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There were a few missing heads at the June
meeting. Sean decided Ballarat was too cold, so he
spent the weekend in a tent in Yass. A few days
before Sean bequeathed me the key, and the official
Treasurer kit. This was in its AC-DC  backpack
containing the ledger and the cash box  which I
didn’t expect to use. VP Wayne and Secretary Steve
were also MIA, so apart from being pres, vice pres,
treasurer, secretary, I had to do open up and lock up
as well. How’s this for a plan? Next month: all of
you just stay home and I will just do the lot myself.

A gentleman called David dropped on a huge
box of built kit. Most of these will reappear at our
next show, and I told him that. We thank hin for his
generosity. Included were a couple of sailing ship
models, which looked like they had been stored on a
shelf a few inches too low, as they had some damage

to the top masts and rigging. It’s a pity they weren’t
ships of the line, because the battle damage would
look the part. I consulted our resident shipwright, or
possibly shipwrong, Dennis, who after careful
inspection declared these beyond repair. So they will
go to next year’s show for sale as is.

I do build a lot of models. In fact I start
slightly more than I complete, and I buy more than I
start. I know there must be a finite number of
different military vehicles that have ever existed, but
my personal quest to own every one in scale seems to
be like Zeno’s Paradox, despite making progress the
ultimate goal seems just as far away. Zeno was a
mate of Pythagoras, if you were wondering. The
models I build aren’t perfect, not by a long shot. Matt
paint and a bit of dust and dirt hide a lot of flaws. Do
you k now what? I don’t care. What I do is for my
own amusement, and that is the only thing that
matters. I am sure many of you think the same.

Once more, our show back in April got a
good writeup in Modelart, including a photo of
Jason’s Halifax, which remarkably looked a lot like
the Halifax Mark built. Top job Jason!

The Magic Bus is booked for September 12,
it will be fun for all. If you don’t think it is fun, then
you can walk home. July is our AGM. I missed the
last one, because as you know I was ten thousand
miles away looking at France through a train
window. That didn’t make any difference.

Zim



I’m sure there are some members in the club
who scratch their heads and wonder why some of our
members make the long trek to Expo to while away
a few hours. Well, don’t ask me why either but as
was told to me by another member it could be like a
tradition or better still it just shows others that our
club is not as insular as some might think. I just wish
it wasn’t held in Western New Zealand.

I fell out of bed at about 5 am and looked out
the window, it was blacker than the inside of a newly
tarred $h*t tin still outside, even the birds were still
asleep, couldn’t hear any tractors in the fields either
more than likely because most of the farmers were
still tucked up in their cots, was I the only idiot up
and about in the area?

Shortly after arriving at Mark’s, Mick turned
up and then Mark allowed us to ogle his latest and
last Holden Caprice, Prussian Steel in colour Mark
said it was called, how very appropriate I thought
thinking about all those prior Kraut projects at the

time, though it still looked like a sardine tin styled
overstretched Commodore to me. Nice car though,
but as soon as I attempted to get into it I knew why
sedan car styling is not for me anymore. I felt like I’d
fallen through the floor and was sitting on the
ground, my legs resembled a couple of pretzels when
trying to untangle them to get in and out and the low
roof line continually attacked my head every time I
got in and out in an attempt to leave  me with some
sort of permanent concussion. Then again most cars
these days have the same effect on me, give me my
truck any day.

Not long afterwards we arrived at Camp
Hemsley to pick up the Prof and his bag of unwanted
kits and we were soon gliding down the freeway
accompanied by the sounds of the 60’s girl bands that
us oldies remember so well, though I think the pilot
was really getting into the groove by emulating the
original moves from the TV music show acts by
clicking his fingers and pretending to shampoo his



head or washing windows, I’m not quite sure which.
Anyway, I thought it unwise to sing along and spoil
the moment. Prof in between listening to the music
and reading passages of Pythagoras soon fell asleep
probably dreaming of dark skinned Greek maidens
and jugs of wine. I have no idea what Mick was
doing behind us other than thinking what he may find
to buy.

The swap and sell had probably the same
amount of traders as previous years, but a wander
around failed to arouse any mad moments of lashing
out and spending anything on a long wanted kit, there
was one I was after but when the seller wanted about
$10 less than a store bought equivalent I passed
(nearly out when I asked for his best price) on the kit.
I didn’t think the crowd at the swap meet was as big
as previous years; then again I wasn’t taking much
notice. I got rid of all of my few kits that were left
over to Modelnerds. There were a couple of other
kits I thought about buying but that sudden moment
of madness passed quickly.

