving servicemen returning from the Far East

AREPORT in the Melody Maker
sometime in November 1946

mentioned that a number of
servicemen returning from the Far
East had met up with the pianists
from the Victor Silvester Band and
told them about a haunting Malayan
Love Song that they had heard sung
by the local natives. e servicemen
hummed the melody to the pianists
and one of them, Ernest Wilson,
transcribed it for the piano. Victor
Silvester was impressed by this
unusual melody and he agreed to
record it as a slow-foxtrot, which was
released in December 1946.

On the 31st August 1957, when
Malaya became an independent
state, it adopted “Terang Boelan” as
its National Anthem. e ceremony
was broadcast live on the B.B.C.
“Today” programme and, because of

the time difference and the fact that
the “Today” programme was
broadcast early in the morning,
listeners in the UK were regaled with
the Independence ceremony.

As befits such an occasion, the
National Anthem accompanied the
ceremony. However, no national
band had so far recorded the tune,
so the next best recording available
was played – the Victor Silvester
recording of Terang Boelan. I believe
it was borrowed from the local
B.B.C. record library.

I watched a British film, Two
Men Went To War, set in wartime
Britain and France. Some
background dance music from the
war years was played and I was
pleased to hear Oscar Grasso’s violin
solo in the well-known Joe Loss
version of My Prayer.
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Gordon March (M2194) has

A Chance
Encounter

with David Whiting (M1257) at the

RAF Changi Association Local

Reunion in Calne

ON FRIDAY, 7th July, my wife and I visited the
local meeting at Calne to meet with some of

our friends from the Stafford event.
Having checked in with Malcom I went to the

bar to buy a drink and, whilst there, a second
gentleman joined me and we got chatting about
various things. Suddenly I saw the name on his
badge - “David Whiting” -  and realised we had
served together on various squadrons. 

He was an RAF Loadmaster AQM, throughout
the world. Our last posting together was the Far
East Communication Squadron at RAF Changi way back
about 50 years ago. We had first met at RAF orney Island
when I was doing my Flight Engineering course and he was
doing his own training. Eventually we were posted to RAF
Colerne for the next two years and then on to Changi,

although on different dates. e amazing thing about this

was that we had chatted together for some time without
either of us recognising the other.

is event just shows how important the Local meetings
are where there is often more time and space to chat and
meet friends old and new. On this occasion, thanks to Geff
Eatwell for organising the event. Keep up the good work!                        

Gordon March (M2194)

pic: Tony Holt

This loyal group attended the King’s Langley Mini Reunion on October 14th.

Two ex-colleagues, Les Carter
(M2418) and David Haylock
(M921), who worked
together in FETW Ops in
1955/56, hadn’t met for over
50 years but surprisingly
neither of them had changed
one little bit.
David says they would

have worn best blues for the
picture but owing to a very
damp wardrobe the jacket
and trousers have shrunk
quite a bit.

Malayan State Lottery win!
� IN October 1955, the staff of the Pilots’
Handbook Section of HQ FEAF won $5000
in the Malayan State Lottery. It was divided
equally among all of the participants, each
receiving the equivalent of £83, which was
a good sum of money in 1955!

A celebration was held in the Happy
World in Singapore, with an eight-course
dinner spread over four hours, with
occasional visits to the fairground between
courses. The following day, a Sunday, I was
duty corporal on the unit – the longest
twenty-four hours of my life!

Graham Ewing (M1258)



The Moxey “Murals” - off the wall!
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Just a short taxi ride from the camp lies this grotto of
Chinese lore. It is something of a shrine, dedicated by a

Mr Haw Par, whose magnificent column stands aloof.
It concerns itself with judgement upon death and
deals meticulously with each specific individual
from an insurance embezzler to a cruel husband.
Each is treated with a punishment befiting his sin,
shown in his own special grotto, and making a
varied and colourful spectacle. The flowing scarlet

depicted in the visual displays of the life that
awaits makes a striking contrast to the tropical

brightness of green palms and blue sky. Many
nondescript statues are set at random and the one of
Buddha was notably striking. 

The Snoop
This pleasant creature, whose full title is a

member of Her Majesty’s Service Police,
unfortunately has a peculiar attitude towards
his fellow men.

His idea of a man constitutes a pair of
shoes, a bunch of hair, correct length shorts,
or even an awkwardly-slung beret.

His natural instinct of detecting when you
are in a hurry is uncanny and delaying you gives
him untold delight.

It is little wonder he is attributed this
rather common and vulgar title.

Haw Par Villa (Tiger Balm Gardens)

ATCC Teleprinter Room
Not the most overworked place, but

nonetheless busy enough to warrant the
attention of three gentlemen over the course

of 24 hours. 
Square in appearance, with a limited amount of
furnishings - namely a lino-topped table which

carried the paperwork, plus a table with the
works on top, labelled the teleprinter, and to

keep it company a telephone.
The idea is to convey as quickly as is warranted
by the precedence, the information of aircraft

movements.

The Moxey “Murals” - off the wall!
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Postcards from the past
Compiled by Mike James

Queen Elizabeth Walk, Singapore, in the 1960s
Courtesy of Mike Horwood (M63)

Singapore Turf Club in the 1950s
Courtesy of Mike Horwood (M63)
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Searchline

No. 65

Compiled by Brian Lloyd
(Please respond directly to: brianlloyd018@gmail.com)

1. MARK LOVERIDGE, Changi in the ’50s. He

was a Pilot. Does anyone recognise this name.

Enquiry from a  daughter, Colleen, in Australia.

2. JOHN PATRICK KERRIGAN, served at

Changi. Any memories? Enquiries from a

daughter.

3. JANKERS. Anybody ever been on jankers?

If so, why not tell us about it. Give us the ‘crime’

committed and the punishment you received.

4. OPERATIONS/ATC. The group pictures

below were provided by (top) Albert Peters

(M1216), 54/56, and (bottom) David Haylock

(M921): Tony Bolton (searching) and Jim Kilmurray

(searching).

5. SEARCHING  for J. W. ‘Bill’ Dudley, MT,

58/60. Family enquiry. Any memories or pictures

of him? We recently met his sibling at a Vets’

parade.

6. GORDON (DANNY) DOLMAN, ’50s/’60s,

recently deceased. Family enquiry. MT Section

and also served in Borneo. Any memories or

pictures of him? Met his family at Vets’ weekend at

Weymouth.

7. EGG BANJO.  Did you ever enjoy an egg

banjo? You will recall it was a fried egg sandwich

Any other names of food you remember from

those days (apart from spuds)?. If so please send

a list to our Editor.

8. TONY GREENHALGH ’59/’62.

Photographer. Also served at Tengah. Do you

remember him? Did he ever take your picture or

do you know his present whereabouts?

9. ROY MORRIS (deceased). Chief Tech,

’61/’64. His wife worked at the school. Any

memories?

10. JAMES (JIMMY) MARTIN ’66/’67. Radar.

Family enquiry. Any memories?

11. BERT COOK (Bernard), (deceased). Circa

1966. Any memories or know of location of his

family?

12. TELEPRINTER OPS ’61/’64. Member Geoff

Eatwell searching for J/T James Parry. Anyone

have information about or remember James. Last

known at Thorney Island.

13. RAY RUTTER Circa 1961, AIDU. Went back

to UK at RAF Marham.

14. WILLIAM (BILL) MORRISON (M2422), Sgt.

A Tech (E), ’70/’71. Has just joined. Also his wife

(M2423) Irene (nee Rowley) WO HQ FEAF,

’68/’71. Both worked on CBS. Bill involved in Ten

Pin Bowling. Do you remember them?

Albert Peters, unknown, Ian Lavender, John Williams,
Robin Martin and Bert Stanway.

Pictured after Christmas lunch 1955, from left to right: Tony
Bolton, David Haylock, unknown, Jim Kilmurray.



A trip down with your letters and photos to Changi-ite

MANY thanks to Stewart Renshaw
(M2369) for his excellent article in
the August Changi-ite Newsletter
(Issue No. 64). His piece brought
back memories for me, including two
photographs of particular interest.

