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A very long flight from the Eastern states to 
Cervantes, we had 23 planes make the journey 
with the wind doing it’s best to try to change the 
minds of some pilots that they should be flying 
East, but in typical determination by 182 pilots, 
they all arrived safely despite the weather.

The welcome at Cervantes was exceptional, 
Gloria and her team had everything under control. 
On our arrival Elaine and I asked Gloria how we 
could help. We were told, that we should go and 
“have a drive around” as Brian would be parking 
the planes and the two Johns would be driving our 
Club members to the Motel.

It is always good to see a small community like 
Cervantes get behind the organisers to assist in so 
many ways, even to provide security for our planes 
whilst they were on the ground at the airport. A big 
thank you to Frank for the time he put in. I would 
like to thank Gloria and Brian and the two Johns 
plus the ladies for supplying lunch and afternoon 
tea. Our Fly-In to Cervantes was a huge success 
made possible by the support that Gloria and Brian 
received from the locals, (Dad’s Army). It was great 
to see Jenny Seymour and son Vincent at the 
Welcome Table.

Friday night “Meet and Greet” as always is 
a noisy event, this one was no different, with six 
months news to catch up on since our last get 
together.

Saturday was an early start 9am bus pick up 
for our Town Tour, then on to the Lobster Factory 
tour, some members took the opportunity to go 
on the lobster boat and watch pots being pulled 
up and then reset; we returned in time for lobster 
lunch at the factory.

After lunch we travelled to the famous 
Pinnacles, what a unique geological site ! This 
was  followed by drive to Hangover Bay. For those 
members who were not able to fly to Cervantes 

there are lots of photos in our Newsletter of the 
wildflowers and the general area of Cervantes.

Our Gala dinner was at the Pinnacles Motel, 
once again the staff went out of their way to 
ensure our evening meal was of a very high 
standard. For those who like seconds this was 
no problem, the comment was made that some 
members would need to check their weight and 
balance prior to departure.

We had an exceptional musical evening when 
a local Opera singer from Cervantes, Alesha, 
accompanied by Chris, entertained us with 
many well known Opera and popular songs, the 
highlight I think was from  Mozart’s Opera, The 
Magic Flute. Her rendition of “Vengence of Hell” 
was magnificent.  Alesha and Chris are studying 
music at the Western Australia Academy. On 
behalf of our members I would like to wish them 
well in their chosen field.

Peter Jones as only he can, parted us from our 
money, with fines for misdemeanours or whatever 
came into his head. We were able to raise $1,650 
for the Cervantes Primary School Camp Fund, 
which was gratefully received by Mrs Gloria 
White on behalf of Ms Natalie Gennis, Principal of 
Cervantes Primary School.

Sunday morning started with a 9:30am 
departure for our tour of Mt. Lesueur National 
Park, the variety of wild flowers was something 
to be seen. We were fortunate to have bus drivers 
who had good knowledge of the wildflowers and 
the surrounding area. We continued to Greenhead 
for a leisurely picnic lunch overlooking the ocean, 
then following this, boarded our bus for the trip 
back to the motel to get ready for our evening at 
leisure.

New members Greg and Jenny Poet and Owen 
Bartop attended their first Fly-In at Cervantes and 
we hope to see them at many more.

Most Members departed on the Monday, some 
visiting Busselton Aero Club who made them very 
welcome. Unfortunately I was unable to attend. I 
was told that a very enjoyable evening was had by 
all, good food and wine, what more could you ask 
for, put Busselton on your GPS next time you are in 
the West.  Undoubtedly another memorable Fly-in.

Andrew Hogarth is our new Secretary, it was 
decided that we should try to halve Club work 
for Treasurer Robert Terzi, as he is running his 
own business which must come first.  This move 
seems to be working.

The Registration Forms for Kiama will be 
arriving early January, the Fly-In date is 13th - 
15th March 2015.   A not to be missed event.

Frank and Leslie have the Spring Fly-In at 
Southport under control, there will be more 
information on this one later in the year.

Sandy and Barry are looking forward to 
hosting our 2016 Autumn Fly-In in Tasmania at a 
destination yet to be finalised

Just a reminder that Subscriptions are 
due, our 3 year 
Membership a 
bargain at just 
$120.

I hope 
everyone had 
an enjoyable 
Christmas, and 
I would like to 
wish you all a 
safe, healthy and 
prosperous 2015.

Safe Flying.

The PresidenT’s Corner

 John Stuart

2015 AUTUMN 13-15 March, Kiama/Albion Park NSW
2015 SPRING 11-13 September,  Southport QLD

2016 AUTUMN Tasmania planning stage TBA
2016 SPRING Work in Progress

2015-16 Fly-ins
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Who was the pilot that went to the Cervantes Fly-In that did 
not have a Cessna182?

On september 14, i attended the fly-in at 
Cervantes, WA. At the time, my thoughts were 
to use the fly-in as an excuse to see some 
of the beautiful sights of WA. i should have 
known better. Only beautiful people would 
travel so far for a fly-in.

I was so impressed with the members, and their 
partners, of the Cessna 182 Association, that I have 
decided to join the Association, even though I do not 
fly a 182. To start my alliance, I decided to write 
about my experience with twelve Cessna 180s that 
I have flown. They may not have been 182s but they 
were of the same family. You may be wondering who 
I am so I will explain myself. 

Yes, I am a pilot with a few thousand hours of 
flying experience. I joined the RAAF in 1953 and 
spent the next fourteen months learning to fly. 220 
hours later (55 on Tiger Moths, 55 on Wirraways 
and 110 on Vampire jet aircraft) I graduated as a 
fully fledged pilot.

My training consisted not only flying day VFR 
but also included navigation, night, instrument, 
formation, low level and aerobatic flying and 
armament activities. On the course, ground subjects 
took up 50% of the time, where we had to learn 
all about the aircraft we flew including how the 
engine, electrical, fuel, oil and instrument systems 
worked. Stock subjects like maths, aerodynamics, 
meteorology, navigation, airmanship etc. were also 
covered.

Having completed this very extensive and difficult 
course (26 trainees started and 7 graduated) I was 
then posted to an Operational Training Unit where 
over the next five months I was taught to become 
a fighter pilot.

All that training paid dividends because in 
November 1956 I managed to obtain the highest 
score in an inter squadron fighter/bomber 
armament competition making me the Air Force's 
top gun. I also flew as a member of the Meteorite 
formation aerobatic team. The Meteor was a twin jet 
aircraft and was very heavy on the controls requiring 
trimming four time during a loop. 

After twelve years of flying fighter aircraft, 

including several as a test pilot, I then had a break 
of forty five years of non flying until five years ago 
when my bucket list dictated that I own an aircraft.

Now let’s talk about the 180 tail wheel Cessna (I 
do not like the term tail dragger).

One of the highlights of my test flying was doing 
the acceptance flights on twelve Cessna 180s 
bought by the army as observation aircraft. Not 
many pilots can boast that they have flown twelve 
different Cessna 180s.