My grand total spending on the day came to
about $50 and even then when I got home I found
that the decals I bought for my 1/48 Catalina I
already had in the kits box. A couple of cheap books,
two sheets of bare metal foil and that was about all.
Plus I ordered a book from Aeroworks in South Oz.

I spoke to many people I knew, ran into Jason
and Stu doing their yearly shopping but in general
this Expo failed to excite me like previous shows. As
I remarked to the Prof, I found the show to be Beige
with a few bright stand out traders and models on
display. I found some great books for sale but I
wasn’t prepared to pay the asking prices. To my mind
I think there were fewer models on the tables than
previous years but there definitely were some very
nice models tabled in all the classes. Possibly not as
much armour as before but there were some stand out
armour models on display and some of the large scale
aircraft were works of art.

One glaring problem with holding the swap
meet on the last day to my mind is that by the
Monday the downstairs main shop traders have a
very limited amount of stock which is left over from
the previous two days trading. Yes I know this is
great for them but to those of us who can only make
it for the last day because of whatever, it becomes
very frustrating going from trader to trader only to be
told that they have sold out or you should have been
here yesterday. One thing that the main trading hall
does have in spades is heat; I always find it very hot
after a couple of hours. I think most of those who
have been saving all year by not buying soap and

other personal hygiene products so they have more to
spend on plastic appear to haunt the swap and smell
and the main hall thereby adding a somewhat
pungent pong to the air. I can remember Mark
mentioning something about someone sleeping with
their Ferrets at some time during the day, or was it
sleeping with their Greyhounds in their
boxes/kennels, made me laugh.

All too soon it was time to leave and return to
a far more peaceful setting (for me anyway) so once
again after two goes of getting my arse into the
Prussian Steel tin can we set off to find a feed. We
stopped at our usual roadside diner (a word I use very
painstakingly) to find something that wouldn’t see us
making frequent acquaintances with our thrones at
home. I think Mark had the right idea, only coffee
which was very well made, the Foccacia I stupidly
ordered was doing its best to imitate something
edible after being pounded into shape by an
extremely large sledge hammer, now I make
Foccacia’s at home frequently and they don’t look,
taste, smell or resemble what was looking at me from
the table, next time I think I’ll even try Macca’s, then
again a large coffee may suffice.

So after attempting to go to sleep on the way
to Ballarat we arrived back at Marks after off loading
the Prof at Camp Hemsley. So after a peaceful drive
home to the outer limits I surprised my better half by
arriving home with no new kits, a first but I did say
that a certain internet site will be scrutinized closely
in the coming weeks. By the way, if a certain club
member who recently bought a large scale Tamiya
bike kit on the net, remind me to tell you something.

So did I have a good day you ask, I’d have to
say yes, I would describe it as beige, not a dull beige
but something was missing, besides there not being
a decent pile of large scale planes for sale being
absent at the swap meet. Then again maybe they are
not the flavour of the month this time around.

In regards to mentioning above that
something was missing. Maybe as one gets older you
begin to question certain things which were
perceived as normal in years gone by. As sung by
CSN in one of their great songs, “did you question all
the answers?” Never mind me; it must be the country
air.

I certainly enjoyed the company as always
and as Prof asked, “will we do this again next year?”
Hell yeah, let’s just hope we are all here to go around
again, even if it is a sort of beige day out.

Wayne



Memories of Expo
Leigh

It all seems like a dream now, so I’m going to
write it down before I forget everything.  Perhaps in
remembering I will learn why I keep doing it, over
and over.

The first thing was the agreement.  ‘Do we
want to go to Expo again?’ I ask my comrades and
they respond, without hesitation, in the affirmative.

The next thing I recall is sending off an email
to somebody at Expo and getting a positive response
that our table had been booked.  But in my name with
no hint of any association with the MoB for
regulatory reasons best understood by the officials
who run expo.

So we’re committed.  I go and look in the bag
of kits that I want to sell and, apart from a few kits
that I’ve been selling for the club, there are only a
four of my own kits there.  I reckon that it would
look very poor form, a table with only ten or so kits
for sale on it, so I go through my piles of kits,
weeding out the duplicates, the ones that are so poor
that nobody in their right mind would want them, the
orphans and no longer loved kits.  After a day of
looking at and fondling the kits I’ve filled up a bag so
that our table will look at least a bit respectable.