I commenced National Service at
Padgate, B Flight, in February 1953.
Once my feet had been “bashed into
shape”, a transfer to Compton Bassett
for trade training was followed by a
posting, as a Teleprinter Operator, to
RAF Changi, Singapore. 

We travelled out in style aboard
the s.s. New Australia.  She was
normally on the immigrant run to
‘Oz’, and came with a full crew, so no
fatigues for us ’erks. ree weeks’
cruising via the Mediterranean, Suez
Canal, shore trips at Aden and
Colombo: brilliant, what a way to
start a posting!

My bed space was to be found in
Block 42, middle floor. Situated at the
bottom of Hospital Hill and just
across the road from my “Office”,
which was S.C.S. (Signals Centre,
Singapore). All very convenient -
except it was at the other end of camp
to the Mess; but even this was a
blessing at times. is was to be home
for the next 16 months. Make the
most of it . . . and I did!

e ‘job’ part was more interesting
than I’d imagined it would be, the
highlight being ‘on duty’ when the
Top Priority (ZZ) signal came
through to say our A Bomb had been
tested successfully. is news had to
be passed up the line ‘PDQ’ and there
were all manner of senior ranks to
ensure that we did just that. e
moment passed and it was, as you
were, almost before we knew it.

As is usually the case, my main
memories are the recreational ones,
and this, Stewart, is where your article
was a wonderful memory jogger.

Two photographs in particular.
TONG SING RESTAURANT  in

Changi Village. is was my favourite

‘eating-out’ place. I got to know the
staff quite well and they always
welcomed me by playing Frankie
Laine singing Granada, almost before
I was seated. It’s the little things that
count! I still play it now, on the piano.
Can’t remember the words (never
could), but hey, what a melody!

e other was CHANGI PRISON.
I played in one of the Changi

football teams and one day we had a
match against the Prison. First
thoughts Staff; but no, it turned out
to be a team of Prisoners.

e pitch was outside the prison
walls, surrounded with barbed wire
and with six guard towers, one each
corner and either side of the halfway
line. Each of these came complete
with a set of gun-toting guards.  We
were told: “If the siren goes, lie flat on
the ground and DON’T move,
because bullets may  fly. Well, it must
have been a good game. No prisoners
tried to escape, no siren sounded, and
to us, more important, no bullets. You
could feel the tension in the air
though!

Football filled a lot of off-duty
hours, inter-section station games,
away games against the Army and
Navy, plus the not-to-be-missed
return matches. One after-match
meal with the Army: Liver, Bacon,
Chips and Gravy. Absolute 5-Star!

Swimming, in our “fenced-off”
safety area (didn’t keep sea snakes out
though) or the open sea off Changi
Beach. Get a tan quickly to avoid the
Moonie tag!  What a life. Being in
Signals, we didn’t do guard duties
until, that is, they discovered a lot of
empty bomb casings outside the fence
around Seletar Airfield. It was
estimated that enough high explosives
had been pinched to raze Singapore
City to the ground.

Result? Panic! Guard duties
appeared as if by magic and I found
myself  one night, with one other
poor soul, in the middle of Changi

Golf Course, guarding a door which
was reputed to open into an
ammunition store. We were each
given a rifle and a clip of five bullets,
this latter item to be stored in our
breast pocket! We also got a well-used
torch with an almost flat battery, and
there we were left, a long way from
any other people. I’m still not sure
quite what we were supposed to do if
attacked.

My next ‘guard’ was a loner,
looking after upwards of twenty
transport aircraft, after dark in a
parking bay cut into the jungle. is
time I got the same flat battery torch
plus, instead of a rifle, a length of
wood. Aircraft it seemed were more
expendable! I was told to keep
patrolling  and watch out for the duty
officer, whom I was to challenge and
give a report to. To do this, I had to
stand out in the open with my hand
raised, PC49 fashion, facing the
on-coming Jeep containing, with
luck, the said officer. My thoughts
were: “I hope they can see me” and “I
hope they stop!”;  I’m not sure now in
which order!

So many other incidental
memories flood in . . .

en, forty years later, I have
returned to Singapore.  I have found
Block 42, just where I left it. Changi
Village is now “built up”. A Special
stop at the prison. e POW Chapel
had been brought from inside to
outside of the prison. It contained
writings and drawings of those held
by the Japanese and the atmosphere
surrounding was very tangible. I
found the same on a visit to the War
Graves in Kranji Cemetery. A very
different set of thoughts at both of
these places and, thinking of them,
even now, gives me moist eyes, such
was the effect. ere were a lot of
police around when we stopped at the
prison.

e TV news later told us why:
ree people involved with drugs had

We welcome your letters, whether they express concern, offer advice,
present constructive criticism, or just recall happy memories or events from

Changi days. Please send your contributions to changi-ite@outlook.com
and include your name and membership number.
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been executed that day. It’s still a
grim, forbidding part of an otherwise
enchanting place.

Another twenty years on, I still
think about the place. Much will have
changed, but, I hope, there are still
reminders of  “days gone by”.

My best wishes to all Changi-ites!
Michael Napier (M2175)

AUGUST’S Newsletter was, as usual,
full of goodies to shy coconuts at. So
here goes!

I was eight years in the Blue Gulag
and my brief memoir was entitled
Eíght Years Blued. An RAF buddy,
anxious for a title for his own service
memoirs and seeking one that
embodied not only service but the
years sacrificed in it, asked me to
create a title for him that might
integrate the whole horrifying
experience. I suggested e Wanking
Pit and e Pendulum. So do keep an
eye out for the screed, it could be a
winner. But regular contact with the
essential absurdity of military life over
many years leaves one incapable of
surprise.

However, the recent banning of
skirts for WAAFS (WRAF) on parade
came pretty near. But I do agree that
skirts are ridiculous unless advertising
a lovely pair of hairy legs under a kilt!

During World War II, an RAF
unit dedicated to coaxing in crippled
bombers staggering along from
occupied Europe, employed quite a
number of brilliant WAAFs.

When new girls had to be chosen
to fill vacancies at short notice, the
officer in charge always made his
decision on the comeliness of the girls’
legs. A colleague later said: “He never
backed a loser!” And what the ladies
did in war must never be forgotten.
Allied Transport is worthy of note -
i.e. ladies bringing to RAF stations
brand spanking new bombers straight
from the factory.

I recall one Lancaster being
delivered – and these aircraft were
often bereft of full instrumentation –
to a bomber station, and a jeep with
officer and driver were awaiting the
crew on the hardstand. A girl in a
skirt and carrying a bag climbed out

and joined them. en they waited.
At last the girl asked what the delay
was.

“We’re waiting for the pilot,” said
the barathea blimp, apparently a male
chauvenist.

“But I am the bloody pilot, you
idiot,” she cried. “Now get to the mess
because I’m wetting myself!”

And what about Ms Jill Clark’s
letter about the officer who insisted
on a salute, even from the halt and
lame? An erk friend saluted a
squaddie in passing and said: “Good
morning, sir!”

is alumnus of Cranwell hauled
him up and dressed him down.

“Just the salute, laddie! Just the
salute! I don’t want a bloody weather
forecast!”

I myself when once loaded with a
double armful of timber in passing a
pilot officer sprog gave him a sharp
eyes right, the permissible ritual in the
circumstances in which I found
myself. is beardless youth bawled
after me and I dropped all the planks
I carried, brushed myself down and
gave him the customary one-up while
adorning my visage with a
machiavellian sneer.

Youth is an infirmity after all. He
just hadn’t read Queen’s Rules and
Regulations.

