
LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭƭ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǊƭŘ-weary malaise, that ennui that pervades our every thought at the prospect of flogging the dead horse that we 
Ŏŀƭƭ ƭƛŦŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŜŀǊƴ ŀ ǇŀƭǘǊȅ ǎǳƳ ǘƻ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǎŜƭŦƛǎƘ ƳƛǎǘǊŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ΨtƭŀǎǘƛŎΩ Φ  !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ȅear closer to death with 
nothing to show for our efforts other than a more saggy belly (Dom), greyer hair and a nasty rash and boils  caused by the reaction to that 
irrational law that says one really ŎŀƴΩǘ ƪƛƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ǎƻ ǊƛŎƘƭȅ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜ ƛǘΦ 
 
hƘΣ ƻƪŀȅΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŜ ǘƘŜƴΧ 
 
Well sometimes, just sometimes, there is a glimmer of an idea that can blossom into a dream that can sustain a wish, which can be translated into 
reality that  lifts the soul and transcends the drudgery of the yoke of labour.  To soar in the heavens, to dance through the canyons of the clouds 
ōƻǊƴŜ ŀƭƻŦǘ ƛƴ ŀǊǘƛǎŀƴΩǎ ŀƭǳƳƛƴƛǳƳΣ ǎǇƭƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊƳŀƳŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǘŜƴǘƻǊƛŀƴ ŘƛǎǊŜƎŀǊŘ ŦƻǊ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΤ ǘƻ ƭŀƴŎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀǘƻǎǇƘŜre before piercing its 
very heart and rolling then earthward having witnessed, first-hand, the stygian canopy of space and the curvature of the planet; purposefully 
plummeting at supersonic speed towards the contrary vista of blue ocean and arid desert; to be arrested from the breathless, giddy, headlong 
rush of the senses by the crisp snap of a parachute and bathing, finally, in the aroma of burnt kerosene as the cooling breeze fans the sweat from 
ƻƴŜΩǎ ōǊƻǿ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀŎŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƻƴƻǊƻǳǎ ǎȅƳǇƘƻƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƛƴƪƭƛƴƎ ŎƻƳǇǊŜǎǎƻǊǎ ōƭŀŘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛŎƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŎƻƴǘǊŀŎǘƛƴƎ ŀƭƭƻȅǎΦ  Such was  
promised in a land far away, by men of vision and means, who wished only to share their unbridled joy of things mechanical with others who 
ǎƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƘǊƛƭƭΦ  L ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ǎǳŎƘ ǎŜŜƪŜǊ ƻŦ ŜƴƭƛƎƘǘŜƴƳŜƴǘΣ ǿƘƻ ǎƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŜŀƳŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǾŜŘΧ 
 
Cape Town .  Thunder City.  If Kubla Kahn  or Carlsberg did jets : Xanadu, Nirvana!  Then the Company ceased trading in 2010, so that was that last 
paragraph f*ckinΩ ōϝll*cksed right there; what a  p*ssing ǿŀǎǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜΗ  !ƴȅǿŀȅΣ LΩŘ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ  сллл ƳƛƭŜǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǎƻƳŜ  
mangy cats , long-nosed, big-eared, tree-smashing, crap machines and some cows in crash helmets ; so, I thought we better had.  Why we  
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘǊƛǾŜ  ǘƻ /ƻƭŎƘŜǎǘŜǊ ȊƻƻΣ LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿΦ 
 
L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ LΩŘ ōŜǎǘ ǎƘƻǿ ǎƻƳŜ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ  ǘƘŜƴΥ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

All that way to see a 
feckinΩ [ȅƴȄΚΗ  L ŎƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ 
stayed at work for that! 

Not exactly the supersonic stuff of dreams, 
but it was great fun watching the girls crush 
the handrails and giggle nervously through 
gritted teeth as we tore over the bundu at 
nap-of-the-earth height with the doors back 
and the slipstream flowing, whilst the blokes 
sat back and pretended they were waxing 
/ƘŀǊƭƛŜΩǎ ŀǎǎΦ  όhƻƘ ƘŀƴƎ ƻƴΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŀǎǘ ōƛǘ 
ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ǊƛƎƘǘΧύ 



AFB YSTERPLAAT.  The South African Air Force has 
part of its collection here in Cape Town.  The 
ŎǳǊŀǘƻǊ ǿŀǎ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŦǊƻƳ ¸ƻǊƪǎƘƛǊŜΣ άbŜǾŜǊ 
ƳƛƴŘέΣ L ǎŀƛŘΤ ŀ ŦƻǊƳŜǊ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {!!C wŜƎǘΣ 
ά!ƎŀƛƴΣ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳƛƴŘΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƻǾŜǊ ƛǘΦέ  IŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ [ǘ 
Col, who used to HALO parachute into Angola and 
ƪƛƭƭ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǎǘ ƛƴǎǳǊƎŜƴǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŎǊƻǎǎōƻǿǎΣ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ Řŀȅέ L ƴƻǘŜŘΗ  
Iƛǎ aǳƳ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ƘŀŘ 
played poker to see who looked after her when 
ǎƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ŘŜƳŜƴǘƛŀ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ƭƻǎǘΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƘŜΩŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ 
out she used to work for SOE in France when she 
ΨǿŜƴǘ ƻŦŦ ƻƴ ƻƴŜΩΦ   L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴŀƴȅ 
visitors to the Museum.   

