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As I write this foreword it has just finished
raining very hard here in Ipswich and I am
reminded that we are not really in total

charge of our environment. Nature very
often having the final say in our future and
our endeavours. With this in mind this

edition of our newsletter contains Part 1 of
an article I received a while back from Dick

Horton detailing his experiences as a
victim of the Super Typhoon in the

Philippines, and of course how he
overcame this glitch on his oscilloscope of

life. I wonder how many of us would have
coped so well. The old saying “When the
going gets tough the tough get going”

has never been truer. Thanks for sharing
this with us Dick and good luck with your
future plans in your paradise. Part 2 will be

published in our December newsletter. We
have also discovered, or perhaps

remembered (!), that we were the last
aircraft apprentice Entry to be on 2 Wing.

BGL

Ten Tors 2015

2015 will see the 55th running of the Ten Tors Expedition. However, for the 103rd it
is more significant, it will be 50 years since Halton succeeded in getting full teams
to complete the 60 ml trek. The successful 103rd team were Dave (Eddie) Cochran,
Ron Dent, Kevin Dillon, John Dillon, Mick Lewry and Malcolm Watts. Fifty years on,
our Committee wondered if there were enough legs and lungs strong enough to re-
enact that auspicious day in 1965. We are not talking about walking 60 mls over
Dartmoor, but maybe we could get a team together who could walk 35 mls and
shadow a route that the official teams would be taking. If there is anyone who
thinks that they are up to the challenge, please contact Malcolm Watts who will
liaise with the Ten Tors organisation to see what is possible.

We have recently become aware that our former 2 Wing Squadron Commander, Flight Lieutenant John Tulk,

died peacefully on 22nd September last year. He was 83, a former Vulcan pilot and President of the RAFA at

Ringwood. Our sympathy and condolences go to his family.

It is with great sadness that we must report that our old boss Wing Commander Peter Ayerst

DFC, AMRAeS, RAF (retd), took off on his last sortie on 15th May 2014 aged 93.

Our deepest condolences to his family.

Members of the Entry attended his memorial service.

http://www.dailymail.co.uk/news/article-2632899/RAF-ace-took-dogfight-Second-World-

War-MISTAKE-survivor-Battle-France-dies-aged-93.html
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50th Anniversary of Graduation Reunion

13th/14th June 2015, Cosford
To celebrate the 50th Anniversary of graduating from those hallowed workshops, blocks and parade squares

we will be having a Reunion at Cosford over the weekend of 13th /14th June 2015. As I am sure you all know,

No 1 School of Technical Training is now based at RAF Cosford with all the former traditions and disciplines

of its former home.

There will be an informal get-together on the evening of Saturday 13th June, and for Sunday 14th June private

hospitality facilities are being arranged at the 2015 Cosford Air Show. The Mount Hotel, Mount Road,

Wolverhampton WV6 8PH, www.themount.co.uk, will be an ideal base for the weekend and similar

arrangements have been made with the hotel as were in place last year in Burton on Trent.

Saturday 13th June 2015 7.00 for 7.30pm buffet; The Mount Hotel

Sunday 14th June 2015 from 10.30am meet at the Cosford Air Show Entry Hospitality Area

TBD Air Display starts

RAF Cosford is approx 7 miles from the hotel; these rates have been agreed with the hotel:

Double or Twin Room (2 guests) £130.00/room/night

Single occupancy £105.00/room/night

Rates include: Bed, breakfast and dinner for 2, including our Saturday night buffet, and a 3 course

evening meal on Friday and/or Sunday evening(s)

Accommodation should be booked directly with the Hotel on 01902-752055, quoting the “103rd Entry Reunion

Stay” or “Group Reservation Number 175743”. A deposit is not required, but a credit card is required to

guarantee the reservation. For anyone coming for the Saturday evening but not staying at the hotel, a charge

will be made for the buffet. The Association will be putting money behind the bar on the Saturday night and

contributing to the cost of the hospitality area on the Sunday. Further details in our December newsletter.

The Cosford Air Show is very popular and accommodation in the local area will fill up very quickly, so please

book early; the hotel is holding 35 rooms for the weekend. Anyone wanting to stay elsewhere should also

consider booking early.

If you have any questions please let Barry Neal know on 01805-601715; 07789-435477; tupnce@aol.com.

