THE GUN

Aircraft all-weather Radar (AR) was introduced fairly early in WW2 and was a very hush-hush affair. The aircrews walked about tight-lipped and when our matt-black painted Beaufighters landed at airfields other than base, persons of all ranks were a bit miffed when refused permission to have a shufti look. The Middle East called for more night fighters, so UK Squadrons were milked for crews to fly out to Cairo via Gibraltar and Malta.

A batch of us departed from Portreath, Cornwall, on 30th January, 942 and after some minor adventures arrived in Egypt, landing at kilo 17 a desert airfield which came to be known as Cairo West, and subsequently developed to International Airport standard.

Handing over our aircraft to the tender care of a maintenance unit, we were bussed in the back of a three tonner to Cairo city, where we were billeted. I was one of eight people, transjents, in a large airy room overlooking a courtyard. While I was lying on my bed wondering what the future held for me, a young RAF MT driver was recounting his experiences In the Western Desert from where he had just arrived.

From his kit-bag he produced a variety of souvenirs tie had picked up. One was a wicked looking knife with a large blade and a brass handle, shaped like a knuckle duster. It had four large brass hooks over the knuckles and a larger one on the end above the thumb. The weapon was intended for hand-to-hand combat. Another was a large revolver.

“Look,” he said, “This is a .44. It doesn’t have a trigger guard. The trigger folds forward like this, and when you need to fire it, you unfold the trigger like this”, he demonstrated. “Let’s have a look at it,” I said.

He walked towards my bed levelling the gun at me and pulling the trigger several times “Don’t point that thing at me” I said, and took the gun from him. Holding it at arms length I sighted the large hexagon barrel out of the open window by my bed. But I didn’t pull the trigger. There was a bullet in the next chamber.
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