Then next thing I recall is this sleek vehicle
pulling up outside our place in Stalag Hemsely and
Master Mark and I discovering that I had put too
many kits in the bag - predictably of course.  So it
had to go on the back seat between Master Mick and
I, which made it a little difficult to continue my
reading on the life and teachings of Pythagoras in the
tome that Master Mark always leaves in my seat,
hoping, I suppose, to encourage my spiritual and
intellectual improvement.

This attempt at making me a better person
was somewhat spoiled by the music Master Mark had
chosen for the trip - girl groups of the 1960s.  You
know, the Ronnettes, the Marvellets, the Supremes
and all that lot.  I first heard many of these songs in
the early to mid 1960s and I now learned that they are
burned into my brain because, as soon as they started
playing, these songs came back to me, entire songs in
all their glorious detail. This was fun at the time, but
it’s five days later and the bloody things are still
rocketing around in my brain, and won’t go away.
Thanks a lot, Master Mark.

Not that I had time to read much of the
Pythagoras or listen to the Motown because having to
get up at 0630 is too much for some of us.  So I

nodded off and don’t remember much about the trip
down to Melbourne and Expo.

I returned to consciousness just as we were
coming up to the entrance of the Sandown
Racecourse where Expos are traditionally held.  The
venue for Expo is a huge hall under one of the
grandstands at Sandown and the swap and sell is held
upstairs in a smaller, but still large, hall.  Outside
there is a racecourse, one for horses and another for
cars but I rarely pay any attention to them.  This time,
however, my attention was drawn to a queue of cars
lining up to get out onto the racecourse.  My
travelling companions, who apparently know about
such things, told me that this was an occasion when
people are allowed out onto the racetrack to drive
their cars as hard and fast as they can for a not
inconsiderable financial consideration.  I
contemplated this concept for a moment, wondering
if my comrades were pulling my leg. Surely people
have better things to do than drive their cars fast on
racetracks, just for fun.  Then I remembered that I
was headed to an event at which grown men show off
little lumps of painted plastic and buy and sell boxes
of plastic bits.  That sounds even more preposterous
than men driving their cars fast and furious, so I put
the idea to one side for later consideration.

As we entered the hall to set up our table of
kits we no longer wished to own Master Mark
reminded us that, in the Pythagoras view of the
world, those who attend an event such as this one,
merely to buy and sell, are the lowest level of
humanity.  If this is so, there were certainly enough
of us debasing ourselves that morning.  Some tables

Master Mark inviting inspection of our wares



were piled high with a large assortment of kits, other
tables specialised in books or accessories such as
decals.  In comparison to most of the people debasing
themselves there our table was a modest affair so I
hoped that that meant we were not as low as some of
those with tables groaning under the weight of
immense piles of kits.

After we had set up our table we took it in
turns to wander off to see what was on offer that
might be worth acquiring.  A few tables along was a
seller with a goodly collection of French Mach 2 and
F-Rsin kits which took my fancy.  Eventually the lure
of this table became too much for Master Mark and
he ended up with yet another Mach 2 kraut aeroplane
which, he assures me, will be beautiful.  Master
Wayne found nothing of sufficient interest to have
him opening his wallet, although he was tempted by
one item which was so expensive that he realised he
could buy it cheaper and new over the interweb.  For
my part, I wandered around looking for anything of
interest and eventfully found a table with piles of kits
which included a bright new Revell 1/144 Airbus
A.320 and an A.321.  Operating on the belief that ‘a
chap can never have too many A.320s’, I bought both
and, since they were only $10 each, I also picked up
a Minicraft DC-4.  I really don’t have a need for the
DC-4 but, at that price, it would have been an offense
against the laws of nature to leave them there on the
table.  That’s what I tell myself, anyhow.

Then, on the stroke of 1000, the doors were
flung open and the ‘great unwashed’ flooded in.  For
some of the modelling fraternity this description is
entirely apt.  I know that, on occasions, I forget to
have a regular wash (wives exist to remind one of
this need) but there are some modellers who are

apparently unmarried and also lack the sense of
smell.  Phew!!  On first impression I thought that
there were less buyers than in previous years but
when I tried to make my way through the crowd, the
densely packed bodies, and the occasional
disagreeable smell, made me glad that we had
booked a table that we could hide behind.

