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Startup – Dave Thomas 
 
What a year! Evicted from Southampton to make way for more commercials. 

Then a reprieve if we laid some plastic mesh (Perfo) which we did. Then evicted again 
despite our efforts, this time to make way for a car park. So, we have now moved to 
Bournemouth and have lost two members of our happy band. If anyone knows any 
budding Tiger pilots in or around Bournemouth, let me know. This will be a new 
experience for us – everything we know how to do in EGHI will have to be re-learnt for 
EGHH. How to get fuel, how to clear Customs, how to submit flight plans and so on. 
Even more importantly, how to find a way around the holiday traffic queues! 

Even so I am optimistic that we can make a go of PORK’s new home. 
Continuing on this optimistic note, I do believe that things are also improving on the club 
front. The bulletin board is being well used, and sensibly used. I am sure that this has 
improved communication between members. There is still the occasional glitch, but the 
number of mails has settled down to about 4 or 5 a week, which is a very manageable 
level. The number of members is rising – we now have 60 I understand from our 
secretary and I am regularly receiving inquiries from other potential flyers. 
We are making some headway in moving things Northward; not only have we had one 
real Friday evening get together in Blackbushe (with two other aborted attempts); Nigel 
Waters has arranged a life-raft session in Marlow on 13/Nov (heavily subsidised I hasten 
to add); the third life-raft kit has travelled up North for the direct benefit of one of our 
Northern members. There is still a lot to be done, but we are making the effort and I hope 
this is being appreciated. 

We still need more volunteers to organise events, and even some volunteers to 
write up the events that we have had. It’s sad to see that no-one has written about our 
experiences at Lyneham (fantastic day) or Lasham (very interesting trip looking at 
various commercials being refurbished including one private 727 for a wealthy Arab 
Gentleman) 

Currently we have money to spend. Some of that will be used to subsidise the life-
raft session, some will be used to pay expenses for some evening speakers (a new 
innovation - programme to be announced shortly), some to subsidise the Christmas get-
together, and we will have more money left with which to subsidise other events 
organised for the club. However, the year is rapidly passing us by so please come up with 
suggestions asap. Anything (sensible and legal) considered.   
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News from Spain – Brian Mellor 
 
Almost 3 years since we moved here to Spain, I haven’ t actually contributed much to the 
newsletters in that time, although I do read them, as well as swapping emails with some 
of you, and catching up with friends at the Summer BBQ in Hursley.  
 
Well, enough has happened to contribute a little to the newsletter.  
 
Firstly, the job that brought me down here to Jerez didn’ t last as long as I hoped. Like 
many others, I enjoyed the job, the weather, the people, the country, and everything, but 
good things don’ t last forever. The company had been losing money ever since it came 
down here from Prestwick, and a series of management cockups didn’ t help the situation, 
so the plug was pulled. The management buyout that ensued left some of us without a 
job, either redundancy or terminated contracts. It still carries on, but admittedly still not 
breaking even.  
 
I contacted a company based in Jerez called “Fly-in-Spain” , who offered training and 
aircraft rental, but didn’ t have a full time instructor. We decided that we could work well 
together, and that is what is starting to happen. Initially it was riding shotgun with PPLs 
who wanted to fly round the area, but pretty soon I am hoping that I will be conducting 
regular training, including CPL and IR. 
 
One of the first things I did was to organise the ferrying of “our”  (borrowed) Antonov 
AN2, from Jerez to Bonn, at Easter. I got involved very late in the day, managed to put 
out a quick advert, but the timing was unfortunate, because most people had already 
made arrangements for Easter. We got one customer, who got the benefit of co-flying the 
beast. He shared the flying up to Empuria Brava, where we had the overnight stop, and 
enjoyed it so much, he decided to forego his Ryanair flight from Barcelona, to continue 
to the destination. 
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Flying the AN2 is a tremendous privilege, and a totally different experience. I believe it 
is the biggest biplane in the world, has a 1000 hp radial engine, a set of instruments that 
left me baffled, and controls that are very alien to the average aircraft that we fly. The 
CAA are definitely on the right track when they say that “differences training”  is required 
for certain aircraft. One look at the cockpit, and I knew that I would have more chance of 
flying a bizjet over the route than I would this. At least the throttle worked in the right 
direction, unlike the carb heat, mixture, and possibly the prop, as far as I can recall. No-
one had bothered to change the instruments from the original, so they were all carrying 
Russian legends, and calibrated in strange units. Seeing an altimeter subscale with 
numbers like “760”  got me guessing, I can tell you.  
 
