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SPECIAL EDITION IN MEMORY OF

JIM FULLARTON

Obituary: 1 dread having to write this but, as you all
know, or should know by now, Jim Fullarton passed from
us in the early hours of Thursday the 28™ of December.

Barely a month ago we were all celebrating his
century, a life of commitment and achievement. While it
was evident to those close to him that his frailty was
limiting his involvement in flying activities, his vivacity
and acerbic wit remained
undiminished, his
compendious memory and
knowledge contributing
greatly to the monthly
General Meetings and of
which he rarely missed.

From my uncertain
memory, the last time Jim
appeared at an outdoor event
was at Eynesbury, sometime
in 2016. At the time, he was
flying his own-design
Sportster, his right hand
smothered in diesel fuel
residue (oil) which was never
wiped off (at least during a
flying session - after all why
wipe it of f, it's only going to
get covered in the same
stuff on the next flight) - if
ever there was an original
"Oily Hand", Jim was that
person!

skill in trimming and the underlying knowledge of
aerodynamics implicit in that ability.

He was a knowledgeable and prolific writer,
contributing many articles to Australian and
International journals, most notably that of
Aeromodeller, for which he was a semi-regular columnist.
Jim never kept his opinions to himself, regularly regaling
the monthly VFFS meetings

with some witty and generally
acerbic comment, generally in
my direction!

I, and others can recall
the various outdoor
adventures we were fortunate
to share with Jim, one of
which particularly comes to
mind: one foggy morning in
winter quite a few years back,
we were assembled in the
Southern paddock at
Eynesbury attempting to fly
the Garnham Trophy contest,
but in which endeavour we
were hampered by a sizeable
herd of cattle which no
amount of “encouragement”
could disperse. Now Jim had
brought along his outdoor
ornithopter, which he
somewhat whimsically put into
the air. At the best of times,

With advancing age, a condition we all suffer from,
Jim's appearance at the regular indoor events at
Sandringham also became less frequent, but he never
missed a GEOYSD, an event at which he had the annoying
habit of winning! The inset photo shows him displaying
his "trophy” marking, (and to celebrate) his latest (and
last) victory.

While much of Jim's aeromodelling interests were
directed toward both outdoor and indoor competition
flying, as evinced by the Wakefield designs presented
last month, Jim had a keen interest in all (or almost all,
NOT R/C!) aspects of aeromodelling and produced some
truly weird designs, some of which are appended to this
newsletter. Remarkably, they all flew, attesting to Jim's

ornithopters are not renowned
for their ability to climb to great heights and certainly
Jim's one was not endowed with that propensity - the
model, flapping away, made a bee-line for the annoying
bovines, flapping a metre or so above their heads. The
resultant stampede was marvellous to watch; save for
our general direction, the cattle dispersed to all points
of the compass never to bother us again (at least for the
rest of that day).

All who knew Jim can probably recall their own tales
of Jim's exploits, generally amusing and sometimes
raucous, but never bad-tempered.

We will all miss you Jim, you will live in our memory
until we join you again.

Michael Glaister
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Eulogy for James McBeth Fullarton
5 January 2018

My father James McBeth Fullarton was born on the
9 of November 1917 at Temora, in the NSW central
west. He was named after his uncle Jim, who had been
killed three weeks earlier in Belgium.

His father Jack came from a Scottish Presbyterian
background, where, at age 14, his father told him to
leave home and make his own way in the world, as he
could no longer support him. This he did, working at a
variety of occupations before becoming a stock and
station agent.

Dad's mother Lillian was the second youngest of a
large Irish Catholic family, 12 children. Her father had
made and it seems lost a lot of money mining gold in the
Yass area, becoming a farmer and mail contractor.
Jack's father's family initially did not accept his
marriage to a Catholic, but the arrival of my father's
older sister Nan in 1913 effected reconciliation.

The family moved to Sydney in 1920 when Jack got
a job as a travelling representative, auctioneer and agent
with Commonwealth Wool and Produce Company. Aside
from an unsuccessful business venture in Forbes in
1928-29, they stayed in Sydney thereafter.

Though his father was never out of work during the
Depression, the family's circumstances were at times
rather straitened. Young Jim was known to loudly
declare that "My father's a millionaire!”, but this was far
the truth. At times unable to keep up the rent, they
moved around a lot, mainly in Bellevue Hill, which was not
the up-market suburb it is today.