RAF Cosford - No 1 School of Technical Training

Several of us had the privilege of going to RAF Cosford in early May for the presentation, by the Princess

Royal, of a new Queen’s Colour to No 1 School of Technical Training. This Colour is the only one in the RAF

that by tradition can be carried by a non-commissioned officer and, apart from the parade commander,

everyone else on parade were airmen. The weather was atrocious; it rained steadily throughout with the only

person toting an umbrella being the Princess. Those on parade performed flawlessly; their drill was excellent

and they all deserved immense credit. Although it pained us to say so, it was equally as good as ours was!

Mention was made of the first colour presented to the School in July 1952 and whether or not anyone could

remember it. After several murmurings of “Yes, we were there”, it was clear that it was a wide-ranging

audience! After lunch we went on a tour of the workshops and the gymnasium. The standard of technical

training is very good and, rather than the ‘delicate youth of today’ having to work on aircraft outside in the

cold and wet, all the aircraft are indoors. Indeed, it looked as if the whole fleet of retired Jaguar aircraft

were in the one building. All in all an excellent day and thanks go to the Cosford staff for their hospitality

and hard work. You can see some photos of the day on the website.
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Broken homes … Haiyan 2013 (Part 1)From Dick Horton

Setting the scene

Having spent the majority of my working life being chauffeured between 4 and 5 star hotels, I felt that I

wanted to experience a more typical type of overseas lifestyle before curling up my toes, popping off this

mortal coil, pushing up the daisy’s etc. etc. My career choice in aviation was probably a reaction to my

late father who, after spending most of the Second World War in North Africa and working for Dr.

Archibald McIndo with his extraordinary band of “guinea pigs,” he never set foot outside the UK again. He

refused to get on board an aircraft and restricted his sea voyages literally to the Isle of Wight Ferry. This

sadly narrowed his awareness of the world that we live in.

When I retired, the Philippine Islands were one of the few countries that I had never visited during my

working life. With over 7, 100 islands (with the tide out) the Philippines certainly had plenty of coastline

to which I seem attracted for reasons yet unknown. Yes, the Philippines are in an earthquake zone and

gets on average 14 typhoons each year. But I chose a region which was protected to the east and

historically reasonably safe … or so I thought. Anyway, some mentor or other once told me that if I want

to live a completely safe life, I should just stay in bed! The Philippines is divided into 3 regions. The

northern region Luzon with capital city Manila. The southern region Mindanao with capital city Davao.

And our mid region Visayas, with capital city Cebu.

We found and subsequently bought an idyllic 2200 sq. metre headland overlooking Hagnaya Bay and the

Philippine Sea in a coastal settlement called Tawagan, in the northern town of Medellin on the island of

Cebu. Our view out to sea is to the west and provides us with the most spectacular sunsets I have ever

seen. The type of sunset that you normally only see on Windows PC Wallpaper photos.

Tawagan is a small, very peaceful group of about a dozen fishermen’s dwellings. The two main sources of

noise pollution here are the night time chirping of crickets and the daytime lapping of the water at our

sea walls. Tawagan is Cebuano language for Shouting. The settlement is so named they say, because the

general peace and quiet allowed fishermen’s wives to shout out to their husbands at sea at night. It was

to this backdrop that we designed and built our new home. We moved into the property in August 2013.

Haiyan Approaches

The morning and evening TV News was reporting on a storm that may develop into a Tropical Typhoon

and was heading towards the Philippine Area of Responsibility. What made it unusual and of special

interest to us was that its projected track put it crossing the northern tip of Cebu Island in the Visayas

Region of the Philippines. Usually the path of typhoons destined for our part of the world seemed to

come in over the northern Philippine region of Luzon, or to the south of us in the Philippine Mindanao

Region. Initially I was not too concerned. It was quite usual for typhoons to veer north toward Hong Kong

or Taiwan as they approached the PAR. But Typhoon Haiyan (locally named Yolanda) held slavishly to its

projected WNW track over the Pacific Ocean and slowly increased in intensity. We started to make plans.

Naturally I wanted my family to go south whilst I remained to look after our 2 Belgian Malenois, Abby &

Whisky. My wife flatly refused to go without me so we all stayed. The arrival in Tawagan of my brother in

law Ray was a welcome sight. He had experienced several typhoons before and knew what was needed.