In flight, it handles like – an elephant. To start a roll, with only one hand on the control 
column, requires a lifting force equal to that of a well packed Sainsbury’s carrier bag. 
Satisfactory control requires not just anticipation, but long range planning. Thundering 
along at 100kt (OK, I used the GPS, I never did cotton on to the ASI. Actually I didn’ t 
know which WAS the ASI), the view was quite good. The side window panels project 
outside the line of the fuselage, so you really can look vertically downwards, past the 
enormous wheels. Looking a little further aft, you can see the oil transfer system (from 
engine to leading edge of lower wing) is working very well indeed. 
 
When I wasn’ t flying, I sat in the first row, chatting to the engineer who accompanied the 
flight – an expert on the aircraft. He told me some amazing things about the aircraft’s 
history, including the fact that the production line was restarted only a few years ago, I 
think the Koreans wanted an aircraft that had fantastic short field performance, and lifted 
a huge cargo. He also showed me the crank handle that could be used to start the engine 
if the battery was flat. I was tempted to ask if I could try starting it at the next turnround, 
but never did.  
 
The engineering and ergonomics belong to the first half of the last century, and I feel 
Fred Dibnah would do a better job describing the machine than I can, but having said 
that, there were some surprisingly “sophisticated”  bits to it. Three-axis trimmers, all 
electric. Electric flaps (upper and lower wings), lowered by a pushbutton on the throttle, 
and raised by a switch on the dash – with an emergency “up”  selector. Flying over some 
high, snow-covered ground in France, I noticed for the first time that there was a switch 
labelled “Radio Altimeter” . I told the pilot that was really funny! Then he turned it on, 
and sure enough, the thing worked! 
 
It was such a treat to land at the small airports, and be treated like honoured guests. This 
was the case at Castellon, Empuria Brava, Bourg, and Bonn. At each place, people 
flocked to it, and there was always someone who said “ Isn’ t it Beautiful!!!”  I made a 
point of helping with the refuelling, which involved climbing up the side of the fuselage, 
using the kick panels, then walking up the top of the fuselage and out on the upper wing. 
Then it was a case of lowering the rope to the refueller who would attach the fuel hose, 
lift it up, and fill it up. I don’ t have a fear of heights, but I certainly wouldn’ t want to do 
that on a dark, windy, rainy night – not unless I had a safety line. 
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It was pure indulgence, but I wouldn’ t have missed it. If anyone would like to try it, I can 
probably arrange a trip from its base in Berlin (Tempelhof) to some other exotic place, in 
the Spring of next year. It would need about 16 people to make it affordable, so that eight 
fly one way, swapping seats so that everyone gets to fly it, stop overnight (possibly 2 
nights), then the next party fly it back. Both places would be served by Ryanair, so 
people could leave their cars at Stansted for the duration. 
 
I have recently finished off the PPL training of a British guy who lives in Spain, and had 
quite an interesting time. He had already done his PPL course elsewhere in Spain, 
unfortunately because it was not CAA registered, they would not accept his application, 
and only gave him 10 hours credit, thereby requiring him to clock up another 35 hours. 
He didn’ t need all that time to reach proficiency, so he decided that he would have some 
fun flying as well. We flew from Jerez to Murcia to pick up his wife, in the Cessna 
Centurion, which he loved to bits. It must be quite rare to have a 6 seat retractable in your 
logbook before you even finish your PPL. His wife enjoyed the trip back, and she 
reminded him of his “suggestion”  that they might make a trip to Marrakech, later. 
Resistance was futile. We booked the Beech Musketeer for that trip.  
 
Although I warned them what to expect, they were completely blown away by the whole 
experience, of flying to a different continent, flying for 3.5 hours, landing at a 10,000+ 
feet runway, and everything that followed. If anyone likes being scared, try taking a 
Moroccan taxi ride, into the centre of Marrakech. Words cannot describe the experience. 
We had an outrageously expensive meal, where the waiter then tried to demand 10% tip. 
He was offered what I thought was a fairly generous amount in coins, which he simply 
tipped back on the table in mock disgust. Cheeky sod!  
 