Atlas Impala T Mk 1 (MB326) 

¸ŜŀƘ ōŀōȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ±ŜƴǘǳǊŀΗ  L ƘŀŘ ƻƴƭȅ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ǇƭŀǎǘƛŎ 
ones and I was very excited when I saw this one.  More 
to come. 

The mighty Shacklebomber MR3!  Sadly, this one 
ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ǊǳǎǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǾŜǊȅ ǎŀŘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ {ƎǘΩǎ 
aŜǎǎΦ  IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƳŀǊƛǘƛƳŜ ŀƛǊ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǿŜ 
can muster at the moment! 

The IPMS has a strong presence in the Museum and it has 
produced many splendid exhibits such as this Sabre.  
Unfortunately, there were no meetings that coincided with my 
visit. 



Thunder City.  Well come on, after that build-ǳǇ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇΗ  Wǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǘƘŜȅ 
ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ƻǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΩƭƭ ōŜ άǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ŦϝckinΩ ǎǇƻǘǘŜǊǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻƴέΦ  !ƘΧ  LΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΗ 

±ŀƳǇƛǊŜ C.ф ŀƴŘ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƻŦ ǎǘŀǊƭƛƴƎǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀƴƴƻƴ ǘǊƻǳƎƘǎΦ  ¸ǳǇΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ WŀǾŜƭƛƴ aƪмΗ  Iŀǎ anyone else got one? 

They mock the lowly, aloof in their silent 
arrogance, those hooded raptors that stoop only 
ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŎŀƭƭΦ  hƘ Ƙƻǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ L ǿƻǊǎƘƛǇ 
again at the ear-bleeding screech of your 
unleashed cry?  Extract your pound of flesh 
damned King, for I would own such beauties that 
have no equal. 
 
Alternatively, I believe the 1/48th Airfix kit is 
quite good, but unless you can get a resin 
ŜƳǇŜƴƴŀƎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊǳƳǇŜǘŜǊ ƻŦŦŜǊƛƴƎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘ 
work getting a decent 1/72nd kit of the Lightning. 
     

It was good to see some old friends.  The 
ex-Warton ΨǎƛƭǾŜǊΩ Cс Ψсфо ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ 
Ψ{ǳǇŜǊǎƻƴƛŎ .ǊŀǾƻΩ Ǌǳƴǎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ LǊƛǎƘ 
Sea under our control, when they were 
ǘŜǎǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘŜǊŎŜǇǘ ǊŀŘŀǊǎΦ  L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ 
grey jet since the disbandment of the 
Lightning force at RAF Binbrook in 1986. 
Happy days! 



I know a few Essex boys, who got very nostalgic about 
seeing this ATL Carvair at Southend in their youth.  
The aircraft now basks in the sunshine at WƻΩōǳǊƎΩǎ 
Rand Airport, GermistonΧ 

Χ  !ǎ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ [ƻŎƪƘŜŜŘ [ƻŘŜǎǘŀǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ {ƻǳǘƘ 
!ŦǊƛŎŀƴ !ƛǊƭƛƴŜǎ aǳǎŜǳƳΦ  L ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΣ [ƻŎƪƘŜŜŘΩǎ 
twin-engine products were very much in evidence 
down there. 

.ƭŀŎƪōǳǊƴΩǎ ǘǿƛƴ-engine products were also 
high on the agenda.  This Buccaneer S.50 had 
me squeaking a bit at the South African 
Museum of Military History.  This place is a 
ǘǊŜŀǎǳǊŜ ǘǊƻǾŜ ƻŦ ǳƴƛǉǳŜ ŀƛǊŦǊŀƳŜǎ ŀƴŘ ΨƳŀŘΩ 
vehicles. 

Even I concede this machine looks pretty damn cool.  
When Mikey G saw this Me262, two-seater, night-
ŦƛƎƘǘŜǊΣ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ǿŜŜ ǎƴŜŀƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ LΩƳ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƻ 
ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΗ  L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƘŜŎƪΣ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ 
definitely a whiff of Grandma about him.   



Sadly, when I wheeled out these 2, Mike lost all control 
of his bodily functions and just sharted; it was deeply 
undignified!  The FW190A-6 night fighter with podded 
cannon is something of a rarity - it says here, and the 
Me109F-2 came straight from the Western Desert.  
Nice; if you like that sort of thing and have a shed-load 
of Finemould Me109s and Hasegawa FW190s!  

!C. {²!w¢YhtΦ  tǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ŀǾƛŀǘƛƻƴ ƳǳǎŜǳƳΧ 
Χ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘΗ 

These Venturas were just getting bloody silly!  And, there 
was another Lodestar in military colours too, but I spared 
you that! 



It must be said that the author was disowned after about 
lunchtime.  Even here he is seen looking past the camera, 
past the bosom of his family and smiling not at the 
warmth of their love, but at the plethora of Miragey 
ƭƻǾŜƭƛƴŜǎǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ  ²ƘƻƻǇǎΗ 
Mangy cats , long-nosed, big-eared, tree-smashing, crap machines and some cows in 
crash helmets can be seen below. 