The majority of the kits I had for sale were
small bits and pieces for which I was asking $5 or
$10 each.  I was selling them because I had no great
interest in them any more and most had been
superceded by more modern and better kits.  I
doubted that they would be of interest to buyers but
it turned out that they attracted the most interest.
They were also quite a conversation starter with
many people and, by the time we had finished for the
day, most of them had gone.  It was during one of
these conversations over an old kit that I remembered
that what I enjoy about the swap and sell is not so
much the swapping and selling but the casual
conversations with passing modellers that the kits on
the table start.  With one I had a conversation about
the quality of an old Frog kit which has now been
overshadowed by a new Airfix release.  With another
about an equally ancient Airfix kit.  None of these
conversations was deep and meaningful, just a way
for modellers to acknowledge each others’ existence
and shared interests.

By about 1145 the throng had mostly drifted
away so we packed up, put what was left of our stock
back in Prussian Steel and headed downstairs to the
Expo main hall.  As usual, I am ambivalent about the
Expo display.  Given the huge space and the number
of modellers the competition tables seem strangely
empty (at least in comparison to the way we fill up
tables on our Display Day).  For sure, most of the

Master Wayne instructing Master Mark on a point
of Pythagorean philosophy.  In the meantime many

kits have been sold

The whole point of Expo for some.  My, what a lot
of trophies.



models are made to the highest standard and I guess
that the difference between winning in a category and
barely rating a mention must be very small.  The

displays I enjoyed more were the club and special
interest groups, usually on a theme, which usually
displayed models of not the highest standard but
many more of them.  There was also the array of
vendors arranged around the walls of the hall that
demanded to be inspected - though I saw nothing that

I had to have.
Time flew.  By the time I chatted to Frank (of

ModelArt) and Peter (of Hawkeye), and a few other
people, it was time to head off.  In the back seat of
Prussian Steel I was probably asleep before we got
out of the gates of Sandown.  I returned to
consciousness when we stopped for a feed at our
usual wayside stop and then lapsed into sleep as soon
as the car pulled out onto the freeway.  The next
thing I knew we were on the outskirts of Ballarat and
not long after that I was home again.

My overall impressions of the day?  At one
point I found myself chatting to a couple of
modellers who had driven over from Adelaide for the
duration of Expo, staying with a relative on one of
them overnights.  (They had their own club display
which, as Master Mark pointed out, included two
well make Mach 2 kits, the only sign of Mach 2 on
any of the competition or club display tables.  This,
of course, demonstrates how lily-livered most
modellers are).  But I digress.  I reckon that those
three or four modellers from South Australia deserve
some kind of medal for their efforts, for dedication or
for folly I’m not quite sure.  One thing is for sure, I
don’t enjoy Expo so much that I’d attend it for three
days and drive the distance they did to be at Expo.  A
few hours is sufficient for me.

Some of the models on display at Expo.  What?
They’re all Lightnings?  I wonder how that

happened.

One of the things that we always comment on
when we go to Expo is the amount of empty space
on the competition display tables.  Here is all the
entries in the Airliner category, and while it is not
the most popular category, it gives you an idea of

the number of entries in the competition.  I’m
almost tempted to enter, just to make up the

numbers.



Finland, Finland, Finland, that’s the country for me
(from a Monty Python song)

Zim

So far I had travelled from Cherbourg, France,
all the way to Stockholm, Sweden largely by lots of
trains. At Stockholm there was no direct line to
Helsinki because in the way was something called the
Baltic. Off to the airport, and thus I ended up late at
night in Helsinki airport, with no real plan. There was
a bus service to downtown, which was chock full of
travellers and suitcases. I learnt then why Finland had

produced three F1 champions, and many top rally
drivers, as Keke Rosberg the busdriver was on a
qualifying lap. I didn’t even have a seat, I was just
hanging on. Keke stopped at the central railway
station at about 1130 pm. It was Thursday night,
which was party night. Every bar was full, and Fins
do seem to enjoy a drink. I found the Holiday Inn,
next to the station, and the door was locked. This is
not looking good, I thought, then I noticed the
intercom. Hello I said, can I come n please? I would
like a room. The doors opened. I got a room, and it
had a well-stocked bar fridge. Fins like a drink. Most
speak perfect English too. Just after 9am the next day
I was on a train to Tampere, about 200km up the line.

An hour or so later its 8th stop was Parola. The
station building looked as if it closed in 1956 and
hadn’t been used since. I set off up some stairs to the
overpass that went directly over the station and
followed a road west along a bike path. The path
crossed the Helsinki-Tampere motorway, and
perched on a plinth on the side of the motorway was
a Leopard 2. A few k further on, I was wondering if
I was on the right track, when I noticed an armoured
train on the embankment above. This was
Panssarimuseum, Parola.