He inspected our boundary wall and fencing. All new and in good condition. Any loose objects in the

garden were tied down. Motorcycles and washing machine were brought into the lounge. Taking a bolo

(large bladed hatchet thingy) he climbed up the Tamarind tree and started to thin out the branches. We

checked food, water, flashlights and phones and of course we checked the TV News almost hourly for any

signs of that veer northward in projected track. Nothing. It was starting to look fairly serious as the

storms intensity increased out in the Pacific Ocean and the associated storm warning signals on TV

increased for the Central Visayas Region of the Philippines. Signal #2. High winds, flooding, landslides and

some structural damage. All sea ferries cancelled. All schools closed. Signal #3. As signal #2 plus some

structural damage to brick built properties and probable destruction of light material (bamboo) homes.

Signal #4.Winds of up to 240 kph (150 mph.) Expect major structural and ecological damage. On the 6th
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November 2013, two days before its landfall in the Philippines, Typhoon Haiyan was reclassified as a

Super Typhoon. Signal #5 was released to the public.Winds in excess of 320 kph (200 mph.) Expect

catastrophic structural and ecological damage.

The 8th November 2013

On the 8th November 2013 the strongest typhoon ever to hit the Philippines and the 5th strongest

typhoon on record we are told made landfall on the beautiful island of Leyte. The cities of Tacloban and

Bogo and the townships of Medellin, Kawit, Daánbantayan and San Remegio on the nearby island of Cebu

lay in its path.

The day started normally. Clear blue skies, a light sea breeze. Calm sea. Not a hint of what was to come.

People rise early in the Philippines to take advantage of the cooler early morning temperatures. We have

normally eaten breakfast by 6 am and people are on the road by 7. Today everyone was staying at home.

All remaining food in the shops and market had been given away the day before and the shops were all

closed. Some hammering of shutters and last minute house repairs were the only sounds. We all watched

and we waited. At 6.50 am, Cebeco (The Cebu Electric Company) switched off all electrical power to the

north Cebu area. Haiyan was getting close.

At around 8 am the clouds started to form up and the wind speed increased dramatically. Ray and I

inspected the house at regular intervals to check for damage. By about 9.30 am the first piece of

guttering detached from the house. We retrieved it and, armed with duct tape we attempted a

temporary repair, only to realise that we could no longer stand still in the ever increasing wind. With

hindsight, this was an amusing episode as by the end of the day there would not be enough “duct tape”

in the whole of Cebu to repair the damage to the house. We went inside to join Gina, Mark and the dogs

who had all sought refuge under the dining room table and eventually as the intensity and rain increased,

we all moved into the guest bathroom. We knew that we were vulnerable. On an open headland site

without any mature trees to act as a wind break yet. Right place certainly for us … but wrong time.

So what is it like to be caught up in a Super Typhoon? Of course no one alive really knows. For as we saw

in the tragic pictures of Tacloban City … nobody survives. A whole city smashed to pieces. The teams of

Cebeco electricians dispatched shortly afterwards to start the repairs to the Tacloban power lines turned

round and came home. There were too many dead bodies on the ground for them to start work. No, one

can only watch a Super Typhoon from a place of comparative safety, as we did from our bathroom,

peering gingerly around the door every so often. The mind is made numb by the experience (shock.) The

sheer power of it all. Imagine trying to stand on the wing of a B777 during a landing in marginal weather.

And then add some. I find that I only have mental snapshots and sound bites to remember it by:

A lasting memory will be the sound of a super typhoon. I was expecting a howl or scream, but I was way

off the mark. The sound was of a loud low frequency hum, like the sound of some huge electric generator.

This continuous background noise occasionally interrupted by the sound of a loud crack or bang. Another

window frame disappears. The ceilings flexing up and down, breaking at the wall joins. Another ceiling

panel breaks loose or flies out of an open window. The constant pressure of 150 - 200 mph wind and rain

on the side of the roof and house.

The sight of the rain travelling the complete length of a 30 ft. lounge horizontally. You open the windows

and the ceiling vibrates and cracks. You close the windows and the windows blow out. Some choice.

The mental picture of one of our big front doors breaking loose from its hinges and literally fluttering

away as if made of balsa wood. (The door was solid mahogany and took two men to lift into place when it

was fitted.)

And then, after 3 hours it all suddenly stopped. The sky cleared. The wind vanished. Peace returned. We

were in the eye of the depression. This 30 minute break gave Ray and I time for a quick circuit of the

house to assess the damage. Depressing stuff. Purlins collapsed. Roof torn and badly damaged. Ceilings in

the master bedroom, bathroom, lounge, kitchen and dining area partially or totally collapsed.
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Two windows gone so far. Front door gone. Outside wall lights ripped away. CCTV cameras gone, wiring

left dangling. Cupboard doors gone, everything soaked. It looked like the roof had been pushed

downwards with such force as to collapse and break the purlins supporting it. This then caused the drop

ceilings which were supported by the purlins to fall, ripping out the electric wiring and the equipment

that was attached. Quite a mess. Ray reminded me that we were only half way through this ordeal so we

scuttled back inside the house and the security of the guest bathroom. Back came the 200 mph wind and

rain. Back came the low frequency hum of the typhoon. We cowered in the bathroom and waited.