Frank R. Long (M1555)

Footnote: e Women’s Auxiliary Air Force (WAAF),
whose members were referred to as WAAFs, was the
female auxiliary of the Royal Air Force during World
War II, established in 1939. A Women’s Royal Air Force
had existed from 1918 to 1920. Conscription of women
did not begin until 1941. It applied only to those
between 20 and 30 years of age and they had the choice
of the auxiliary services or factory work.

e use of women pilots was limited to the Air
Transport Auxiliary (ATA), which was civilian.
Although they did not participate in active combat, they
were exposed to the same dangers as any on the “home
front” working at military installations. ey were active
in parachute packing and the crewing of barrage
balloons in addition to performing catering, meteorology,
radar, aircraft maintenance, transport, communications
duties including wireless telephonic and telegraphic
operation. ey worked with codes and ciphers, analysed
reconnaissance photographs, and performed intelligence
operations. WAAFs were a vital presence in the control
of aircraft, both in radar stations and iconically as
plotters in operation rooms, most notably during the
Battle of Britain. WAAFs were paid two-thirds of the
pay of male counterparts in RAF ranks.

By the end of World War II, WAAF enrolment had
declined and the effect of demobilisation was to take
thousands out of the service. e remainder, now only
several hundred strong, was renamed the Women’s  Royal
Air Force on 1 February 1949.

Dear Members,
To all colleagues
who sent condo-
lence cards, and
personal letters,
may I thank you
all from the
bottom of my heart for your kind
gestures and thoughts regarding
Dolores’ untimely demise. It was
very much appreciated, and I am
sure Dolores would want me to
thank you for your kind
thoughts, and that you
appreciated what she did for the
Association. She did a lot more
than many members realise, in
actual fact. A lot of the finances
were taken out of her own pocket,
especially past Raffle prizes which
she ran.

She never ever claimed
expenses. Such as all those fluffy
dolls and toys, etc. She always
enjoyed seeing the pleasure it gave
members, (including the Snow-
drops). at was payment in
itself.

From my point of view, she
helped me tremendously when I
was the Chairman of the
Association, and supported me
regardless of what I did, including
the organised trips back to our
old haunts in Singapore and
Penang. We both enjoyed those
times - and to see members
recollecting and seeing their old
places from years past, gave both
of us marvellous enjoyment.

Once again, it is with great
gratitude I thank you all for your
kindness. It is helping me to
overcome my grief at having lost
such a wonderful, loving wife.

Could I also take it on myself
to thank those members who
came to the funeral. I appreciated
it very much, and your support
was superb. However, may I take
this opportunity to apologise for
my state of mind. I really wasn’t
myself, putting it bluntly. I was in
a bit of mess.

Once again, thank you!
Mike James (Founder)
RAF Changi Association



OUT for my afternoon walk recently
I was keeping a weary eye on the
convection clouds drifting along on a
north westerly wind. Upon sighting a
sinister looking black CuNim heading
my way I did a rapid about turn and
scuttled back to my accommodation,
making it just in time ahead of the
downpour.

Later, I was recounting to a young
carer how times had changed. No
longer were travellers subject to the
rigours of the weather, now at worst
just a few minutes of discomfort
before a rapid climb to 30,000ft or so
into the clear air above the weather, or
conversely a rapid descent and a radar
guided approach to their destination
airport. ings were a lot different in
the days of my youth and indeed for
most of my Royal Air Force service! 

Subsequently, memories of
weather related incidents returned. I
was trained, even in FTS days in all
weather flying and to actually look
forward to the challenge of battling
the elements! e first big challenge
came at the Advance Flying Training
School at Swinderby near Lincoln,
flying Wellington Mark 10 bombers.
Young and recently qualified pilots
were sent off, usually at night, in the
most awful weather, with no hope of
returning to base. I recall being sent
off on a night navigation exercise and
then being diverted to Prestwick for a
G.C.A. I had not done a G.C.A.
before and was thoroughly confused
by the constant talking of the
controller.

How I avoided landing on the
lead-in lights was only due to the
vigilance of the signaller, who
slammed the throttles open, just in
time! No wonder the Lincoln
Coroner called Swinderby ‘a
battlefield after a series of fatal
accidents, mostly related to the
weather, inexperienced pilots and very
poor single engine performance of the
aircraft.

My bad weather experience was
soon broadened by my first overseas
trip to Malta whilst at the Transport
Command Conversion Unit at
Dishforth. e standard route
involved crossing the Central Massif
in France, almost invariably the area
of the huge build up of very turbulent

convection cloud which we had to fly
through in a heavenly laden transport
aircraft , not a very nice experience, to
which I was to become accustomed in
a later posting to a York squadron No.
59 Sqn at RAF Bassingbourne
providing Yorks for the regular
passenger and freight service to
Changi, (USYP and USYF in
Transport Command  technology)
along the standard route, Lyneham,
Luqa, Fayid, Hebania, Mouripour,
Negombo, Changi, taking five days
and night stopping, except at Fayid.
e weather generally caused no
problems, except for the final leg
Negombo to Changi. After leaving
Negombo we were faced with crossing
the Bay of Bengal and the dreaded
inter-tropical front (I.T.F.)  an area of
severe thunderstorms and we had to
fly through the lot at about 9000ft,
our full throttle height for our Merlin
24 transport rated engines to obtain
the necessary range to get to Changi
with a small amount of reserve fuel.
Inside the I.T.F. the turbulence could
be frightful, ranging from violent up
or down currents that set the pilot’s
instrument panels registering
unbelievable situations.  All one could
do was to endeavour to keep the
aircraft reasonably level and ignore the
rate of ascent or descent indications
and violent fluctuations in airspeed.
Once through the bad weather the
journey down the Malacca Straits to
Singapore was generally uneventful.

After two days in Changi, aircraft
and crew were ready for the return
journey and once again ready to do
battle with the elements. Probably the
worst journey that I can recall
involved a freight aircraft with a
Packard Merlin engine firmly
anchored to the floor, plus a few other
bulky items securely lashed down. We
encountered a particularly violent
storm, the Merlin engine broke loose
and was floating up and down and
altering the centre of gravity and trim
of the aircraft to add to the fight to
combat the severe turbulence,
lightning strikes and torrential rain
and hail. Worse was yet to come;
when it came to change fuel tanks; the
manual control operated by the
co-pilot, just flopped around as the tie
rod connection had snapped! Nearly

500 gallons of fuel was unusable! We
were not going to make it to Ceylon
and whether we could divert to Car
Nicobar or Butterworth on the
Malayan coast was problematical. We
opted for Butterworth and managed
to scrape in with fuel tanks indicating
zero! e rubber de-icing boots had
been ripped off the leading edges of
the wings and were tangled around
the fins and tail lane but fortunately
had not affected the controls!

Two other noticeable trips come to
mind. On one crossing of the Bay on
a return trip the turbulence and
thunder storms was so severe we were
forced down to about 500ft and spent
the rest of the journey dodging the
worst of the downpours. is resulted
in increased fuel consumption so that
we had insufficient fuel to follow the
usual route around the south and
western side of Ceylon to reach
Negombo. We had to ignore the
restrictions imposed by the Ceylon
Government and fly directly to the
airfield over the hallowed Adams Peak
and jungle area. Fortunately no
repercussions ensued.

e other flight involved a load of
32 females, mostly tour expired and
returning to the UK, but seven or
eight were pregnant and were being
sent home for discharge. After a
surprisingly uneventful crossing of the
Bay, the next leg from Negombo to
Karachi was rather different. e S.W.
Monsoon was causing a lot of
instability  and thunder storms as it
approached the Indian coast and we
advised to route our journey about 60
miles out from the coast. Even this
was insufficient and even 100 miles
away made little difference. We
arrived at our destination with a load
of very unhappy passengers and an
aircraft cabin smelling badly of sick!

Some 10 years later I was based in
Changi on No. 205 Sqdn equipped
with Shackleton Mk 1 and 2s. We
frequently crossed the Bay en-route to
Gan and return but we were not
burdened with a load of freight or
passengers - some pregnant!

However the Bay was still treated
with a healthy respect and like the
Yorks, we only had a few small
portable oxygen bottles and so we
were restricted to flying below
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10,000ft  and consequently in the
thick of the turbulent weather.