From tanks to Molotov cocktails, Parola
reeks of history of the Winter and Continuation
Wars. Many vehicles used by the Fins were unique
and was just incredible to see these up close. Eleven
out of ten. If you are a tankhead you must go there.
There I met a fellow modeler called Valeri, he was
from Ekaterinberg in Russia. He had come to Parola

to measure up an armored car, because Parola was
where the last example resided and he was building
a 1:1 scale one. It was a 3 day train ride home for
him. Valeri knew about 30 words of English, and I

Helsinki Railway Station



knew about 15 of Russian. The conversation was
interesting. Parola has a shed containing various tank
engines. One was a Meteor engine from a Comet, that

according to its stencil, had been rebuilt n 1955 by
Jaguar Cars Ltd. I spent 5 hours wandering through
the museum. I then had to call it quits, because while
trains on the Tampere line are frequent, most go
straight through Parola station.  Missing the 3:20
meant a 4 hour wait to the next one.

Back in Helsinki I returned to the hotel for a
second night. I wish I had learnt the Finnish word for
launderette, because that evening I walked all over
town and failed to find one. There is however an
Australia Bar. Later that evening I attempted to book
a flight to Newcastle using the hotel’s business center
(2 PCs in an open top office). The problem was the 5
Amigos, who were hogging both terminals checking
on the price of every flight since the Wright Brothers.
Eventually they got the hint and I had my first attempt
at buying a flight ticket on line. I pressed “pay now”
and got a six digit code number before the system
crashed. Next morning Mika Hakkinen drove his bus
to the airport in record time, and all I saw in the
terminal was a mile long queue that wasn’t moving at

all. I joined the back for a while, and eventually
someone said this was Lufthansa. I didn’t want
Lufthansa, I had booked with SAS. It turned out that
Minister of Aviation, Hermann Goring, had
cancelled a flight. Not funny for us, not funny for any
German people. Don’t mention the war. So I
wandered down the line of checkins and at the first
one that was manned, asked where SAS was. I was
there, no queue, instant service. The Germans were
still not moving and not happy.

The flight from Helsinki went to
Copenhagen, and it was a yawning 5 ½ hours until
the flight to Newcastle. Nowhere in Copenhagen
airport is quiet, or comfortable. The aeroplanes were
getting smaller too. By 6pm I was aboard a 50 seater
in which the headroom of the aisle was about 2
inches less than my height. It had two jet engines at
the fuselage rear, which sounded and vibrated more
like piston engines. The short flight over the North
Sea was like the Bomber Command experience, on
the way home from bombing Peenemunde.  I
happened to be seated next to a Pom who was a
Python fan. One of us mentioned the war.

Next stop: Back in England.



Char Merde de la Guerre Mondiale
Steve

During the Great War many nations sought a
solution to break the deadlock that was trench warfare.
The British are generally credited with building the first
tank, but the French were also involved with creating
their own solution. The French were early starters when
it came to developing armoured vehicles. In 1903,
Captain Levavasseur of the 6th Artillery commenced a
design project of what was described as a "canon
autopropulseur", the vehicle was envisaged as carrying a
75mm gun mounted in a box-like steel caisson which ran
on crawler tracks, or "roues articulées". This design was
to have been powered by an 80hp motor and was to have
cross country capability. The project was ultimately
cancelled without progeny but people involved would
participate in the design of the French tanks of the first
world war.

Although it looks like something drawn by an
eight year old, the Levavasseur has all the attributes of a
much later vehicle, ie the Sturmgeshutz.

In November 1914, the French began to develop
a new concept to break the deadlock. The idea was that a
vehicle could be made that could cut through the
defensive wire belts creating a path for following
infantry. This concept gradually evolved and soon the
vehicle was armoured and carried machine guns. To
begin with, the new vehicle would need a suitable
propulsion mechanism, and the French needed to look no
further than their own artillery units which were utilising
Holt Catepillar tractors for moving the guns. There were
a number of trials carried out using two types of Holt, one
having guiding wheels and the other tracks only. There
were also several French agricultural tractors that were
tested, but the Baby Holt fully tracked tractor won out so
it formed the basis of the French machine.

Next there was the need to incorporate the main
function that of cutting barbed wire. To that end, an
armoured box was added over the tractor incorporating a
high prow to which was fixed a girder with a cutting
edge. The forward motion of the vehicle would cause the
wire to be drawn tight against the girder causing the wire

to cut and thus the path was clear for the infantry. At
some point prior to September 1915, the Schneider
company had begun an unofficial project to develop a
armoured vehicle armed with machine guns. These two
projects were combined and the Schneider was born. The
prototype was dragged out to the former battlefield of
Souain and tested. Results were encouraging enough as
the prototype showed excellent cross-country ability but
was too short to bridge across German trenches.