Growing up during the Depression shaped his outlook
deeply. He often mentioned how lucky his father was to
get his old job back when they returned from Forbes,
albeit at reduced pay, otherwise they might have ended
up at “Happy Valley”, the unemployed camp at La Perouse.
His attitude was always waste not want not. If
something is broken, fix it. If you need something, make
it yourself.

He went to North Bondi and Bellevue Hill State
schools, then Sydney Boys High School from 1930 to
1934,

Very early on, he discovered the great enthusiasm
of his life, aviation, in particular aeromodelling, which
another speaker will take up. Among his first words at
the age of 2 were "Ross"” and "Keith Smith", the first
pilots to fly from England to Australia in 1919. The
exploits of Bert Hinkler, Lindbergh, Kingsford-Smith
and so on created, as he wrote, "an atmosphere of air-
mindedness, in which T was well and truly caught up.” He
began flying models on the Rose Bay golf course in 1929
and continued until late last year. His last outing was fo a
Victorian Free Flight Society club meeting a month ago,
so he was an aeromodeller for 88 years.

After two years' break, he studied Mechanical
Engineering at Sydney University, but did not graduate.
He passed the drafting subjects but his mathematics
was not good enough. Subsequent jobs included WASP
airlines, a short-lived regional airline, then a few months
as a cadet engineer at the Port Kembla steelworks, then

from 1939 to 1941 as an engineer at the Water Board,
working on the sewers in the Eastern Suburbs.

He was hospitalised for some time in 1937 when, while
slipstreaming a truck in O'Riordan St, his bicycle hit an
obstacle and he woke up in hospital with a fractured
skull.

World War IT was the turning point of his life and
held his most vivid memories.

In about 1938 he applied to join the air force but
was rejected due to the injury suffered in the bicycle
accident. In late 1940 he was drafted into the militia,
spending some months in camp at Newcastle “training to
fight the 1914-18 war". In mid 1941, during a second
stint in the militia, a friend advised him of a job in the
drafting section at Commonwealth Aircraft Corporation
at Fisherman's Bend in Melbourne.

In his memoir in Aeromodel/ling Digest 1996, he
wrote, "I was very excited; a job in a real aircraft
factory making real aeroplanes; this was it!" He applied
for the job, was accepted and, as this job was protected
under the wartime manpower regime, was released from
the militia. He marched out of the camp at Warwick
Farm racecourse, arrived in Melbourne on 22 July 1941
in the midst of a bitterly cold winter, and promptly
caught a bad cold. He lived in boarding houses around St
Kilda and Elwood.

As well as plunging into the work at CAC, he made
many friends there, once remarking that as an aircraft
factory it left something to be desired, but as a social
organization it was wonderful. He was quite good looking
and photos unearthed in recent days suggest that he was
popular with women, though apparently not so good at
remembering their names. For example, one photograph
with an attractive woman on each arm reads on the back
“Marysville 1943 - girls not known". There was an active
bushwalkers group at CAC and he was later a member of
the Melbourne Bushwalkers club.

The impact of world events such as the Depression
and the war impelled him to the left politically. When
the June 1941 German invasion brought the Soviet Union
into the war, he thought: "we're safe now". The CAC was
a hotbed of political activity and the Communist Party,
now fully behind the war effort, had a large branch
there. Though the ban imposed on the party earlier in
the war had not yet been lifted, he accepted an
invitation from his friend Graham Robertson to join “a
certain illegal organization.” In his 1996 memoir he
wrote that having "seen the world emerge from a
disastrous depression mainly due to re-armament for an
even more disastrous war, which the Red Army was
helping to win for us, it seemed like this might just be a
better way.” He left the party around 1948 as the Cold
War heated up, although his sympathies remained
broadly, if sceptically, left-wing thereafter.

Through the party, he joined the left-wing theatre
company, the New Theatre, in about 1943. Aside from
one minor acting role he mainly helped out behind the
scenes. It was there that he met my mother Eva, the
love of his life. She was a budding artist who designed
and painted the sets for plays. She found him quite
handsome and once told me that she was particularly
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attracted by his teeth! They remained active in the
theatre for 4 or 5 years.

The theatre was not without its hazards. Once they
were setting up for a production at the Princess
Theatre. Another man, holding the winding mechanism of
the stage gear, suddenly had a seizure and let go. When
Dad grabbed the spinning handle it broke his hand. The
sight of blood and the other man lying on the floor
caused Mum to faint, so all three ended up flat out.