At the time, I was stationed at Richmond west 
of Sydney. Most of the aircraft to be test flown were 
at Bankstown, necessitating the use of a shuttle 
aircraft to fly to and fro between Richmond and 
Bankstown.  I used any available aircraft for this 
task - usually a Winjeel, Dakota (Goony Bird) or a 
Vampire. Not only the Cessna 180s needed testing, 
they were being put together by Fairy Aviation, but 
also other aircraft that had been re-engineered by 
De Havilland or assembled by Fairy Aviation, mainly 
Vampires and Meteor U15. The U15 were to be 
used as targets at Woomera so they came as a fairly 
basic aircraft.

It all started on 9 March 1959. I was sitting in 
my office at Richmond when my boss taxied up in 
a khaki coloured Cessna 180. He beckoned me to 
join him so I climbed in and we flew to Bankstown. 
I didn’t take much notice of what was occurring 
in the aircraft, instead I was trying to pinpoint the 
position of a house with two World War 11 aircraft 
in the backyard somewhere around the Prospect/
Schofields area. I never did find that house.

On arriving at Bankstown, I expected to fly the 
boss’s shuttle Goony Bird back to Richmond. That 
did not happen. Instead my boss said to me; “I have 
accepted this aircraft as being serviceable, you fly it 
back to Richmond.”

I immediately asked him what was the approach 
speed to which he replied; “Here’s the Pilots 
Manual” and with that he walked away.

I check the stall speed and calculated the 
approach speed so that hopefully my landing at the 
other end of the flight would be survivable. Away I 
went and enjoyed doing a solo conversion on this 

aircraft. I enjoyed it so much that I used a Cessna 
180 whenever it was available as the shuttle aircraft 
between Richmond and Bankstown. Test pilots, in 
those days, were expected to be able to fly any 
aircraft without having to do a period of instruction 
to get an endorsement. In fact, one day I flew five 
different types and that month nine different types 
of aircraft. I guess you could say test pilots were a 
jack of all trades/aircraft.

One of the first things that had to happen was to 
see if these 180s met all the military specifications. 
The most memorable was proving the ceiling 
height of the aircraft. It was a case of full fuel, an 
oxygen cylinder on the back seat and as Ralf in the 
Honeymooners TV show used to say, “away we go”. 
I should have taken a cut lunch because it took a 
long time to reach 21,000 feet. The climb rate at 
that altitude was about 2 feet an hour. The 180 
passed with flying colours (pun intended) and was 
accepted into the military as an observation aircraft. 

To keep our hand in, my boss would have us 
night flying at least once a month. I can remember 
on the 12 May I did a 20 minute check-out with the 
boss before logging an hour twenty minutes solo in 
a 180. On landing I climbed into a Vampire Mk35 
and did a further hour of night flying. 

I again flew a 180 at night on the 23 June. Just 
as a matter of interest, we always flew an aircraft 
during the day that was to be used for night flying 
to make sure it was fully serviceable. Nothing worse 
than getting airborne at night in an aircraft that is 
not fully serviceable.

One of the differences between these two 
aircraft was the instrument lighting. The 180 had 
one light shining over the pilot’s shoulder lighting 
up the whole consul, whereas the Vampire had each 
instrument individually lit. Of course there was a 
slight difference in speed.

After we were satisfied that the 180 aircraft were 
serviceable and ready to be put into operational use, 
they were handed over to the army. I do not know 
what became of all 12 except a few months later 
one crashed, killing the pilot, while flying up a gorge 
that climbed faster than the 180.

by OWen bartrOp

Working with animals & children...



Tell us where you’ve been...
LIFE & FLIGHTS OF FRANK LEWIS
EPISODE  TWO : THE DAY I STUFFED UP  
THE DCA DEPARTURE CEREMONY!

As my supervising officer decided that i should 
by now be a little bit competent i was tasked with 
the job of organizing a DC3  load of 40 odd pigs 
and about 1000  eight week old chickens from lae 
to Wewak on the far north Coast and about a two 
and a half  hour flight.

This was in a DC3 Freighter (that Shad used to 
fly up there in the early 60’s) with no seats and a flat 
plywood floor. Unfortunately the old Bristol Freighters that 
were more suited for livestock had been withdrawn from 
service. (they were still parked up at the end of the strip at 
this time) Shad used to aim them around too!

Making up individual cages for the pigs was too 
complicated and the boss wouldn’t give me funds for 
the material anyway so I designed some panels made 
out of scrap timber and bamboo (talk about appropriate 
technology!) and borrowed some  canvas tarps to line 
the floor.( Ansett was  a bit fussy about urine and crap 
seeping into the airframe!)  The panels were tied together 
to make an open pen with a walkway down the side so 
the crew didn’t have to climb over pigs to get forward. 
The chooks were put in bamboo crates.   We loaded the 
pigs and got them into the pen and then stacked the 

chook cages on top of each other at the space left at 
the back.

The pigs settled down well and moved around 
without being stressed. All seemed fine! Apart from the 
pilot’s noticing trim changes as the pigs moved around 
having fun, he also said they could feel the pigs leaning 
out whenever the plane banked,  but that was overcome  
without any real problems.

Because we had to fly low, the temperature and the 
smell started to rise. Then we hit some hard bumps and 
things started to unravel. The chook cages on the bottom 
of the piles collapsed and chooks went everywhere. The 
pigs thought this was part of the game and got over 
excited. A worried pilot shoved his head around the 
bulkhead, laughed his head off then shut the cockpit door.

I managed to control things a bit but it was hot, it 
stank, the noise was horrendous and I was wondering if it 
was time to start sowing wheat in back in WA!

We landed at Wewak and taxied up behind a smart 
looking Fokker 27 and shut down. This DC3 had double 
cargo doors and the cargo boys managed to race up and 
open both of them before I could stop them. Well, chooks 
took off everywhere and as the boys grabbed for a pig or 

two (pigs to them are gold on legs, particularly these nice 
fat white ones) a few of the others escaped. These took 
off out the doors and across the strip. 

It then became apparent that the “smart” looking F27 
was actually the Australian DCA official aircraft and DCA 
had been carrying out high level discussions with local 
DCA staff and future PNG bureaucrats. They were all 
lined up and shaking hands when the first pig made for 
the perimeter fence. PNG’s being as they are, no matter 
how senior, they can’t see a chance (pig on the loose!) 
go by. 

The formal departure ceremony fell apart with 
officials charging all over the place, under planes, through 
people’s legs and across the strip and into the bush ! 
The Australian public servants were left standing around 
scratching their heads. There was no mention in the AIP 
on how to handle this!

In the end all the animals were rounded up and I got 
most of them back. The tarps were a horrible mess but as 
I had borrowed them I had to clean them a bit (no water 
available of course), roll them up then sit in the back with 
them all the way back to Lae. The pilots wouldn’t let me in 
the jump seat because I was a bit like the tarps!

FrOm yeSteryear
A friend of mine loaned me log books and other documents belonging to his late father, who was 
a Radio Operator / Gunner during WW2.  He spent a considerable time in Sunderlands on U - Boat 
Patrol in the Atlantic, and the following extract I thought I should share with you.     [ Ed. ]

An extract from the WAR DiARy of 228 sQUADROn 1939 - 45
september 14th 1939.