The prototype was redesigned to incorporate a
longer tack run and this in turn created more room for
weapons. The new design incorporated 2 machine guns
plus a 37mm cannon, able to penetrate the armoured
shields of the German machine guns. At this point
Schneider came clean and revealed how much work had
already been done on their unofficial project which was
armed with a 75mm gun, protected by 10mm of chrome
steel and capable of 7 kph. This unofficial project was
redesigned to incorporate some of features of the barb
wire cutter, and promptly ordered into production as the
Schneider CA-1.

The fighting conditions within the new tank were
horrendous for the crew. The normal layout for the tractor
had been retained, placing and armoured box around it.
This left a narrow channel at each side of the engine for
the crew to man their weapons. The roof height allowed

Early model Schneider CA

Interior of Schneider CA



the crew to crouch only and one crew member had to lie
down on top of the engine to man the machine gun. The
early production vehicle had no exhaust pipe and
ventilation was poor. Vision outside of the tank was very
limited.

The problem with a new weapon is that no one
knows how to use it. The Schneider was no exception and
its debut into combat was a complete balls up. The first
attack was made on 16 April 1917 near the village of
Berry au Bac against a German trench system with 4
major trenches to a depth of 9 kms and held by 4
divisions of Bavarian troops. This was known as the
Nivelle offensive. The French tanks were to be committed
behind a rolling barrage to ensure a rapid collapse of the
German defences. By this time, the British had already
used their tanks so the element of surprise was lost. The
Germans were fully aware of the impending attacks and
German troops had been trained to hide at the sight of
tanks, and emerge once they had passed to attack the
following infantry.

In tactics harking back to Napoleonic times, the
French tanks were arranged in 5 columns, each with a
frontage of 5 tanks, and the remainder following behind.
These set off for the German lines behind the creeping
barrage and as usual with the early tank engagements,
numerous losses occurred even before crossing the
French lines. None the less, the tanks penetrated the first
and second trench systems although infantry losses were
so high that the offensive had to wait for reinforcements
to continue. The French artillery was incapable of
sustaining the rolling barrage and the diminished fire
allowed the Germans in the third trench full view of the
French tanks in the second trench. These tanks took to
driving back and forth in the captured territory so as not
to present a stationary target. These tanks must have been
like tin ducks to the German batteries in the nearby hills
and many were hit and destroyed.

Meanwhile the reinforcements were having a
tough time. The Germans had air superiority and were
utilising this to bring accurate fire down upon any troop
formation. Some infantry did succeed in making it to the
tanks and the attack continued towards the third trench.
By the early afternoon, a small section of the trench had

fallen and this marked the high tide of the French assault
as the infantry could no longer continue, so they and the
tanks withdrew. The French tank force had lost 76 of the
128 tanks committed. Later analysis of the battle would
indicate that more than 50 had burnt when external fuel
drums had been ignited from close artillery hits.

The failure of the Nivelle offensive resulted in a
widespread demoralization of French troops and part of
this was a dissatisfaction with the new tanks. These
events would lead directly to widespread mutinies in the
French army. After this point, tactics changed and the
Schneiders would be used with more success. Firstly the
tanks were upgraded to improve the fuel tanks, moving
them outside of the main armour into armoured boxes at
the rear of the vehicle. Next the French developed special
tactics utilising a combined arms team. An observation
plane was used protected by fighters, and tasked with
counter battery fire, and specially trained infantry were
assigned. The tanks too had learnt from the first attach
and now were used line abreast rather than in columns,
allowing each tank to use its main armament. At the battle
of Moulin-de-Laffoux all infantry attacks failed except
that supported by the Schneider tanks. By the end of the
day, the tanks had reached their objectives but most
Schneiders had broken down or run out of fuel. Many
were put right overnight but the offensive could not
continue as severe thunderstorms on the evening had
turned the terrain to a sea of mud.

After this battle the use of Schneiders began to
decline. Marshall Philippe Petain had been appointed as
supreme commander after the mutinies in the French
army. His policy was “J'attends les Américains et les
chars” ("I wait for the Americans and the tanks"). This
meant that no large scale offensives were conducted and
tanks were used only in small offensives with limited
objectives. The new St Chamond heavy tank was now
becoming available and the Schneider company had
fallen out of favour with the French military with
production being cancelled. Schneiders would continue to
be used until the end but with progressively smaller
numbers being available due to attrition.