At CAC he stood up for the younger draftsmen who
were still being paid junior wages even after becoming
adults. This led to a confrontation with CAC boss and
pioneer aircraft designer Lawrence Wackett, ironically
one of his childhood heroes. The younger draftsmen got
their pay rise and Dad later wrote that this was one of
the few things he had done to  _
that time of which he was really |
proud.

Another speaker will deal
with his gliding activities during
and after WWIL. (In this
endeavour, he was ably assisted
by his friend Alan Patching with
whom he formed a close bond
during their time at CAC. I'm
sorry, but I did not obtain
Alan’s eulogy, which detailed
some of the hair-raising
exploits the pair got up to -
Ed)

My parents were married in
November 1946 in the Church of Christ, Swanston St,
though by that time both were no longer religious, and
moved in to a two-bedroom flat in Summerhill Rd, Glen
Iris. After a brief stint at the Department of Aircraft
Production working on the abortive Tudor airliner, Dad
Jjoined the drafting section of what was then the
Postmaster-General's Department. He remained with the
PMG, later Australia Post, designing machinery, mail-
handling equipment, communications towers and other
structures for the next 30 years until his retirement in
1977.

Mother wanted to live at Warrandyte where other
artists congregated, but Dad worked in the city. By way
of compromise they settled at Lower Templestowe,
where in 1950 an expedition while flying models led to
Dad buying two blocks of land on a hew estate, a
rectangle of dirt roads with no sewerage, surrounded by
cow paddocks as far as the eye could see. After a long
wait for services, they built a house, for which Dad drew
the plans, and moved in in October 1954.

Children began arriving. First, my brother Andrew,
(1949), then myself and finally our sister Anita. Ours
was a happy, secure, semi-rural childhood.

My mother was a keen gardener and an early
conservationist, and Dad came to share her interest and
support her activities, like the campaigns to save local
parks such as Westerfolds and Bimbadeen. He
maintained membership of several cooperatives devoted
to regenerating bushland, as well as the ACF.

I remember fondly the camping holidays, sometimes
towing a caravan, other times pegging a tent, in places

like the Grampians, Wyperfeld National Park, the Snowy
Mountains and at the bush block Mum purchased at
Sorrento, as well as conservation society and SGAP
excursions. My father would stride ahead along bush
tracks while my mother closely studied every orchid,
sedge and wildflower.

He was devoted to my mother. Nonetheless, their
marriage underwent some strains, in particular when my
father's mother came down from Sydney to live with us
in the 1960s. However, in their later years they seemed
to grow closer to each other again, their disagreements
disappeared and their relationship strengthened.

In 1976 tragedy struck with the death of their
beloved daughter Anita in a car accident. This was a
terrible blow to both, particularly my mother, who never

really recovered. They dealt
with it as best they could by
| just keeping on, drawing
consolation and support from
each other and pursuing
their various interests.

In 1978 they took an
overseas trip for several
months to China and then
Europe, visiting Dad's sister
Nan in London, her ballerina
daughter Tina and husband
Alex.

I 12122004 The last 6 years of my
o\ mother’s life were a dogged
battle against cancer. During
this time my father supported and cared for her with
unstinting devotion through one medical appointment,
operation and hospital stay after another, until her
death in 1995.

My father was highly intelligent, upright, with a dry
sense of humour. He was somewhat strait-laced, derived
from his Scottish Presbyterian heritage, and decidedly
old-fashioned, much of the modern world remaining
foreign to him.

Dad was extremely practical and could do anything
with his hands, whether it was mixing concrete, digging
foundations for an extension to the house, or making
kitchen cupboards. He dismantled the old calf shed on
the block and rebuilt it as a work shed where it stands
to this day. He liked fishing, so he built his own boat in
the 1960s, a solid 14-foot craft that did many a trip in
the Bay and elsewhere.

In the fifties and sixties, we kept a sheep in the
backyard to mow the lawn and occasionally my mother’s
plants. Once a year Dad had to shear him, his fleece
bringing in a handy quid or so.

One thing he never got the hang of was computers
and the Internet, although he did manage to plug away
writing letters on an ancient PC of early 1990s vintage.

He maintained an interest in local issues, writing
occasional letters to the papers, or to point out errors in
TV or radio programs. He could be impatient, for
example walking out of the film The English Patient
because he thought the flying scenes were unrealistic.

In his later years he was befriended by a diverse
group of neighbours who kept an eye on him and invited

i
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him to children's’ birthday parties, weddings and so on.
Here T would like to extend particular thanks to the
Ayoub family, the Amalfi family, the Vu family, Connie
and Harry next door, and Mervyn and Pamela across the
road.