Two weeks have passed since I first
started this article and co-incidentally
I am in an area of unstable air. A
distant clap of thunder seems to be
saying to me ‘watch it, I have not
finished with you yet!’

A. J. Freeborn (M2250)

I WAS on a family posting with my
husband, John, who was a Sgt.
Signaller with 52 Squadron on
Valettas. I also served with him at
Kuala Lumpur. One of the Squadron’s
duties was to fly to Australia with a
group of Diplomats from SEATO
while carrying an important
diplomatic leather bag.

En route to Australia, the aircraft
developed mechanical trouble and
was forced to land in potential enemy
territory in Indonesia which, at the
time was under the control of
Indonesian terrorists.

Prior to landing, the crew had to
‘hide’ the important item of luggage.
ey were taken as ‘Political Prisoners’
and were held and well looked  after
in a hotel for about six weeks. I had
no idea where the group were located
or whether they were safe. e
officials at Changi would not tell the
families anything. 

After a few days some of the crew
were allowed to go on board to fix the
problem. Once the aircraft was
airworthy they were allowed to fly the
aircraft on more than one occasion
around the area, and they had with
them on board some of the terrorists.

Once the full crew were satisfied
with the condition of the aircraft they
all went on board, together with the
Diplomats and some terrorists.  While
they were moving very slowly along
the runway/taxiway they pushed the
unwanted terrorists through the open
door and  continued with an
untroubled flight to Australia.

Maureen Bate
Mrs. Bate is the widow of the late

John Bate (M1659) and
communicated the above story via

Brian Lloyd, our Press and
Publicity Officer.

I WAS pleased to see the photo of the
Changi Pool on the front cover of the
last issue of Changi-ite Newsletter.

I spent many idyllic hours afloat in
that pool. honing my skills in
swimming and water-polo; and I can
recall a very enthusiastic bunch of
guys who went to the pool after day
shift to train as a team.

We challenged both Seletar and
Tengah, plus the Royal Navy,
including many of their visiting fleet.
HMS Victorious ‘conned’ us into
coming aboard early, before ‘tot time’
and drunk us into submission before
the off. I believe I performed my
infamous “Death of Nelson” soliloquy
on the flight deck of the Vic that day! 

And, of course, the Army and local
Gurkha teams also provided stiff
opposition. Local civilian clubs from
Singapore often made us very
welcome on many a Sunday morning.

e Singapore Swimming Club
hosted the returning Australian
Olympic squad from Tokyo in 1964.
Dawn Fraser, now a well-respected
Australian Member of Parliament,
was amongst the squad.

Unfortunately, she had “mis-
behaved” in Japan and was kept away
from the male contingent of gawping
Service swimmers.

Apart from ‘Tubby Grimshaw’, an
RAF Policeman from Tengah, who
played goal-keeper in the 1936 Berlin
Olympics, I don’t remember too
many of the opposition. I scored
possibly the best goal of my long
career against him, heaving it into the
net from one end of the pool to the
other!

One of the civilian polo players
only had the stump of one leg which
when he marked you he would rub up
and down your spine!

Alan, a Squadron Leader
Education Officer from Tengah, is
still connected with RAF Swimming
all these years on.

e Changi team, of which I recall
very few (to my embarrassment), as I
played as captain for both the polo
and swim squads for best part of two
years. I remember Ray Rayestric,
Rusty Baker, ‘Smudger’ Smith and
Hank Hancock.

e pool was always a great place

for a ‘sun-tanned Adonis’ to mingle
with the married families’ daughters.
In fact, my first wife Christine, a
vision of beauty with long dark hair,
a sun tan to die for and a minuscule
white bikini, appeared from the Paga
like a certain James Bond character!

Happy days; very happy days.
Charlie Gravett (M484)

(215 Sqdn Changi, ’63-’65)   

Please submit any items

to be considered for

inclusion in the

Newsletter to

changi-ite@outlook.com
and please include your

membership number

Geordie’s
Pin-up

Christmas is the
season of goodwill

and a time for giving.
Changi-ite heard that
‘Geordie’ had for a long
time shared his pin-up
(right) with the entire

occupants of the
ground floor in Block
140 when he could so
selfishly have stuck it
on the inside of his
locker door for his
own fulfilment. We
applaud your true
Christmas spirit,

Geordie!

When visiting or
passing through
Changi Village

take time out to rest your
weary legs and rediscover

Country Cooking
at Lim Tow Soon’s

friendly watering hole
Jacob’s Café Pte Ltd, Block 5, Changi Village

Road #01-2049 Singapore 500005



My part in a moment of history
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IREAD with great interest a recent
article on National Service, not

least because I was called up in 1950
when I was enrolled with the RAF.

After the square-bashing and the
sadistic sergeants, I found myself
doing basic training at
Moreton-in-the-Marsh, an ex-World
War II bomber airfield, which was
now being used to train us up as
medics.

While I was there for my four
months’ training, National Service
increased from 18 months to two
years, so I had longer to go than when
I joined up.

is was because of our
involvement in Korea.

At the end of our training we were
told that some of us would go overseas
and, yes, I found myself on a
troopship, the Devonshire, and duly
arrived in Singapore in November
1950. My diary shows that we were in
Changi before lunch time.

Like David, we were entering a
very different world; old Singapore
was still very much an oriental city
and an intriguing place to explore -
and I took many photos which now
languish in an old album.

Changi Village was literally
surrounded by the airbase, which was
also the headquarters of the military
command in the Far East. It was also
where you could catch the bus to take
you into Singapore itself.

Like David, I spent many hours
there and on the beach, which looked
across to the island of Pulau Ubin and
beyond to the Malay mainland.

And so my real active service
began, but in a way that was not quite
anticipated. On the evening of
December 11 or 12, we were called
for an emergency because there was a
riot taking place in Singapore and
there were many casualties, some of
which were being taken back to
Changi Hospital.

When I arrived the scene was
something I imagine not dissimiliar to
that in Manchester. Out the front of
the hospital ambulances, stretchers

were there to take casualties.
I remember this quite vividly

because just as I was directing the
stretcher bearers to put the patient on
the bed, the ward sister called out to
stop me until we had first placed a
rubber sheet on the bed. My patient
was a Malay policeman, he had severe
wounds to his body and sadly died a
few days later. is was my
introduction to what being a medic
was all about.

e following 18 months were
equally eventful but in a different way.

I spent some months on general
ward duties, six months working in
the operating theatre and the last nine
months on air ambulance duties.

We would take trips up into
Malaya, to Kuala Lumpur, to
Butterworth or smaller airstrips at
Ipoh and taiping to being back
anyone requiring medical help.

We normally flew in a Dakota at
the height of 3,000 feet.

But more interesting, I was also the
medic in charge of visits to Japan
where I would be responsible for
bringing back to Changi up to 24
wounded soldiers from the Korean
War.

is was a much longer journey,
taking two days each way with a stop
overnight at an American airbase near
Manila in the Philippines.

For these longer trips we normally
used four-engine Hastings and we
would fly at 10,000 feet.

On the outward trips I would
often sit next to the engineer and was
fascinated to watch the dials twirling
around showing how much fuel we
were consuming. A full tank load was
4,800 gallons.

We would fly to Iwakuni in
southern Japan and stay a day or so
before the return trip.

Meanwhile, back at Changi
Hospital, a purpose-built extension
ward was built for the return of the
casualties from Korea.

ey would arrive mainly by
hospital ship and were from all
nations; and from my experience of

looking after so many I will say no
more than “if anyone thinks of war as
glorious - think again”.

So that was how I spent my two
years and I like to think a job well
done and very satisfying. But to go
back to the events surrounding the
riot in Singapore, I knew that it
related to the disputed custody of a
child separated from her Dutch
parents during the Japanese invasion
and cared for until 1950 by a Malay
family.

Her parents had been trying to
trace her and when they finally
located her this resulted in a custody
battle.

It was only after reading your
article and thinking to myself that,
although there were many happy
memories, it was not all plain sailing
and I decided to re-explore old
memories.