“Flight Lieutenant Brooks and crew, while on anti-submarine 
patrol off the west coast of Ireland, force-landed at Dingle Bay in 
Southern Ireland owing to a fractured extractor pipe.   He received 
every assistance from the local Harbour Master and repairs were 
effected in a nearby garage.   The story goes that after he had taken off 
again, the bewildered Harbour Master rang the Chief of Police at 
Cork to report the incident.   He was reprimanded and asked why, 
being neutral, he had not interned the crew and boat.   He replied 
that he knew very well that he was neutral, but could not be sure who he 
was neutral against! “
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Cessna 182C , VH-FSF. (52523).

WHERE ARE THEY NOW? 

 A brand spanking new VH-FSF (52523) at  Warracknabeal, V. on February 26th, 1961.     
Pic. Bob Neate

No. 23

Built by Cessna in early 1960, 182C  
constructors  number  52523  was the 165th 
aircraft off the line in a production run of 649 
machines .

As mentioned  in previous articles , a swept back 
fin was introduced this year and was a major design 
change  for  the  fledgling 182.  

One of only 20  ‘C’ model 182’s  to be imported into 
Australia, 52523 was  owned by F. S. Falkiner and Sons  
of  Boonoke  Stud near  Deniliquin , New South Wales.  
Falkiners  are renowned breeders of merino sheep  to 
this day, and  operated  the aircraft under the banner of  
Air Travel  Pty. Ltd.  

It was duly registered to them on  May 5th  , 1960.
The aircraft  remained with Air Travel  until August 

1964 when it moved to South Australia  with Saunders 
Contracting  of Naracoorte. 

The aircraft’s tenure with Saunders was uneventful 
save for a brush with the law in 1967 when on the 
28th of February the aircraft’s owner Mr. L. Saunders 
appeared in the Adelaide Magistrates Court and was 

fined the princely sum of 8 dollars for landing the aircraft 
on the straight at the Snowtown racetrack on August 
3rd, 1966. Snowtown had no official airfield at the time 
, and a member of the public had reported the incident 
to D.C.A. ,who decided to prosecute Mr. Saunders as 
the landing area was “not wide enough “ under the Air 
Navigation Act. 

Saunders traded the aircraft to Schutt  Airfarmers of 
Moorabbin on March 15th , 1971. 

Schutt Aviation  sometimes registered its on-sale 
aircraft in the name of its associate companies. From 
1954-59 Schutt Airfarmers had operated a total of 10 
Tiger Moths and 2 Dragons in  the aerial agriculture 
role  before Arthur Schutt decided to get out of the 
ag. business and concentrate on Cessna sales,service 
and the flying academy following the relaxation of 
Government import policy  which finally allowed the 
importation of ‘non-British’ aircraft .

Barely three months later the aircraft was on 
the move again, this time to Queensland with Noel  
Winterburn of Cloncurry.

In early May 1972 , ownership passed to Errol 
Godbold of Mount Isa, Queensland .

Two years later on August 31st, 1974 while in the 
cruise over  the Robinson River in the Northern Territory , 
the aircraft suffered a power failure resulting in a forced 
landing on a beach  25 kilometres  east-north-east  of 
Manangoora  Station, which is east of Borroloola.

The nose gear collapsed in the soft sand and the 
aircraft overturned.

It was considered uneconomical to repair and was 
subsequently struck off  the  Civil  Register  on the 10th 
of October 1974.

Its  current  whereabouts are unknown.

Compiled by Greg THOM  
with many thanks to  Geoff Goodall

g.thom@bigpond.com
Talk to me about YOUR Cessna..!!!!

VH-FSF (52523)  at Adelaide West Beach in August 1964   
after its sale to Saunders Contracting. Pic. Geoff Goodall

52523  awaits an overhauled ‘mill’ at Rockhampton,Q. On October 11th 1971.  Pic. via D.Molesworth.
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1 ate 2: In-FlIGHt menU 
  
CHEESY SALMON PIE
ingredients:
•	 1 1/2 cups S.R.Flour   300g light sour cream
•	 125g  butter chopped  6 eggs
•	 1 1/4 cups shredded Tasty cheddar cheese 1 tbsp chopped chives (plus extra)
•	 1 tbsp water   Grated zest & juice 1 lemon
•	 2 x 210g red salmon   100g rocket leaves
•	 1 tbsp virgin olive oil
•	
Method
1. Preheat oven 180 - 200 C - grease 23cm springform pan
2. Place flour, butter & 3/4 cup cheddar in a food processor, pulse until mixture resembles 

breadcrumbs. Add water & pulse till combined. Reserve 1/2 cup of mixture, press the 
remaining over the base & side of the prepared pan.

3. Sprinkle the salmon over the pie base. Whisk sour cream, eggs, chives, lemon zest & juice, 
and remaining cheddar in a jug. Pour over the salmon. Crumble over reserved mixture.

4. Bake for 40-45 mins until firm & golden. Stand in pan for 10 mins before cutting into 
wedges. Toss rocket & extra chives with oil, then serve with the pie & extra lemon wedges.

5. Can be eaten hot or cold & served with salad etc.

Kellett on 
‘Giving directions’
A little boy was waiting for his mother to come 
out of the grocery store.   As he waited, he was 
approached by a man who asked ...

“ Young man, could you please tell me where the 
Post Office is ?  “

The little boy replied “ Sure Mister, just go 
straight down this street for two blocks and turn 
to your right. “

The man thanked the boy kindly and said “ I’m 
the new Pastor in town here, and I’d like you to 
come to Church on Sunday next.  I’ll show you 
how to get to Heaven. “

The little boy replied with a chuckle “ Awww, 
bullshit, you don’t even know the way to the Post 
Office .”

KeLLeTT’s 
Corner COmeDy COrner

We had a power outage at my place on Sunday last, and my PC, laptop, TV, DVD Player, iPad, and my new 
MP4 music surround sound system were all shut down.    Then I discovered that my iPhone battery was flat, 
and to top it off it was raining so I couldn’t play golf.

I went to the kitchen to make a coffee and then remembered the jug also needs power, so I sat down and 
talked with my wife for a few hours.

She seems quite a nice person.