He kept in reasonably good health and lived
independently until close to the end, due to a
combination of luck, moderation in all things, being well
looked after by my mother, and maintaining his activities
and friends.

Much more could be said about such a long life. In
closing, T would like to say: farewell Dad, we'll miss you,
thanks for everything. You lived your life according to
your lights and we take great pride in your achievements.

Douglas Fullarton

Jim Fullarton - Aeromodeller

Jim began aeromodelling a bit earlier than the
age of 13; it was in 1930 that he made his first model
that really flew. It was built from thin strips of packing
case timber bound together with thread, covered with
lunch wrappers and powered with golf ball elastic. He
was born in Temora and moved to Sydney where he lived
until 1941 when he came to Melbourne to work for the
Commonwealth Aircraft Corporation at Fishermen's Bend
as a draughtsman. After the war he moved to the
Government Aircraft Factory

His first club was the Rose Bay Model Aeroplane and
Glider Club but soon after he joined the Bondi Black
Hawks branch of the Model Aeroplane Association led by
Norman Lyons as Chief Commissioner. Norman Lyons
gave enormous support to
aeromodelling generally
through his regular
broadcasts, initially on
national stations and then on
2UW. Norman also published
plans and club notes monthly
in the journal of the Aero
Club of N.S.W. - Flying.
These had an enormous
impact on Jim's formative
modelling years

Jim's first contest was in
the Indoor Championship at the Am‘hony Horden pavilion
in the Sydney Showground. Although not placed at this
event it did start his lifelong interest in Indoor flying.
This did not end until our latest indoor competition less
than two months ago, which he won.

However his first success came, with a seaplane, ina
contest held on Kippax Lake. This gave him first place
with a time of 46 seconds. Contest successes continued
with a fuselage model to the new L?/100 formula in 1933
gaining a second place in this category.

He then joined the growing band of Wakefield
devotees and gained selection for most of the teams to
represent Australia in this international event until the
war in 1939.

Tt is worth remembering that, at this time, there
were huge numbers in each competition making this
achievement even more worthy.

Not only did his interest in indoor models continue but
also in 1933 his scale model of the De H. 53 Humming
Bird won him the A.B.C. trophy. He repeated this in 1934
and 1936. These three wins thus gained him the
permanent holding of the trophy. He added, in 1936, an
interest in power models, his first being a "Mighty
Midget" powered machine.

After the war he remained in Melbourne and
became, I think, a founder member of the Eastern
Suburbs Model Aircraft Club, which met until about
1950 in Hub Hall, Camberwell. It was here that in
19470r'48 that I, a Spotty Herbert, first met him. I am
not sure that he noticed this auspicious occasion, as he
was rather more concerned with, to me, esoteric
discussions with other luminaries such as Ted Gregory,
Allan Lim Joon, Norm Bell etc. This was often about the
latest developments in engines or control line models,
canards, indoor models but mostly about Wakefields. He
was again a member of the Australian Wakefield teams
in 1949 and 1951. However he was always happy to
politely answer silly questions on the field and to give
sound advice when it seemed needed.

In 1949 he was made model aircraft correspondent
for the Australian monthly magazine "Aircraft” This
became a prominent source of modelling news each
month until1965. Now, of course, it remains a mine of
information on the hobby.

The immediate post war period saw him involved in
full sized gliding and hence his construction of an
elementary glider, which still exists, displayed at the
Moorabbin Aviation Museum.

In the early fifties he
revolutionised control line
aerobatics with a McCoy 19
powered Veco “Squaw”, the first
flapped model in Victoria.

When E.S.M.AC. folded in
thel1950's Jim became a founder
member of the Victorian Free
Flight Society in the mid 1970's
and remained an important
member for the rest of his life.

S He served on the committee for
most, if not aII of this time, and also continued to write
articles for "Airborne” and his plans and reports were
published in "Aero Modeller”, and his letters were
published in many journals here and overseas. Many of
his published designs have been built here and in the
U.K. and have given many a great deal of enjoyment and
contest success.

He was unable to get to the major events such as
the Nationals and Victorian State Champs over the last
few years but continued to take part in local indoor and
outdoor events.

I don't have a full record of all his achievements in
aero modelling but there is enough to reasonably say
that he was Australia’s greatest modeller.

Darien Livingstone Cassidy 2018
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Sportster
By Jim Fullarton

,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,

Specifications:

R r—
e
worn

JIM FULLARTON'S SPORTSTER
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