So I decided to go online to see if
there was anything under Singapore
1950 and, to my surprise, the whole
episode is laid out in graphic detail,
even to giving the number of injured
and to the 18 dead.

What was even more interesting
was that the article said two of the
dead were policemen. I thought was
it possible that I actually cared for one
of them.

You can imagine my surprise when
I reached December 1950 and there
were all the details of his involvement:
“Died trying to escort a woman home
to Changi and being dragged from his
car and beaten up” a 27-year-old
inspector who died at Changi
Hospital.

anks for reviving my interest in
the events of 67 years ago.

Jim Cruise
© Copyright Epsom Guardian 2017

My thanks to Norman Fabb (M2114)
who kindly forwarded this item,
written by Jim Cruise, who is not a
member of the Royal Air Force
Changi Association. It appeared in
the Epsom Guardian in August. - Ed.
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VERY RARE! Handley Page Hermes - only one SURVIVOR in the world!

THE Hermes was the first large
passenger aircraft to be built in

Britain after the end of WW2, and
the first to be pressurised. e original
Hermes was similar in design to the
company’s Hastings military
transport, but it was later redesigned
with a tricycle undercarriage replacing
the original tailwheel. Twenty-five
were built for BOAC for use on its
West African and South African
routes, but in the event only 19 went
to BOAC and the others were taken
by independent charter-flight
operators. e Hermes was a pleasant
aircraft to fly on and quite popular
with passengers, but it suffered from
severe engine problems, mainly
because BOAC uprated its Hercules
piston engines for operations to high
altitude South African airports, and
this put additional strains on them,
and there were also several incidents
where propellers came off in flight.

Eventually BOAC replaced the
Hermes with the more reliable
Canadair Argonaut. ey were stored
awaiting disposal, but some were later
brought back into service when two
of BOAC’s new Comet 1 Jetliners
suffered fatal accidents in similar
circumstances and all Comets were
grounded.

G-ALDG was delivered to BOAC
in 1950, who operated it until 1953.
e following year it was sold to
Airwork, then to Falcon Airways, and
then to Silver City, who all used it on
holiday charter and trooping flights
until 1962, when it was retired at
Gatwick to be scrapped. e fuselage
survived, and was used by British
Caledonian for cabin crew training,
before being passed to the Gatwick
Fire Service who used it for smoke

evacuation training. When they had
no further use for it they appealed for
an aircraft preservation group to
rescue it, as it was the only surviving
part of a Hermes, and eventually the
DAS and the Handley Page
Association jointly arranged for it to
be moved by road to Duxford. is
took place in January 1981 and
restoration of the interior of the
fuselage began. is took until 2006
to finally complete, and the Hermes
is now on display in AirSpace.

Part of the interior is an exhibition
devoted to the aircraft and its
manufacturers, Handley Page. A small
section of the cabin has also been
fitted with replica seating to show
what it would have been like to travel
on board this aircraft.

© Duxford Aviation Society

G-ALDG is the sole surviving example of the Hermes aircraft and it is
owned and cared for by the Duxford Aviation Society in Cambridge.

While researching the fate of the
Hermes civil aircraft which was
used to transport me and many
other service personnel and
families to Singapore in the
1950s, I thought a good starting
place would be to locate the call
sign of the plane (G-ALDG) on
which I had travelled in 1956.

Les Davies

The Duxford Aviation Society opened in 1975 and
exists to preserve historically important British civil
aircraft, to support the Imperial War Museum, and
to promote knowledge of the development of British
civil aviation through a policy of acquisition and
restoration.

By Car
IWM Duxford is just south of Cambridge at Junction
10 of the M11 motorway, less than 50 miles from
Central London and approximately 40 minutes from
the M25 (Junction 27). IWM Duxford is easily
accessible from the A1, A14, M1 and the North, via
the M11. There is ample free parking.

By train
The nearest stations are Whittlesford, Royston and

Cambridge. There are taxi ranks at both Royston and
Cambridge stations. Whittlesford station is the
closest to the museum but does not have a taxi rank;
please make sure to book your taxi in advance. Visit
National Rail or First Capital Connect websites for
further details on train timetables and prices.

The Duxford Aviation Society (DAS) maintains the
most important collection of post WW2 British Civil
Airliners in the UK. The collection includes such
iconic aeroplanes as G-AXDN, the fastest ever
Concorde, and Comet 4 G-APDB, the first jet airliner
to carry fare paying passengers eastbound across
the Atlantic.

The Society shares the famous Battle of Britain
airfield at Duxford near Cambridge with the Imperial

War Museum and is a Partnership Organisation with
the Museum. Duxford airfield is situated some ten
miles south of the city of Cambridge on the A505,
just off the M11 at junction 10. This famous World
War I and World War II aerodrome is still an active
airfield and home to a number of flying warbirds
including the Sally B Flying Fortress. The airfield is
the venue for some of the best warbird air shows in
Europe.

There are five main aircraft hangars including the
AirSpace Aircraft Hall where Concorde is housed,
and the unique American Air Museum. The Land
Warfare Hall houses tanks and other military
vehicles, weapons and other important exhibits.

http://www.iwm.org.uk/visits/iwm-duxford

Tony Parrini, the Chairman of the RAF Penang and Butterworth Association, reported in the summer issue of
Eastward on a recent meeting with the MD of the NMA, saying: “After the Reunion I visited the National Memorial
Arboretum and took the opportunity to meet with the Managing Director. I told her of our concern that having parted
with £12,000, the FEAF Memorial was in need of a clean-up and some repairs. I was assured that this work would
be carried out shortly. The NMA pointed out that with over 400 memorials to manage, they were grateful for any

observations about the condition of any of the memorials in order to maintain them in good condition.”
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Picture Quiz

Our picture quiz suggests the
main character in a novel first

published in 1818.
(Answer at bottom of page)

Remove tea/coffee
stains from your fine
china by mixing up a
paste of baking
soda, lemon juice,
and cream of tartar.
Rub it over the
stains and they’ll

come off easily.

For splinters under the fingernail,
soaking the affected finger in a bowl of
milk with a piece of bread in it is said to
draw out the splinter.

To help old wooden drawers (without
runners) open and close smoothly, rub
a candle on the tracks.

A cotton ball soaked in white vinegar
and applied to a fresh bruise will reduce
the darkness of the bruise and help it
disappear sooner.

Got a nasty invisible splinter from your
kitchen tools? Put a piece of adhesive
tape on the area and then pull it off to
remove the splinter.

When you burn yourself in the kitchen,
just spread mustard on the affected
area. Leave it for a while and it will ease
the pain and prevent blistering.

1. What sort of substances are 
adrenaline, cortisone, insulin
and oestrogens?

2. Who was the first divorced
monarch after Henry VIII?

3. What was Ronald Reagan’s 
middle name?

4. According to Greek legend, 
who was Hero’s lover?

5. What type of fruit is a 
Concorde?

6. Of which former Soviet 
republic is Kiev the capital?

7. What is the plural of axis?
8. Which slang word for prison 

came into use from the name 
of a famous prison in
Southwark in London?

9. In which US state are the 
Green Mountains?

10. Matlock is the administrative 
centre of which English 
county?

(Answers at bottom of page)

Test Your Knowledge

Answers to puzzles above -Picture quiz: Frankenstein. Test your knowledge: 1. Hormones; 2. George I;
3. Wilson; 4. Leander; 5. Pear; 6. Ukraine; 7. Axes; 8. Clink; 9. Vermont; 10. Derbyshire.

Test your brain is still
functioning while your

digestive system is
working overtime!