A man and his wife walked into a dentist’s office.  The man said to the dentist,  “ Doc, I’m in one hell of a 
hurry, I have two buddies sitting out in my car waiting to go to golf, so forget the anaesthetic, I don’t have time 
for the gums to get numb.  I just want you to pull the tooth and be done with it !  We have a 10.00AM tee time 
at the best golf course in town and it’s 9.30 already … I don’t have time to wait for anaesthetics to work. “ 

The Dentist thought to himself, “ My goodness, this is surely a very brave man asking to have his tooth 
pulled without using anything to kill the pain. “   So the Dentist asks him “ which tooth is it , sir ? “ 

The man turned to his wife and said “ Open your mouth Honey, and show him.  “   

A nice, calm and respectable lady went into the pharmacy, walked up to the pharmacist, looked straight 
into his eyes and said  “ I’d like to buy some Cyanide please. “

The pharmacist somewhat taken aback asked “ Why on earth would you need Cyanide ? “    
She replied quite calmly “ I need it to poison my husband. “ 
The pharmacist’s eyes opened widely as he explained “ Lord have mercy!  I can’t sell you Cyanide to kill 

your husband, that’s against the law.  I’d be struck off the register, and both of us would end up in jail, and lots 
more.  Absolutely not !  You CANNOT have any Cyanide.  Just get a divorce ! “

The lady reached into her purse and pulled out a photo of her husband in bed with the pharmacist’s wife.
The pharmacist looked at the photo and said, “ Why didn’t you tell me you had a prescription ! “ 
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Eric Brown has flown more different types 
of planes than anyone else in the history of 
Aviation. He also took 2,000 Nazis prisoner 
single-handily. Now, at 94 years of age, 
he’s telling his breathtaking story to Robert 
Hardman,of The Mail on Line. 

Making history:
Eric Brown must rank as the most extraordinary 

airman alive. Indeed, open his memoirs at any page and 
you are left asking a single question:

How on earth did this modest Scotsman live to tell 
the tale?

But Captain Eric ‘Winkle’ Brown RN is very much alive 
and in sparkling form as he pours me a glass of sherry at 
his West Sussex home and reflects on an astonishing life.

This is the man who has flown more different aircraft 
than anyone else in history. He was the first man to fly a 
jet on and off an aircraft carrier.

He has set aviation records that will almost certainly 
never be broken and is revered as one of the greatest test 
pilots of all time.

But even if you take out the aerobatics, his story is 
remarkable.

Here is a man who narrowly cheated death in the 
wreckage of a torpedoed ship, helped to liberate Belsen 
and took 2,000 enemy prisoners armed only with a pistol.

In the immediate aftermath of the war, Eric had 
to interrogate a bewildering cross-section of leading 
Nazis, including Hermann Goering, as well as plane 
manufacturer Enrst Heinkel and designer Willie 
Messerchmitt.

What’s more, he then had to test all their aircraft.
And all this before turning 30.
Little wonder that when he arrived at Buckingham 

Palace at the grand old age of 28 for the fourth time, 
to receive the AFC in addition to the DSC, MBE and OBE 
he had already received, George VI greeted him with the 
words:

‘Not you again.’
In fact, young Brown would soon be back once more 

to receive the King’s Commendation for Brave Conduct.
Years later, he would end up as an aide-de-camp 

to the Queen, who would add a CBE to his collection in 
1970.

Pin-sharp at 94, Eric is in constant demand 
from historians and documentary makers, while his 
autobiography, Wings On My Sleeve, is a must-read for 
any self-respecting aviator.

Now he is about to tell all as one of the star speakers 
at next month’s Daily Mail-sponsored Chalke Valley 
History Festival.

What’s more, his appearance on the last weekend 
in June will coincide with the Chalke Valley History 
Festival Airshow, one of this summer’s most spectacular, 
featuring replica dogfights from both World Wars.

It will certainly bring back memories for Eric, whose 
flying career was shaped by these conflicts.

Eric’s father had served in the Royal Flying Corps 
during the Great War and, along with all former RFC 
pilots, received an invitation from the newly formed 
German Luftwaffe to visit the 1936 Olympics.

A promising scholar at Edinburgh’s Royal High 
School, Eric had recently lost his mother, so his father 
decided to take the boy to Germany to see the Games.

Among those hosting the RFC delegation was the 
charismatic Great War ace Ernst Udet, who had become 
a famous stunt pilot.

He took up Eric for a spin - ‘Terrifying stuff’ - and the 
teenager was hooked.

‘When we landed, Udet gave me the old fighter pilot’s 
greeting - “Hals und Beinbruch!” [Break your neck and 
leg] - and told me to learn to fly.’

Eric went on to Edinburgh University, where he 
studied German and joined the university’s air squadron.

During a student trip to Germany, he wrote to Udet, 
by then a senior Luftwaffe general, who invited Eric into 
his social circle.

The wide-eyed student was introduced to some of 
the leading lights of the Luftwaffe

- including their formidable test pilot and world gliding 
champion Hanna Reitsch

- having no inkling that, within a couple of years, they 
would be his sworn enemy.

‘Udet was like a schoolboy who regarded the whole 
world as a friend,’ says Eric.

‘He had these riotous evenings at his flat in Berlin.
One of his party tricks was a shooting game where 

you had to fire a pistol at a target behind you, using a 
mirror.

It made a mess of the wall, but he was very good at it.
‘I often wondered what the neighbours thought - but 

I suppose you didn’t complain if your neighbour was a 
Nazi general.’

In 1939, having recently arrived in Germany on a 
teaching exchange, Eric received a knock on the door 
one morning.

‘Our countries are at war,’ said an SS officer, before 
taking away Eric for interrogation. Fearing the worst, he 
was pleasantly surprised to be dumped at the Swiss 
border, from where he made his way home as fast as 
possible to sign up with the RAF.

Like all young pilots, Eric was itching to get airborne 
and was frustrated by the lack of RAF planes and 
postings.

But there were plenty of vacancies for pilots in the 
Royal Navy following the loss of the aircraft carrier, HMS 
Courageous, with more than 500 men, in the opening 
weeks of the war.

Back home, his exceptional flying skills had been 
spotted and Eric was transferred to special duties as a 
test pilot.

Among his tasks was working-out ways of flying 
Spitfires, Hurricanes and Mosquitoes on and off ships, 
vastly improving the clout of the Fleet Air Arm.

Pictured is a Hurricane IIB.
So Eric transferred to the Fleet Air Arm - where he 

was nicknamed ‘Winkle’ - and retrained as a naval pilot.
Before long he was on HMS Audacity, an aircraft 

carrier escorting vital convoys between Britain and 
Gibraltar.

His bravery in his Martlet fighter soon earned him the 
Distinguished Service Cross.

Then, in December 1941, his ship was torpedoed 
and sank 450 miles off Cape Finisterre.

He was one of the few survivors after floating in the 
water for several hours.

‘I couldn’t walk for a week, but I was lucky,’ he said. 
‘As pilots, we had proper lifejackets.’

By 1944, Eric had moved to the top secret 
Aerodynamics Flight based at Farnborough.

And when he wasn’t testing the boffins’ latest 
theories, he was also charged with training a gung-ho 
band of Canadian Spitfire pilots with whom he saw 

tHe pIlOt’S pIlOt: erIC ‘WInkle’ brOWn ...a remarkable human being.
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regular action over France.
Winston Churchill needed a solution to the Nazis’ 

unmanned V1 rocket bombs, which were terrifying the 
civilian population.

One of the first had reduced Eric’s home, near 
Aldershot, to rubble.

‘My wife was injured, our cleaning lady lost an eye 
and the dogs disappeared, so my interest was personal,’ 
he says.