Another 3 hours of the same, but this time from the opposite direction.

Feelings. Fear? Not as much as I would have thought. Maybe I’m too stupid to feel fear or maybe because

I noted at half time that there was not a single crack in any of the walls. That felt comforting. We watched

for further signs where action from us would be needed. My feelings were more of an immense sadness,

as every crack and every bang heralded further damage to our lovely new home. How much more could

she stand? Feelings also of being utterly powerless. We were totally out of our league with this one.

Eventually there came the feeling of numbness, of resignation. (Is that a feeling? I think so.) Nothing

seemed to matter anymore. What more could Haiyan do? It had to end sometime. Just wait until it was

over. Gina was frightened, comforting the dogs and holding tightly on to Mark. Mark was petrified,

staring wide eyed at a fixed point on the ground. I remember thinking that when this was all over he

would need some careful handling.

We all felt it. Yes!! By about 1 pm the wind was perceptibly decreasing in its strength. It was the

beginning of the end of Super Typhoon Haiyan for Medellin town. By 2 pm it was over. No wind or rain

although the dark clouds remained. Haiyan had taken 6 hours to show off its power. Now it was the turn

of others to feel it as it continued its journey westward. We stepped outside.

All the trees were stripped bare. Just broken branch stubs remaining. Our huge Tamarind tree had not a

single leaf remaining. Most other trees were snapped off about 3 ft. from the ground. Some tall palms

were uprooted and lay flat on the ground. Our car was smashed. Beautiful tropical birds with broken

wings flopped crazily around on the ground. Flies, bugs and mosquitoes looked for new homes. Their old

ones gone. Our garden Nippa hut remained set in its concrete base. The cogon leaf roof was however 25

metres away, its four 6 inch diameter bamboo supports sheared neatly off. Pieces of people’s houses,

doors and window frames floated in the bay. Lampshades, light bulbs and bits of wood bobbed up and

down near the shoreline. We looked back at our house. OMG. Feelings? That enduring sadness. Still the

feeling of numbness (of shock). We didn’t know where to begin … so we didn’t.

Gina prepared us a snack and we all went to bed underneath the stars to try to get a night’s sleep.

Again … we didn’t. The crickets were unusually silent that night. The sound was of the rhythmic creaking

of our broken and twisted roof in the breeze. And of neighbours crying out or moaning in their sleep, as

their minds replayed their own experiences of the day.

Addendum: Since Typhoon Haiyan, our 6 year old son Mark has had a recurrent nightmare of being alone

in a pure white room. On the floor are two dead bodies “with the faces of mummy and daddy.” Mark & I

sit and talk together about that day. By revisiting the event with him sensitively, I hope to allow his

memory to make sense of his feelings at the time. Thankfully, the gap between his nightmares is widening.

The last one was a week ago. We kept him off school until he asked to go back. He was after all the only
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one who knew when he was ready. Although he visibly aged after the typhoon, Mark seemed to be slowly

getting back to being a 6 year old.

Haiyan had effectively collapsed all infrastructures in its path. No water or food. No electricity or

telephones. No mobile phone networks, TV or radio. Few passable roads or liveable homes. No fuel or

frozen medicines. No Government or social services. No communication with the outside world.

The next part of this article will be in the December Issue of your Newsletter

The next Committee Meeting will be 6th December 2014 at Watermead, Aylesbury

To keep this Newsletter rolling we need inputs from the Entry Members. It doesn’t have to be about

Halton or an Entry Member, just something that might be found interesting and enjoyable by the

readers.

For those of you who are receiving this Newsletter via the internet have a look at

the following, how many of the “Stars” do you know?

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5D83cfphSsA

Contributions, mail or abuse about the Newsletter to The Editor

Brian Lee, Omaha House

London Road, Ipswich IP2 0SS

Or e-mail: steam707@hotmail.com

http://www.103rd entry.org.uk/

The next issue of the 103 Newsletter will be published during

Committee Members:

Les Shardlow, Les Garden, Chris Wales, Barry Neal, Ken Bannister, Malcolm Watts,

Dave Post, Mick Woodhouse, Brian Lee