1. Lady of the lamp..................................

2. Supreme angler...................................

3. Fleet of foot .......................................

4. Russian election..................................

5. Previously donned by a judge ..................

6. Cowardly tool......................................

7. A chess piece .....................................

8. A celebrity fish ....................................

9. Member of the armed forces ...................

10. Two under par.....................................

11. Out of breath ......................................

12. Batman’s assistant ...............................

13. A child’s toy on a string .........................

14. Standard decay ...................................

15. Take a potshot.....................................

16. Bird of peace ......................................

17. Found at the Tower of London ..................

18. Used to be the ugly duckling....................

19. Periodical and a pastry pie .....................

20. Anchor a female ..................................

21. Little sister and a relation.......................

22. Brand name for cider ............................

23. Sell goods at door ................................

24. A very large victim ...............................

The answers are all British birds
(Answers in next magazine)



MY father joined the Royal Air Force
(at the third attempt), aged 34, in

February 1941 and was commissioned
into the RAF Regiment in May 1942.
After service in UK and Europe he
embarked for the Far East on 16th
September 1945.

His first posting was to Medan in
northern Sumatra where he was involved
in quelling a rebellion of local tribesmen
for the Dutch, the colonial rulers of
Indonesia, but who were in no position at
that time to send troops overseas. He used
to say that it was a very dangerous job; on
one occasion he woke to see a blowpipe
coming through the window aimed at
him, but fortunately the dart missed.
at lasted a few months (he commanded
a guard of honour for a visit by Lord
Mountbatten at the end of April 1946),
and he was then posted to Malaya,
initially to Changi.  A short while later he
was posted to Kuala Lumpur, promoted
to Squadron Leader and assigned with
another officer (Sqdn. Ldr. Crewe) to
form the RAF Regiment, Malaya, whose
function would be the defence of the RAF
airbases in Malaya. Having made their
initial plans they then had literally to go
round the villages recruiting. Sqdn. Ldr
Crewe was the senior, so his squadron
became No. 91 and my father’s No. 92.

ere was a quite considerable
anti-Japanese terrorist element in the
jungle during the war, largely based
around the Malayan Communist Party,
who were in the main Chinese. Mao
Tse-Tung’s communists were gaining the
upper hand in China and communism
was spreading, exploiting the anti-
colonialist feeling post-war. It was clear
very early on that the communist
terrorists in Malaya would become an
anti-British or at least an anti-colonial
force, as they did, and there was a
progressive increase in rioting and terrorist
action in 1946/7. is got worse in 1948
and the Emergency was declared in June
of that year. My father and his newly-
recruited squadron were assigned to anti-
terrorist jungle patrol work with the army.

My mother and sister (Jackie) joined
him in Kuala Lumpur in July 1947. e
Emergency was a full-scale terrorist war
between the ‘bandits’, who were well
armed and skilled in jungle warfare, and
the military. ere were numerous
restrictions on civilian movement and
everyone had to carry an identity card.
One did not venture out of town and even
then there was the risk of attack especially
at night.  Father was a very good shot and
mother told the story how, on one

occasion, Jackie felt frightened during the
night and crept into their room under the
‘saloon-bar’ style swing doors. Father had
his gun in his hand as mother landed on
top of him in their bed; he would not
have missed. ereafter, Jackie had
instructions to come in as often as she felt
she needed to, but to make a lot of noise
doing so!  It was a nervous time.  In 1948
he was posted to Seletar Air Base on
Singapore Island but continued to
‘commute’ to jungle work until late in
1948.

I left school in England to join them
in December 1948. I was to be in the
charge of a Squadron Officer of the
WRAF who would be my guardian on the
ship and duly hand me over to my parents
in Singapore. I was 12 years 4 months old,
off on a sea voyage of 32 days.  I think the
controls would be much more
comprehensive and carefully enforced
nowadays. Anyway, on the 7th December
my grandparents took me up to Waterloo
and duly handed me over to my guardian,
and we boarded the boat train to
Southampton. at famous boat train!
Everybody who was anybody, and a lot
who weren’t, travelled on the boat train
from platform 10 of Waterloo Station
until Heathrow and the aeroplane took all
the romance out of international travel
(but, in fairness, also made it practicable
and widespread). It was raining and dark
when we arrived in Southampton and we
went straight on board. My guardian saw
me to my cabin (C78 on D deck) which
was a four-berth inside cabin, shared with
three other boys of my age. I can’t
remember if any of them had their parents
on board but think not. And that, as I
recall it, was the last I saw of my guardian
for the 32 days of the voyage. She may
have kept an eye on me, but if so I didn’t
notice!

e Empire Windrush was a converted
German passenger ship, built by Blohm
and Voss, Hamburg, in 1930 as the
Monte Rosa for the Hamburg-South
America Line and in her day had been a
fine ship. During the war she served as a
naval accommodation ship and
workshop, latterly to the Tirpitz, and was
damaged and partially sunk more than
once. In 1945 she had been taken as a
prize and converted into a Government
troopship. Her initial voyage included the
West Indies, bringing the first group of
immigrants from there to the UK.  at
was a famous event, still remembered by
many.  Soon after, she joined the fleet of
similar troopships which served the UK
to Far East route carrying large numbers

of military personnel and their families to
the British bases from Malta to Hong
Kong. ey were known as the Blue
Riband Line as they were painted white
with a blue riband right round the hull,
all looking very smart. 

I had never even seen a large ship
before, let alone been on board one. All
this was going to be something totally
new. We quickly formed into a small
group of friends and we found plenty to
do. We had formal schooling in the
mornings but the rest of the day was free
and we had more or less the freedom of
the ship. On the downside, we left
Southampton in a winter storm and the
following morning I was seasick.  A naval
NCO told me how to avoid it – dry food
and fresh air on deck – and I have never
been seasick again. It doesn’t work for
some (like Nelson) but it did for me. On
the other hand, being up in the forecastle
going through the Suez Canal, or
watching the flying fish in a flat calm in
the Indian Ocean are things I will never
forget. We called at several ports, at last
rounding the point of north Sumatra.
Excitement was building, of course, but
even so it is true that you can smell
Malaya from out at sea, a combination of
warmth and rain, of rubber and spices. It
is a smell never forgotten. So down the
Straits of Malacca and on 7th January
1949 we came into Keppel Harbour,
Singapore.

I was anxious whether I would
recognise my parents, not having seen my
mother for 18 months or my father for
three and a half years. But in fact I very
quickly spotted them on the quayside and
soon afterwards they came on board to
meet me. After the usual formalities we
left the harbour and drove across the
island, first through the city and then the
tropical hinterland and some rather
sinister looking Mangrove swamp, to
Seletar airbase and to our house at No.6
Maida Vale. is was a semi-detached
house of two living rooms and three
bedrooms above with big enclosed veran-
dahs front and back on the first floor and
open ones on the ground floor. e
kitchen and servants’ quarters projected
L-shape and we had a garden front and
back.  Behind our back garden there was
a small rubber plantation. My parents had
a cookboy and amah, also a kebun
(gardener) who, among other things
heated the water in a large boiler and
brought it in for the evening baths.

Seletar air base was a large place and
there must have been several thousand
people there. ere was a bus service
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around the base but no shops. It was
spacious and I remember the cannas in
flower, the palms and other trees, the
greenness of the vegetation and the
colours of the flowering plants and
bushes. e military parts were out of
bounds to families, of course, but with the
swimming pool the sports fields and so on
there was no feeling of claustrophobia. 

We had a proper school, looking at a
photograph there were perhaps 100 there,
and Miss Campbell was headmistress. I
certainly enjoyed my time there and think
I learnt all I was supposed to. We followed
a full syllabus of subjects and were allowed
to work at our own speed within reason,
provided this was faster than the class
minimum. We worked normal school
hours and had our games periods, football
and hockey, after class. e swimming
pool was very important to us and we
went there as much as possible. It was a
full 50-metre pool surrounded by coconut
palms and grass down by the beach from
which one looked across to the mainland
of Malaya. Magnificent and beautiful.
We had to get the bus to and from the
swimming pool, being about a mile away,
and the fare was 5 cents.  We were
probably little pains to the driver but we
all enjoyed it. I quickly learnt to swim,
though I never had any lessons.