Eric helped develop a booster system that could get 
a fighter alongside a V1 for a short spurt and tip it off-
course without colliding.

‘You couldn’t blow it up because you’d fly straight 
into the debris, but there was a way of nudging its wings, 
using air pressure and not actually touching it.

‘ It led to Eric’s first - and last - bail-out.
‘One day, the engine caught fire and my feet were 

starting to fry, so it was time to go over the side,’ he says, 
matter-of-factly.

‘I landed in a pond in a field with this very angry bull 
in it. Every time I tried to get out of the water, it came at 
me - and the ambulance and the Home Guard wouldn’t 
go near it. I shouted at them to get the farmer. I remember 
him leading it away, saying: “Come along Ferdinand.”

As the Allies progressed through Italy and France, 
Eric became commanding officer of a very exotic unit - 
Farnborough’s Enemy Aircraft Flight.

His task was to capture and evaluate as much Nazi 
hardware as he could find.

One of the most unappealing was a Messerschmitt 
163 - a rocket plane that ran on liquid explosive.

( Pictured below.)
Dozens of German pilots had been killed developing 

the thing, but Eric still chuckles as he recalls his maiden 
flight:

‘I soon worked out that the only way to land it without 
exploding was to run out of fuel first, so you had to get 
your timings right.’

In 1945, landing at a newly captured airstrip in 
Germany, he met Allied troops investigating rumours of 
a concentration camp at Belsen.

Realising that Eric had better German than his 
interpreter, the brigadier in charge asked him along to 
assist with translation.Eric has never forgotten the sights 
he encountered nor the remorselessness of the female 
commandant he interrogated, Irma Grese.

‘She was the worst human being I ever encountered,’ 
he says.

‘She was hanged a few days later.’

Soon afterwards, Eric flew into another air base in 
Denmark, only to discover the Allies had yet to capture it.

‘I was in this little Avro Anson and there were still 
2,000 enemy troops there,’ he says.

‘I thought we were in for it as we landed, but the 
commanding officer came up to me, handed me his 

sword and surrendered on the spot.’
‘Only doing the job’:
Among his many records is one for the most aircraft 

carrier landings in history: 2,407.
A U.S. naval pilot who tried to beat him got as far as 

1,600 before suffering a nervous breakdown.
Given his excellent knowledge of German and 

aeroplanes, Eric interrogated all the enemy top brass.
He did not warm to Willie Messerschmitt.
‘We had a bit of a to-do,’ says Eric, with mischievous 

understatement.
‘I accused him of compromising the integrity of his 

planes because the wings on some had started falling 
off. He bridled at that!’

Dr. Ernst Heinkel was a ‘funny little man’.
Eric’s erstwhile mentor, Udet, had committed suicide 

in 1941, but one day Winkle found himself in an interview 
room with Hanna Reitsch, still an unrepentant Hitler 
worshipper.

‘She was emotional because she had just heard that 
her father had shot all the women in the family and then 
himself to spare them from the Russians.

So she told me quite a lot.’
He even interviewed Hermann Goering.
‘His uniform was falling off him, but he perked up 

when I told him he was going to be interviewed by a pilot.
He answered all my questions.
‘The first thing I asked was his opinion on the 

outcome of the Battle of Britain and he said:
“A draw.” He said they had not been defeated, but 

that Hitler had ordered the withdrawal of fighter units to 
concentrate on Russia.’

After the war, Eric worked with Sir Frank Whittle, the 
inventor of the jet engine, clocking up numerous life-
threatening ‘firsts’ in the field of jet aviation.

Among his unappetising tasks was discovering why 
certain aircraft would crash at certain speeds, and why 
planes had a habit of disappearing in storms.

It is also highly unlikely that anyone will surpass Eric’s 
world record for flying 487 different types of aeroplane.

A proud grandfather and great-grandfather, he is 
typical of his generation in insisting that he was ‘only 
doing the job’.

tHe pIlOt’S pIlOt: erIC ‘WInkle’ brOWn ...a remarkable human being.
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An interesting story about a Navy P-2 that 
flew non-stop from Perth Australia to Columbus, 
Ohio in 1946 – covering  more than 11,000 miles 
in the record-breaking time of 55 hours and 17  
minutes. 

The oxidized Lockheed P2V-1 (the Truculent Turtle) 
had been squatting next to a Navy air station's main gate, 
completely exposed to the elements and getting ragged 
around the edges.  Finally recognizing the Turtle's singular 
historic value to aviation, it was moved to Pensacola to 
receive a badly required and pristine restoration. It now has 
a place of honor inside the National Naval Aviation Museum.

Taxiing tests demonstrated that its Lockheed P2V-1's 
landing gear might fold while bearing the Turtle's extreme 
weight before carrying it airborne.  And during taxi turns its 
landing gear struts could fail carrying such a load.  For that 
reason, the Turtle was only partially filled with fuel before it 
was positioned at the head of Australia's Pearce Aerodrome 
runway 27 at 7 am on September 29th, 1946. (For info: 
PEARCE did have a Runway 27/09. The Control Tower and 
Fire station now sit on it.)

Lined up for take-off, all fueling was completed by 4:00 
pm.  At the same time JATO packs were carefully attached 
to its fuselage for the jet-assistance required to shove the 
Truculent Turtle fast enough to take-off before going off the 
end of the runway.

Commanders Davies, Rankin, Reid and Tabeling 
The takeoff from Perth, on the west coast of Australia, 

was made at dusk local time. One reason given was 
the desire to begin at night to allow celestial navigation. 
However, as plane commander Cdr Thomas D. Davies 
admitted to the press before takeoff, a far more important 
consideration was minimization of the level of turbulence 
likely to be encountered. And at  6 pm the two 2,300 hp 
Wright R-3350 engines were warming up.  We were about 
to take off from 6,000 feet of runway with a gross weight of 
85,561 pounds [the standard P2V was gross weight limited 

at 65,000 pounds].   
Sitting in the copilot's seat, I remember thinking about 

my wife, Virginia, and my three daughters and asking 
myself, 'What am I doing here in this situation?'  I took a 
deep breath and wished for the best.

At 6:11 pm. Cdr Tom Davies stood hard on the brakes 
as both throttles were pushed forward to maximum power. 
At the far end of the mile-long runway, he could make out 
the throng of news reporters and photographers. 

Scattered across the air base were hundreds of 
picnickers who came to witness the spectacle of a JATO 
takeoff. They all stood up when they heard the sound of the 
engines being advanced to full power. Davies and Rankin 
scanned the engine instruments.  Everything appeared 
normal.  Davies eased his feet off the brakes.

On this day, September 29, 1946, the reciprocating 
engined Turtle was a veritable winged fuel tank -- thirteen 
tons beyond the two-engine Lockheed's maximum gross 
weight limitations.

The Truculent Turtle rumbled and bounced on tires that 
had been over-inflated to handle the heavy load.  Slowly it 
began to pick up speed.  As each 1,000-foot sign flashed 
by, Rankin called out the speed and compared it to predicted 
figures on a clipboard in his lap.