Hobby Boss Schneider CA
This is a recent offering from Hobby Boss and is

well moulded and free from flash. individual track links



are provided each link requiring 3 parts. There is a small
photo-etch fret. Construction begins with the suspension
units. These are very complex structure and represent the
main challenge with the kit. There are two sub units
containing both flanged and unflanged wheels plus a
number of extremely fiddly small parts. These units
attach to a row of return rollers and these in turn attach to
the lower hull. The lower suspension is very easy to
misalign because of this arrangement. Tracks need to be
built up with each link requiring 3 parts. The track can be
built as a loop and installed over the suspension units as

the drive sprocket is moveable allowing the track to be
tensioned after installation. The rest is straight forward
except for the machine gun mounts. The machine guns sit
in ball mounts that are mounted in holes in the floor
behind the side armour. This tends to leave a gap between
the side armour and the ball. It would be better to attach
the ball directly to the side armour rather than use the
floor mounting hole.

Painting

This paint scheme looks like it was designed by
Jackson Pollack. The base colour is navy blue, with

patches of red brown, dark yellow, dark green and light
blue. Each of these colours has a thin red-brown
demarcation line around the colour. This scheme is
specially designed to confound the use of an airbrush. It
is strictly a hand painting proposition. I used Humbrol
acrylics over a sprayed base of Tamiya Panzer Grey
which is slightly blue. The Humbrol acrylics were
brushed on in 3 thin coats. Each colour patch was then
outlines using a fine brush. Detail painting was limited to
the machine guns, tracks, spades and exhaust. There are
only 3 decals and these were applied using floor polish to
give a gloss finish for them to stick to. The whole vehicle
was heavily weathered with sprayed dark earth, and dry
brushed with gunmetal.



”A ROYAL NAVY 15  GUN MONITOR
Matt

I recently acquired the new W.W.11 Roberts
class 15” gun monitor H.M.S. Roberts, name ship of
the class, and have found it to be a very interesting
model. Although I was already familiar with the
concept of the idea or of the use of such vessels, to
have a model of one in my hands gave me a
completely different understanding of the whole idea.

When I looked at the design of the hull and
the general shape of the ship it became obvious that
the design was something that I had not had any real
understanding of. I was aware that these ships had a
shallow draught and were of a wide and short hull
and they possessed a bulged hull for anti-torpedo
protection, but until one is confronted with the model
I had no real appreciation of the end shape or reality.

The hull is completely flat bottomed and
ridiculously wide and I feel that it could traverse
really shallow water and even if necessary beach
itself without any real damage. The torpedo bulges
are very pronounced and seem to me to be larger in
reality than those fitted to most other capitol vessels
of the era. As I have experienced before the attempt
by an Asian manufacturer to describe the shape or
design concept in English often leaves a little to be
desired. So I was again amused to read the attempt
this time. I quote “H.M.S. Roberts on the use of main
guns of 381mm calibre 42 times Mark-1 mo turret, is

the time queen Elizabeth class and H.M.S. Hood the
main gun derived type. The ship also prepared the 4
seat double 102mm 45 times diameter “MK-V” dual
rapid-fire guns. It`s features is the the Roberts class
destroyers hull waterline near mustered a huge
torpedo compartment accounting for about 3/5 of the
total length of the hull, the compartment to improve
driving stability, reduce the depth and improve
underwater protection has important significance.”
Unquote. I think that the above describes the model
perfectly and I personally could not do better.

Now for a little potted history, the class
consisted of only two vessels the Roberts and the
Abercrombie which was completed about two years
later. Roberts was named after a former field marshal
and the Abercrombie was named after a Lt. General.
Both ships were widely used for shore bombardment
and proved their worth. The Abercrombie was, I
believe, damaged a couple of times by mines during
the Italian campaign and was repaired and sent to the
Pacific but was too late to see service in that theatre.
After she returned home she was used for gunnery
training and an accommodation ship until disposed
of. Roberts was sold for scrap at war`s end but leased
back and used as an accommodation ship at Chatham
for a long period so that the navy paid more in rent
than they got when she was sold, when she was



finally dismantled for scrap metal it was all profit for
her dismantlers. I have, a couple of times as I grew
up, heard ex-navy types talk of monitors getting in so
close to targets during the campaign in the “Med.” So
that they were too close to be engaged by shore
batteries as those batteries were mounted on higher
ground.