In the Summer of 1949 my father was
posted to Changi to prepare and
implement a plan for the defence of the
airfield there. Changi was a bit more
‘rural’ than Seletar, with a couple of small
hills and some woodland and including
Changi village right in the middle.  My
father’s lines and office were on the eastern
corner of the base, looking out to sea and
quite well separated from the bulk of the
base by the runway.  e very fine Changi
International Airport is now built on the
site and my father’s lines were just about
where the Domestic terminal now is. e
Headquarters of both the Air Force Far
Eastern Command and the Malaya
Command were at Changi so there were
a number of very senior people around,
many with correspondingly grand houses.
But we children did not care about that
and we roamed and played at liberty.

In fact, my father had been in Changi
before. e British POWs during the war
had done the work of levelling a small hill
(entirely manually) to prepare for laying a
runway. After my father got to Singapore
from Sumatra in 1946, one of the first
jobs he was assigned was to use Japanese
labour (surrendered troops) to lay the
runway on the levelled site. ey used a
triple layer of perforated steel planking,
which came in pieces about 6 feet by 2
feet, interlocking. Initially it was used a
lot but by the time we got there four years
later there were no flying squadrons based
at Changi although the runway was still

used for visiting aircraft. Actually, it was
still in place and used as a taxiing area as
late as 1969 when I saw it when passing
through Singapore. Not bad for a job
done in only a few weeks.

So we moved to the Base, to a
bungalow overlooking the Johore Straits.
On entering the Base, one drove through
the village and out along the road
overlooking the Straits, past the golf
clubhouse and then to three or four
bungalows. Ours was on the landward
side of the road, on a small rise, with a
lovely view over the couple of bungalows
opposite to the Johore Straits and Pulau
Ubin island. It was smaller than the house
in Seletar, having a large living room with
dining alcove behind and a bedroom with
bathroom on each side. Parents had one
room and the other we split with a screen
for Jackie and me. e servants’ quarters
and kitchen were a separate small building
behind the dining room. We had a bit of
land to the right hand side and I quickly
laid out our badminton court on that.
ere was rough, wooded land around
but we did not have a garden, little more
than space for a few pot plants.  We could
go down to the beach opposite, though it
was not suitable for swimming. e
principal snag was that, about 30 yards
away, there were two enormous diesel
driven portable generators which ran for
much of the day to boost the station’s
power supply. e noise was very distract-
ing at first but it is amazing how quickly
one gets used to something and ceases to
notice it. When visitors looked a little put
off it sometimes took a few minutes to
realise what was upsetting them. Our
cookboy, Wong He Lit, came with us.  He
was a Hokkien Chinese (most servants
were Cantonese), in his forties I guess,
and quite tall.  We got on very well.  Our
amah did not come and mother employed
a new one, but I don’t remember her.
Jackie and I went to the school on the
base but it does not stick in the memory
as the Seletar school does. It must have
been of similar size and I remember (with
mild horror) the Christmas entertain-
ment. I was something in a sketch from
Dickens, but cannot remember the details
and have no desire to do any more acting
– ever!  I was there two terms (September
1949 to May 1950) and sat my 11 plus
examination there. I know I did well in it
(I was 13 at the time but presumably that
was taken into account somehow) and I
have a rather flattering letter, a sort of
reference, from the school to wherever I
would go on return to the UK.  

We played games on the station
playing fields, usually mixed hockey,
which must surely be one of the world’s
more dangerous games! A fast moving
hockey ball waist high is a painful object,
nearly as bad as a hockey stick swung by

a girl who believes all boys are either too
tough to mind, or should be. We did not
have a swimming pool on the Base but
did have a fenced in part of the sea, a
‘pagar’, which was good for swimming as
it also had a bit of a beach (but rather
black and uninteresting sand). But
although one was protected from the
larger predators, it also left swimmers
vulnerable to tiny fish which bit just like
a mosquito bite.  We never really enjoyed
that and our regular Sunday trips to the
Singapore Swimming Club became even
more attractive. On the other hand, there
was a nine-hole golf course and parents
learnt to play. I walked round many times
with them. I had two or three lessons
from the club professional and played a
few holes but I was still only just 13,
which at that time was considered a bit
young for something like golf.  Pity as it
would have been nice to learn to play
properly.

We used to play with other children
and generally wander around the base. I
remember cutting suitable huge bamboos
(i.e. 20ft long or so) from the hill in the
middle of the Base and dragging them
home to mark the lines of the badminton
court. I got covered in ants doing it, but
fortunately not the larger black or red
varieties which had a nasty bite, worse
than a mosquito. I was amazed how
rapidly the bamboos were eaten by
termites after I laid them and I soon had
to make several replacements. ere was
little serious livestock around. One very
rarely saw a snake and the only really
nasty creature I ever saw was a 14 inch
long centipede which crawled across our
living room carpet one afternoon. Even
He Lit was taken aback. But he got a
broom and bucket and duly removed and
killed it. ey can be dangerous. ere
were lots of cockroaches, of course, and
mosquitoes but they just had nuisance
value. I got stung by a hornet once but
although it was painful it was not serious
and I soon got over it.

e village, being on the Base, was
more geared to the needs of the Base
personnel and families. ere were several
grocers, tailors and household shops and
most shopping could be done there.
ere was no air-conditioning anywhere
and people, especially adults, took a
lunch-time siesta unless they had to get
back to work.  So the place could be fairly
quiet in the middle of the day and activity
would resume later in the afternoon.  I
have a photograph of the main street of
the village, which I know I took one
lunch-time; the only visible signs of life
being two airmen and a dog. “Mad dogs
and Englishmen . . .” ere was also a
stamp shop run by an expatriate who had
“gone native” (one used such expressions
then). With hindsight I guess he was

December 2017 17                                                Changi-ite Newsletter



Eurasian. He was a nice old chap, from
whom I bought a number of stamps
which started me off on my collection,
though I wish with hindsight that I had
been able to buy more. I still have my
Malayian collection, which is not bad but
he would have had a lot that  impossible
to get now.

e Seletar Naval Base was further up
the Straits and there were a lot of
movements of ships in and out. My father
used to telephone me from his office if I
was at home (after school or in the
holidays) to tell me if an interesting ship
was coming in and I would nip over the
road to the beach to watch it.  I took a few
photos but an old fashioned Box Brownie
camera was not suitable and all I have is
some grainy snaps with a tiny ship
somewhere in the middle distance.  HMS
Belfast was the flagship of the Far East
fleet, and I saw her many times.  She is
now moored permanently on the ames.
HMS Triumph and Ocean were aircraft
carriers and there were other smaller
vessels.

My father’s job was to prepare and
implement plans for the defence of the
Base. e golf clubhouse was built on the
emplacement of one of the big guns
defending Singapore from invasion in the
war. In fact, the Japanese came overland
and the defences against invasion from the
sea had been useless. At this time the
Emergency was causing serious trouble
just across the Straits in Malaya and there
was always the possibility that China
would take the opportunity to invade, by
land, sea or air, so all possibilities had to
be considered.  Most of the ‘bandits’ were
Chinese and the Communists were
winning the civil war in China; Shanghai
fell in 1949.  Defence was a very serious
matter.  My father built a scale contour
model of the entire base on a board about
4ft square. Everything was to scale
(vertical scale was, of course exaggerated)
and every road, house and other building
was included on it. It was a real work of
art. en he took it to his office and used
it to plan his defensive positions and
strategies, so it became ‘secret’ from then
on. He was a very good modeller and
craftsman. Work and home life were
much closer together in the confines of
the Base and we used to go out to his
office occasionally, and knew his junior
officers and (Malay) NCOs quite well.
Once he had arranged an exercise where
some of the station units, supported by
the Typhoon fighters from Tengah
airfield, would attack, while his squadron
defended.  I went with him to observe the
action and can still say that I do not
appreciate being strafed, even with blank
ammunition, by low flying fighters!