With the second 1,000-foot sign astern, the Turtle was 
committed.] Davies could no longer stop on the remaining 
runway. It was now fly or burn! 

When the quivering airspeed needle touched 87 
knots, Davies punched a button wired to his yoke, and the 
four JATO bottles fired from attachment points on the aft 
fuselage.  The crew's ears filled with JATO bottles' roar, 
their bodies feeling the JATO's thrust.  For a critical twelve 
seconds, the JATO provided the thrust of a third engine.

At about 4,500 feet down the runway, when the 
airspeed indicator reached 115 knots, Davies pulled the 
nose wheel off.  There were some long seconds while the 
main landing gear continued to rumble over the last few 
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yards of the runway. Then the rumbling stopped as the main 
landing gear lifted off the runway and the full load of the 
aircraft shifted to the wings.

As soon as they were certain that they were airborne, 
but still only an estimated five feet above the ground, 
Davies called, “Gear up!”  Rankin moved the wheel-shaped 
actuator on the pedestal between the pilots to the up 
position, and the wheels came up.  Davies lightly tapped the 
brakes to stop the wheels from spinning, and the wheel-
well doors closed just as the JATO bottles burned out.  
Behind the pilots in the aft fuselage, Cdr Walt Reid kept his 
hand on the dump valve that could quickly lighten their load 
in an emergency. 

Roy Tabeling, at the radio position, kept all his switches 
off for now to prevent the slightest spark.

The Turtle had an estimated 20 feet of altitude and 130 
knots of airspeed when the JATO bottles burned out. The 
JATO bottles were not just to give the Turtle additional speed 
on take-off, but were intended to improve the rate of climb 
immediately after lift-off. The Turtle barely cleared the trees 
a quarter of a mile from the end of the runway. 

The field elevation of Pearce Aerodrome was about 500 
feet, and the terrain to the west sloped gradually down to 
the Indian Ocean about six miles from the field.  So, even 
without climbing, the Turtle was able to gain height above 
the trees in the critical minutes after take-off.

Fortunately, the emergency procedures for a failed 
engine had been well thought out, but were never needed.  
At their take-off weight, they estimated that they would 
be able to climb at a maximum of 400 feet per minute.  
If an engine failed and they put maximum power on the 
remaining engine, they estimated that they would be forced 
to descend at 200 feet per minute.  

Their planning indicated that if they could achieve 
1,000 feet before an engine failure they would have about 
four minutes in which to dump fuel to lighten the load 
and still be 200 feet in the air to attempt a landing.  With 

their built-in fuel dump system, they were confident that 
they were in good shape at any altitude above 1,000 feet 
because they could dump fuel fast enough to get down to 
a comfortable single-engine operating weight before losing 
too much altitude. 

Departing the aerodrome boundary, the Turtle was over 
the waters of the Indian Ocean.  With agonizing slowness, 
the altimeter and airspeed readings crept upward.  Walt 
Reid jettisoned the empty JATO bottles.  The Turtle was 
thought to have a 125 KT stall speed with the flaps up at 
that weight. When they established a sluggish climb rate, 
Gene Rankin started bringing the flaps up in careful small 
increments.  At 165 KT, with the flaps fully retracted, Tom 
Davies made his first power reduction to the maximum 
continuous setting. 

The sun was setting and the lights of Perth were 
winking as the Turtle circled back over the city at 3,500 feet 
and headed out across the 1,800 miles of the central desert 
of Australia.  On this record-breaking flight, one record had 
already been broken.  Never before had two engines carried 
so much weight into the air after the JATOS had quit.

Their plan was to maintain a fairly low 3,500 feet for the 
first few hundred miles, burning off some fuel, giving them 
a faster climb to cruise altitude and (hopefully) costing them 
less fuel for the total trip.  But the southwest wind, burbling 
and eddying across the hills northeast of Perth, brought 
turbulence that shook and rattled the overloaded Turtle, 
threatening the integrity of the wings themselves.

Tom Davies applied full power and took her up to 6,500 
feet where the atmospheric conditions  were smoother, 
reluctantly accepting the sacrifice of enough fuel to fly 
an extra couple of hundred miles if lost, bad WX or other 
unexpected problems at flight's end.

Alice Springs at Australia's center, slipped by under 
the Turtle's long wings at midnight and Cooktown on the 
northeast coast at dawn.  Then it was out over the Coral 
Sea where, only a few years earlier,  the USS Lexington and 

Yorktown had sunk the Japanese navy vessel Shoho to win 
the first carrier battle in history and prevented Australia and 
New Zealand from being cut off and then isolated. over 
Bougainville in the Solomons.

 As the sun set for the second time since takeoff, 
the Turtle's crew headed out across the vast and empty 
Pacific Ocean and began to establish a flight routine. They 
stood two-man four-hour watches, washing, shaving, and 
changing to clean clothes each morning. And eating regular 
meals cooked on a hot plate. Every two hours a fresh pilot 
would enter the cockpit to relieve whoever had been sitting 
watch the longest.

The two Wright 3350 engines ran smoothly; all the 
gauges indicated all was fuctioning normally. Every hour 
another 200 miles of the Pacific was crossed. The crew's 
only worry was Joey the kangaroo, who hunched unhappily 
in her crate, refusing to eat or drink.

Dawn of the second morning found the Turtle over 
Maro Reef, halfway between Midway Island and Oahu in 
the long chain of Hawaiian Islands. The Turtle only had one 
low-frequency radio, because most of the modern radio 
equipment had been removed to reduce weight. Radio 
calls to Midway and Hawaii for weather updates were 
unsuccessful due to the vast distance. 

Celestial navigation was showing that the Turtle was 
drifting southward from their intended great circle route due 
to increased northerly winds that were adding a headwind 
that  would affect their speed and fuel consumption. Instead 
of correcting their course by turning more northward, 
thereby increasing the aircraft's relative wind, Cdr Davies 
stayed on their current heading, accepting the fact that 
they would reach the west coast of the U.S. somewhere 
in northern California rather than near Seattle as they had 
originally planned. 

When Turtle's wing tip fuel tanks empty, they were 
jettisoned over the ocean. Then the Turtle eased up to 10,000 
feet and later to 12,000 feet.  At noon, Cdr Reid came up to 
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the cockpit 
s m i l i n g . 

"Well," he reported, "the damned kangaroo has started 
to eat and drink again. I guess she thinks we're going to 
make it!"

In the fall of 1946, the increasingly hostile Soviet Union 
was pushing construction of a submarine force nearly ten 
times larger than Hitler's.  Anti-submarine warfare was the 
Navy's responsibility, regardless of the U.S. Army Air Force's 
opposing views. 

The Turtle was among the first of the P2V Neptune 
patrol planes designed to counter the sub threat.  Tom 
Davies' orders came straight from the offices of Secretary 
of the Navy, James V. Forrestal, and the Chief of Naval 
Operations, Fleet Admiral Chester W. Nimitz. 