Now for the kit which is of course from
Trumpeter. It is a really a great kit with a lot of detail.
Upon opening the box I find it packed full of
goodies. We have the obligatory two hull halves, a
one piece deck, eight sprues, three superstructure
pieces and a preformed stand along with three etched
metal frets plus a decal sheet. Also hiding in with the
etched sets was a length of chain. I quailed at the
sight of the etched sets as the detail was miniscule to
say the least. Working with these very fine etchings
I found that one needs to cut them out on an old
ceramic tile or such as they are destroyed if cut on a
cutting mat.

Construction starts with the hull and the new
technology used in moulds these days has produced
a hull with a level of detail that is breathtaking to say
the very least. The hull halves joint line along the
centre only needed a touch of putty to disguise it. The
three bulkheads and two pins made for an
exceptionally strong and rigid hull. After gluing on
the deck it became the strongest hull I have worked

on. I elected to leave off the shafts and props etc at
this stage as they are too prone to damage. Next came
all the small bits with stacks of etchings and that is
where I relearned a few lessons that I had been
ignoring. USE A SOLID CUTTING SURFACE.
Idiots never learn. I managed to muddle through
these steps and produce many parts that are of a
standard that I am ashamed of. In the following steps
one adds a lot of these parts and the detail level is
unbelievable. Small ammo lockers and ordinary
lockers have etched door panels etc. Having to wear
a head band magnifier to do all this is very wearying
and it took me many short sessions to do them.

As one works on the various superstructure
sub assemblies these also have an exceptional level
of etched detail and are requiring a high level of
attention. The funnel cap is beyond anything I have
done in the past. Painting was a nightmare as I
wanted to leave most of the etching in its natural
colour and this required a lot of careful planning and
much rethinking of what to do and when to do it. All
I can say is that if I was to do another monitor kit I
would do it different. I am not as happy as I would
like to be but I am still happy with the model.



NEXT MEETING
The next meeting of the Modellers of Ballart

will take place at 7.30 or thereabouts on Saturday 4
July 2015, at the usual venue.  If you’re new and
don’t know where that venue is, have a look at the
page inside the front cover.

FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK
There are a few articles in the editorial in-tray

which might keep us going for another month or two.
After that the in-tray is barren.  Keeping the in tray
full is like the works of Sisyphus.  But that’s
modelling for you.  No sooner is one model finished
than you open another kit and start work again.  Over
and over.  Oh, the futility of human existence... .

THE MOB WEBSITE
Master Andrew would have been busy putting

new items on our web site has it not been for my
failure to provide him with the raw material.  This
should be overcome in the coming week or two ao
keep an eye open for new stuff on the site.  So keep
an eye on our website which you will find at:
http://modellersofballarat.wordpress.com/

MASTERS WAYNE’S WHACKY WORLD OF
HUMOUR

A young doctor moved out to a small
community to replace a doctor who was retiring.  The
older doctor suggested that the young one accompany
him on his rounds, so the community could become
used to a new doctor.

At the first house a woman complains, "I've
been a little sick to my stomach."

The older doctor says, "Well, you've probably
been overdoing the fresh fruit. Cut back on the
amount you've been eating and see if that does the
trick?"

As they left, the younger man said, "You
didn't even examine that woman? How'd you come to
the diagnosis so quickly?"

"I didn't have to. You noticed I dropped my
stethoscope on the floor in there?  When I bent over
to pick it up, I noticed a half dozen banana peels in
the trash. That was what probably was making her
sick."

The younger doctor said "Pretty clever. If you
don't mind, I think I'll try that at the next house."
Arriving at the next house, they spent several minutes
talking with a younger woman.  She said that she just
didn't have the energy she once did and said,  "I'm
feeling terribly run down lately."

"You've probably been doing too much for the
church," the younger doctor told her. "Perhaps you
should cut back a bit and see if that helps."

As the left, the elder doctor said, "I know that
woman well. Your diagnosis is most certainly correct,
she's very active in the church, but how did you arrive
at it?"

"I did what you did at the last house. I dropped
my stethoscope and, when I bent down to retrieve it,
I noticed the priest under the bed.

DAVID AND GOLIATH
I’m glad that our beloved President sent me a

copy of this photo.  I’m sure that most of you have
seen it but the modern day news cycle tends to forget
stuff like this very quickly.  Which is a pity because
this photo teaches us a very important lesson about
life, the universe and everything.

This is a reminder that not all the stories that
you read in the Bible translate to to real life and it is
only on rare occasions that the little and weak
overcomes the big and powerful.  This photo
demonstrates various laws of physics that are
unavoidable in the real world.  Not even post modern
discourse could have made the car dent the tank.  This
is a message for all you closet Foucaludians.