It was just at this time that father had
arranged a leave trip to Hong Kong for all

the family, which would be something of
a highlight of our time in Malaya. e
point was that the troopships ran up to
Hong Kong but most of their passengers
were troops coming to the Emergency in
Malaya. e last leg of the voyage had
plenty of spare space and, with five days
each way and five days turnaround in
Hong Kong, it was the perfect leave
arrangement. I caused something of a
domestic panic shortly before we went as
I contracted a dose of Impetigo. We
hardly ever hear of it now, but it is a nasty
skin infection and is extremely
contagious. e standard treatment was
to coat the blisters with Potassium
Permanganate, a purple disinfectant and
germicide and isolate the patient. A few
days of that and it was still spreading on
my arms, so my mother took me to the
station medical centre. e Doctor looked
at it and at me and said: “Have you ever
had a dose of penicillin?”  No, I had not,
so he gave me an injection of this new
wonder drug (I suspect the armed forces
had it well before civilian doctors). It was
fantastic. In less than 48 hours all trace of
the infection had disappeared and I was
fully fit again. So off we went on the
troopship Lancashire and we had a
memorable holiday.

e next few months passed happily
in Changi. We used to play and swim,
and once we took a trip from the village
across to Pulau Ubin in a little motor boat
and we generally enjoyed ourselves. e
Emergency still dominated the News and
everything else and we all had identity
cards, complete with photo and thumb
print, which had to be carried at all times
and one could not really go anywhere into
mainland Malaya. e Bases were safe, of
course, and so was Singapore island but
people were nervous that the communist
terrorists would move across from the
mainland. But they didn’t.

en in early 1950 North Korea
invaded South Korea and the Korean War
began. e immediate expectation was
that this would rapidly spread and China
would become involved, but fortunately
that did not happen. My father was
posted to Hong Kong with his squadron
to defend Kai Tak airfield (which was still
more of a military base than a civil
airport) while troops there were allocated
to the United Nations force going to
Korea. And families were to be repatriated
to the UK. So we had to pack hastily,
initially in the belief that household stuff
would be stored and we would return, but
that was changed to permanent
repatriation.

On 27th April 1950 my mother, with
Jackie and myself, boarded the Orbita,
one of the oldest troopships on the run.
She was built in 1914 and this was to be
her last voyage.  She was, of course, much

more full than usual because of the
number of families to be repatriated. My
mother and Jackie were in the same
8-berth cabin, with a single porthole
(much superior to an inside cabin) and I
was allocated to another 8- berth cabin
with other boys. at was down at the aft
end looking out onto a shipside
passageway which ran all the way round
the stern. I remember it as functional but
not uncomfortable.

e voyage was not bad but it was no
longer a new experience and I remember
little special about it. So we arrived at
Liverpool on 27th May, a Sunday, and it
was raining.  I remember being at the
shipside guard-rails with mother watching
the hold luggage being unloaded when we
saw one of our crates come ashore in the
usual net sling on a crane. e load was
dropped from about 10 ft. height and I
remember my mother’s look of horror.
When we ultimately took delivery of it in
Leatherhead there was not a thing
unbroken in it. All parents’ china just
went straight into the dustbin.
Fortunately, none of it was valuable, but
it still hurt a lot. We ultimately got
through customs and immigration and on
to a train from Lime Street to London. 

My father returned to England some
six months later, was posted to Spitalgate
O.C.T.U. in Grantham and left the RAF
in 1953, to return to Malaya in a civilian
capacity for another four years. During his
service in Malaya he was Mentioned in
Despatches twice, but had no awards
other than service medals.

I have mentioned few people, largely
because even if I remembered their names
I never saw them again. But one must be
included.  John Sanders (then a Sqdn.Ldr)
and his wife, Marcia, lived opposite us.
John was in the Education Department
and responsible for courses and education
of the servicemen generally (not directly
connected with the school for children,
though he did countersign my school
reference). ey and my parents became
firm and lifelong friends. Marcia taught
me my catechism at the school. We
continued to know them after Malaya.
John eventually became Chief Education
Officer (Group Captain) in Germany
and, when he retired, they lived in Hove.
He died in the 1980s and Marcia a few
years later.

I had wanted from the age of nine to
become an engineer. at time in Malaya,
especially the voyages there and back,
convinced me that I wanted to design and
build ships. I became a Naval Architect
and worked in a shipyard, then Lloyds
Register of Shipping until I retired. I have
never regretted it and have always been
very grateful for the experience when I
was young.

Adam Williams
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OBITUARIES
It is with deep regret that we report the deaths of the following members.

We offer our sincere condolences to their families and friends.

Mem. First Name Surname Rank at Service No. Trade Squadron/Section/ Arrival Departure Deceased
No. Changi School Date Date

28 Stanley Bacon AC1 3057008 Clerk G.D. HQ FEAF Dec. ’46 Dec. ’48 Oct. 2017

723 Jack Fletcher SAC 4093850 Clerk/Typist HQ FEAF Cypher Office Nov. ’52 May ’55 Mar. 2016

900 Graham Holbrook Sgt. A0686314 Air Radio Fitter 205 Squadron June ’70 June ’72 Mar. 2017

1634 Harold Stephenson AC1 3102426 Clerk G.D. 48 Sqdn Orderly Room Feb. ’48 April ’49 Sept. 2017

1922 John (Hank) Henstridge SAC 1920417 Airframe Fitter 110 & 205 Squadrons June 2017

1934 (LM) Brian Chapman Jnr Tech 2711320 Wireless Fitter Dispersal Oct. ’54 Sept. ’55 Aug. 2017

2131 Brian Pelling SAC 5045867 Driver/Mech (MT) MT Section Oct. ’57 May ’59 Oct. 2017

2404 Charles Poyner WO 538818 Air Movement (Supply) Services Air Booking Centre Jan. ’65 Dec. ’67 July 2017

Mem. No. First Name Surname Maiden Name Service No. Trade Sqdn/Section/School Arrival Departure Block No.

2420 Michael Horner 4140439 Cpl Fireman Fire Section March ’55 March ’58 140 (Ground)

2421 Gloria De Vries Radford E2837649 SAC(W) Telecoms HQ FEAF May ’63 June ’65 117 WRAF Blk.

2422 William Morrison M0689178 Sgt. A Tech (E) 48 (VIP) 205 Sqdn. June ’70 Nov. ’71 148 & 131

2423 Irene Morrison G2469301 WO Clerk HQ FEAF Dec. ’68 Oct. ’71

2424 Alan Clements 4087270 LAC Teleprinter Op. S.S.C. HQ FEAF June ’52 Dec. ’53 42 (Top)

2425 Dorothy Hubbard Flay 2831310 SAC(W) Telephonist P.B.X. Sept. ’59 Feb. ’62 117 WRAF Blk.

WELCOME ABOARD!
We welcome the following six new members who have joined between 27 June 2017 and 22 October 2017

Rank or
Father’s Rank
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Rowley (daughter
of Brian)

June ’51
June ’69

June ’54
June ’71

AM=Associate Member      AF=Affiliated Member      LM=Lapsed Member

Forthcoming Events for your 2018 diary
April Friday 6th 11.30am KENT – SUSSEX – SURREY

Informal Local Reunion at The Nevill Golf Club, Benhall Mill 
Road, Tunbridge Wells, TN2 5JW.
Local Member: Peter Mersh (Tel. 01892 862643)
Members in the area will be notified. Other and potential 
members please phone for details. All are welcome.

May Friday 4th/ Midday 22nd ANNUAL REUNION
Saturday 5th at The Novotel Hotel, Nottingham

Bostock Lane, Long Eaton NG10 4EP (Off M1 Junction 25)
Details and booking form in this Newsletter

Sunday 6th 10.30am 16th Annual General Meeting
followed by departures

Monday 7th Departures (times optional)

May Thursday 10th 10.30am LONDON AREA - 100th Anniversary of the RAF
Veterans Day at the opening of the RAF
Museum, Hendon Grahame Park Way, Hendon
(Sat. Nav. NW9 5QW)
RAF Changi Association will be in attendance.

OTHER EVENTS MAY BE ARRANGED • GUIDLINES ARE AVAILABLE IF YOU WOULD LIKE TO ARRANGE ONE

Tangmere Rd/Tanah Merah
Besar/Waddington Rd
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