A dramatic demonstration was needed to prove beyond 
question that the new P2V patrol plane, its production at 
Lockheed representing a sizeable chunk of the Navy's 
skimpy peacetime budget, could do the job.  With its 
efficient design that gave it four-engine capability on just 
two engines, the mission would show the Neptune's ability 
to cover the transoceanic distances necessary to perform 
its ASW mission and sea-surveillance functions. 

At a time when new roles and missions were being 
developed to deliver nuclear weapons, it would not hurt to 
show that the Navy, too, had that capability.

So far the flight had gone pretty much according to 
plan. But now as the second full day in the air began to 
darken, the Pacific sky, gently clear and blue for so long, 
turned dark and hostile.  An hour before landfall, great 
rolling knuckles of cloud appeared out from the coastal 
mountains. The Turtle bounced and vibrated.  Ice formed 
on the wings.  Static blanked out its radio transmissions 
and radio reception. 

The crew strapped down hard, turned up the red 
instrument lights and took turns trying to tune the radio 
direction finder to a recognizable station.  It was midnight 
before Roy Tabeling succeeded in making contact with the 
ground and requested an instrument clearance eastward 
from California. 

They were 150 miles off the coast when a delightful 
female voice reached up through the murkiness from 
Williams Radio, 70 miles south of Red Bluff, California.  "I'm 
sorry," the voice said. "I don't seem to have a flight plan on 
you.  What was your departure point?"

"Perth, Western Australia," came the reply from the 
Turtle.

"No, I mean where did you take off from?"  
"Perth, Western Australia."
"Navy Zero Eight Two, you are not understanding me. 

I mean what was your departure airport for this leg of the 
flight?"

"Perth, Western Australia.” 
”BUT that's halfway around the world!"
"No, only about a third.  May we have that clearance, 

please?"
The Turtle had departed Perth some thirty-nine hours 

earlier and had been out of radio contact for the past 
twenty hours. That contact with Williams Radio called off 
a world-wide alert for ships and stations between Midway 
and the west coast to attempt contact with the Turtle on 
all frequencies. With some difficulty due to reception, the 
Turtle finally received an instrument clearance to proceed 
on airways from Oakland to Sacramento and on to Salt Lake 
City at 13,000 feet. 

The weather report was discouraging.  It indicated 
heavy turbulence, thunderstorms, rain and icing conditions. 
As Gene Rankin wrote in a magazine article after the flight 

: "Had the Turtle been on the ground at an airport at that 
threatening point, the question might have arisen: Is this trip 
important enough to continue right through this stuff?”

The Turtle reached the west coast at 9:16 p.m. about 
thirty miles north of San Francisco. Their estimated time of 
arrival further north up the coast, had been 9:00 p.m.  They 
had taken off about forty hours earlier and had covered 
9,000 statute miles thus far.

They had broken the distance record by more than 
a thousand miles, and all of their remaining fuel was in 
their wing tanks which showed about eight-tenths full. 
Speculation among the pilots was about how much further 
the Turtle could fly before fuel tanks were empty.  The 
Turtle's oxygen system had been removed for the flight, so 
the pilots were using portable walk-around oxygen bottles 
to avoid hypoxia at higher altitudes.

The static and atmospherics began demonstrating 
the weird and wonderful phenomenon of St. Elmo's fire, 
adding  more distractions to the crew's problems. The two 
propellers whirled in rings of blue-white light. And violet 
tongues licked up between the windshields' laminations,  
while eerie purple spokes extended from the Neptune's 
nose cone. 

All those distracting effects now increased in brilliance 
with an accompanying increase in static on all radio 
frequencies before suddenly discharging with a blinding 
flash and audible thump -- then once again slowly recreate 
itself. 

The St. Elmo's fire had been annoying but not 
dangerous.  But it can be a heart-thumping experience for 
those witnessing it for the first time. The tachometer for the 
starboard engine had been acting up, but there were no 
other engine problems. The pilots kept the fuel cross-feed 
levers, which connected both main tanks to both engines, 
in the off position so each was feeding from the tank in its 
own wing. 

Somewhere over Nevada, the starboard engine began 
running rough and losing power. After scanning the gauges, 
the pilots surmised that the carburetor intake was icing 
up and choking itself.  To correct that, the carburetor air 
preheating systems on both engines were increased to full 
heat to clear out any ice.  Very quickly, the warm air solved 
the problem and the starboard engine ran smoothly again.

With an engine running rough, Cdr Davies had to be 
thinking about their mission.  The Turtle had broken the 
existing record, but was that good enough?  It was just a 
matter of time before the AAF would launch another B-29 
to take the record up another notch. The Neptune was now 
light enough for single engine flight, but how much farther 
could it go on one engine? And was it worth risking this 
expensive aircraft for the sake of improving a long-distance 
record?

Over Nevada and Utah the weather became a serious 
factor.  Freezing rain, snow and ice froze on the wings 
and fuselage, forcing the crew to increase power to stay 
airborne.  The aircraft picked up a headwind and an 
estimated 1,000 pounds of ice.  It was problematic because 
the plane's de-icing equipment had been removed as a 
weight-saving measure. 

The next three hours of high-power settings and 
increased fuel usage at a lower altitude of 13,000 feet 
probably slashed 500 miles from the flight's record-
breaking distance.

After passing Salt Lake City, the weather finally broke 
with the dawn of the Turtle's third day in the air. The plane 
was cleared to descend to 9,000 feet. 
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All morning Cdr Davies tracked their progress 
eastward over Nebraska, Iowa, and the Missouri and 
Mississippi rivers.  To the north Chicago's haze was in 
sight.  But not surprisingly, the remaining fuel levels 
were gaining more attention from every member of the 
crew.  

The wingtip tanks had long ago been emptied and 
jettisoned over the Pacific.  The bomb bay tank, the 
nose tank and the huge aft-fuselage tank were entirely 
empty. The fuel gauges for both wing tanks were 
moving toward zero. 

Cdr Davies and his crew consulted, tapped each 
fuel gauge, calculated and recalculated their remaining 
fuel and cursed the gauges on which one-eighth of an 
inch represented 200 gallons. 

At noon, they concluded they could not safely 
stretch the flight all the way to Washington, D.C., but 
certainly not to the island of Bermuda.  Cdr Davies 
chose the Naval Air Station at Columbus, Ohio to be 
their final destination.

At quarter past one that afternoon the runways 
and hangars of the Columbus airport were in sight. 
The Turtle's crew were cleaned-up and shaven and 
in uniform. And the fuel gauges all read empty.  With 
the landing checklist completed and wheels and flaps 
down, Cdr Davies cranked the Turtle around in a 45 
degree left turn towards final approach. As the airplane 
leveled out on final approach, the starboard engine 
popped, sputtered and quit.

 The port engine continued smoothly. 
Down to 400 feet, as they completed their final turn, 

both pilots simultaneously recognized the problem. 
Their hands collided as both reached for the fuel 
cross feed fuel lever between their seats.  During the 
landing pattern's descending final turn, the near-empty 
starboard tank quit feeding fuel into the starboard 
engine. Within seconds, the starboard engine began 
running smoothly again from fuel rushing in from the 
open cross feed. The Turtle had been in no danger, 
since they were light enough to operate on one engine. 
On the other hand, it would have been embarrassing 
to have an engine quit, in view of the growing crowd 
watching below.

At 1:28 p.m. on October 1 the Neptune's wheels 
touched solid ground once more with tires over-inflated 
for take-off at Perth, after having flown a non-stop 
distance of11,236 miles in the record-breaking time 
of 55 hours and 17 minuteAfter a hastily called press 
conference in Columbus, the crew was flown to NAS air 
station in Washington, D.C. by a Marine Corps Reserve 
aircraft, where they were met by their wives and the 
Secretary of the Navy.  The crew was grounded by a 
flight surgeon upon landing in Columbus.

But before the day was over the Turtle's crew had 
been awarded Distinguished Flying Crosses by Navy 
Secretary Forrestal.  The next day they were scheduled 
to meet with an exuberant President Harry S. Truman.  

 And Joey the kangaroo was observably relieved 

to be back on solid earth.  She was given luxurious 
quarters at the National Zoo. 

The record established by Cdr Tom Davies and the 
crew of the Truculent Turtle's crew did not stand for 
a fluke year or two, but for decades when the long-
distance record for all aircraft was broken by a jet-
powered B-52 in 1962.

The Truculent Turtle's record for piston/propeller-
driven aircraft was broken by Burt Rutan's Voyager, a 
carbon-fiber aircraft, which made its historic around 
the world non-stop flight in 1986, more than four 
decades after the Turtle had landed in Ohio.

After a well-earned publicity tour the Truculent Turtle 
was used by the Naval Air Test Center at Patuxent River 
as a flying test bed for advanced avionics systems.  
The Turtle was retired with honors in 1953 and put on 
display in Norfolk, Virginia, and later repositioned at the 
main gate of Naval Air Station Norfolk, Virginia, in 1968.

In 1977, the Truculent Turtle was transported to the 
National Naval Aviation Museum in Pensacola, Florida 
where it now holds a place of honor in Hangar Bay One.

Many thanks to the naval institute 
Proceedings magazine, naval Aviation news 
magazine, the naval Aviation Museum Foundation 
magazine, Cdr eugene P. rankin, Cdr Walter s. 
reid and Cdr edward P. stafford, whose articles 
about the Truculent Turtle were the basis for this 
article. 

TECHNICAL DATA (P2U-l)

Manufacturer: Lockheed 

Type: Patrol and antisubmarine search 

Crew: Two pilots plus six crewmen

Powerplant: Two 2300 hp Wright R-3350-8A

Dimensions: Span l00'; length 75'6"

Weight: 6l,l53 lbs gross

Speed: 302 mph maximum

Range: 2,050 miles tactical

Armament: Six 0.50-in guns, mines,  
depth bombs, torpedoes
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Join the Cessna 182 Association of Australia

 eACh yeAr enJoy :
two fly-in weekends including AGM
two newsletters packed with news, events, history and useful information
incredible friendship with like-minded people
something different for everyone all over Australia

MeMBershiP 

Download membership application from the website.

  cheque :
cessna182 association

of australia

contact details :
Robert Terzi

53A La Perouse St,
Griffith ACT 2603

  Email: secretary@cessna182.org.au   

LIST OF COMMITTEE CONTACTS
President John Stuart 0419 372 351

Vice President Peter Jones 0423 454 422

Secretary Andrew Hogarth 0412 822 164

Treasurer Robert Terzi 0423 600 899 rterzi@bigpond.net.au

Committee Member Dianne Corlett 0400 732 022

Committee Member Trevor Corlett 0400 732 022 ditrevor@bigpond.com

Committee Member Ross Bate 0427 844 046

Committee Member Lesley Lewis 0416 160 347

Committee Member Frank Lewis 0411 263 422

Newsletter Editor Trevor Corlett 0400 732 022 ditrevor@bigpond.com

Past President Andrew Lott 0428 484 928 

Past President Trevor Corlett 0400 732 022

Past President Ceri Bartlett 0448 448 316

Past President Russell Hicks 0419 590 266

Past President Dick English 07 4655 4938

Past President Sylvia Kappl 0419 521 431

Past President Tim Brooks 0429 990 954

Past President/CPAA Rep Garth Bartlett 02 4294 9345

Historian Greg Thom 03 9744 1941

INTERESTING  
WEBSITES
look at our own website regularly:
www.cessna182.org.au

Take a look at the Cessna Pilots Association 
of Australia to find out what is happening: 
www.cessnapilotsassociationofaustralia.org.au

THANKS!  
As always we are totally indebted 
to John Weston and the team at 
Westonprint Pty Ltd in Kiama, including 
magazine designer Helen Denniss, for 
the final layout of this Newsletter and 
its absolutely superb reproduction.

CERVANTES FLY-IN ATTENDEES
Owen Bartrop [Pipestrel] ; Jenny & Ross Bate [TSS] ; Jenny & Dave Curtain [WFA] ; Mary & Harry Cheyne 
[FUJ] ; Margaret & Bruce Church [FRM] ; Mary & Robert Collins [KDZ] ; Dianne & Trevor Corlett [ATT] ; Neil 
Davis & Ryoko Toni [DOO] ; Lawrie Donoghue & Margaret Hughes [NHU] ; Chris Hirst & Ruth Lindstrom & 
Joanne Neil [AOK] ; Barry Dean & Narelle Nicholson & Muriel Atherton & Ray Thorning [IEG] ; Roslyn & Ian 
Hope [NIH] ; Tony Human [NSL] ; Alison & Peter Jones [JSF] ; Leslie & Frank Lewis [RQP] ; Cilla Neighbour 
& John Lillyston [TFE] ; Rosemary & Andy Lott [DNL] ; Jenny & Greg Poett [BWV] ; Jenny & Alwyn Rogash 
[JTY] ; Gaye & Greg Saal & Meridith Longrove [MWL] ; Jenny Seymour & Vincent Seymour & Dorothy 
Westlake ;  Brian Shadler [ Tecnam 24-5300] ; Sandra Southwell & Barry Brandsen & Mr Mrs Inder [TSA] 
; Denise & Ian Thomason [EUY] ; Susan & Roger Toole [DGC] ; Judy & Leedham Walker & Jenny Conner & 
Max Paine [WWB] ;  Gloria & Brian White [CAA] ; John Wilson.

DUE TO WEATHER: Elaine & John Stuart by road ; Jane & Andrew Hogarth, and Cathy & Ian Tait by burner 
and car.

NOTES FROM 
THE COMMITTEE

Your committee works hard 
to give you interesting places 
to see and things to do, but 
if you have a great idea, 
please speak to one of the 
committee, contacts listed 
in this newsletter, because 
your idea may not have been 
thought of yet.

FUTUre FLy-in dATes

Fly-in Autumn March 13-15 2015, Albion Park/Kiama NSW
Fly-in Spring September 11-13 2015, Southport QLD
Fly-in Autumn March 2016 Tasmania, planning stage, TBA.  
Fly-in Spring September 2016 Work in Progress  
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