In the town, you could almost think that you had gone through a time warp back to 
biblical times – donkeys and carts still being used. Only the scooters and taxis gave the 
game away. We had a visit to the old part of town, dodging the mopeds, many of which 
had large muslim ladies sat sidesaddle on the rear luggage carrier, then a look at the main 
square, where my student had his photo taken with two or three large snakes draped 
round his shoulders. A quick look at the snake-charmers, with their cobras, and watching 
the story-tellers enthralling their customers, then we had to make it back to the airport 
before it got too late. Everyone is out to get money out of you. Be prepared to be 
pressured into giving people money, even though they have done nothing for it – even the 
airport policeman turned up, wanting money before we left. He was actually given 
something, but he had to earn it – by standing next to the student, and having his photo 
taken by the plane. The departure, much later than originally planned, with no chance of 
getting back to Jerez before dark, so, an IFR flight plan was filed, and we finished the day 
with a beautiful night flight over Casablanca, and back to base, just before it closed for 
the night.  
 
I had to tell the student he had chosen some rather non-standard cross-country routes, but 
he and his wife were adamant that the amazing memories would last a lifetime. I have to 
say, if you can afford to spend the extra money during training, the trip to Morocco has a 
lot to offer. But it does depend on where you start from, I suppose. 
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High and Low Level to Haverfordwest - Gil Collins 

One Fridav evening in March it was decided to have some adventures with pork and 
beans. It must have been the butcher’s sausages that set us off. Well, no, it wasn©t really 
pork and beans but PORK and JF5278 my MG. I stated that I was going to Llys-y-fran, 
Le Mans, and Assen this year and the Porkers thought it might he fun to follow by air and 
report back . 

The first adventure to Llys-y-fran near Haverford West took place in May, and saw me 
trailing down to Swansea one Friday with JF in tow. It was a beautiful day and the only 
problem was getting past Cardiff and there was some cup final on the Saturday . 
However. I reached the Gower on time and parked up where I was staying. 

The following morning I went to Llys-y-fran with my host and helped them set up the 
Hill Climb. This was useful in two ways.....I was able to walk the track and got a free 
lunch and booze. 

On the Sunday we got up early, loaded the MG and set off to the Hill Climb. There we 
unloaded JF and ran a careful first practice in 78 seconds. The course was very tricky , 
starting along the bottom of a dam and climbing to the top through three I80 degree 
bends, then through several adverse camber curves to the finish. 

At this point I received a call from the "porkers" who had arrived at Haverford West on a 
CAVOK morning. I went to pick them up and found Clare, DT and James in the middle 
of sausages, triple bacon, bacon, double eggs, chips, beans, tomatoes, black puddings, 
and mushrooms (Ed – one assumes ketchup too) - most of it running down their chops, 
whilst I was breakfastless. 

We returned to the Hill Climb where I did a faster practice in just over 75 seconds. Not 
the slowest time of the day and certainly not the quickest (43 secs). We lunched and then 
got down to business. The gearing of the MG, set for racing and fast touring, was not 
suitable for the short straights and I found it impossible to get out of 2nd. This limited me 
to 50 mph. 

However, by late braking and cutting the corners we managed to get below 75 secs in the 
afternoon. The other cars in my group were slightly faster on the first run but broke down 
on run 2. 

Having watched the proceedings from the dam and from the grand grass stand, the 
porkers were returned to Haverfordwest and flew off away from the sunset. They 
MISSED the great excitement of the day, when, on one of the final runs, one guy grassed 
at 70 mph, spun and disappeared backwards into a gravel pit totaling the car and nearly 
himself. Course closed and multiple police, fire engines and ambulances sped down the 
hill. 

Meanwhile we loaded up and went home. CAVOK for the whole weekend. 
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What a Weekend! – Chris Thompson 
 
As some of you are aware I have been frequently absent from Popham ATC recently 
because of heavy involvement with the Cessna 207 and the summer schedule of 
parachute display team dropping. 
 
Over the last seven weeks I have done many hours and numerous drops all over England, 
culminating in last weekend at the Biggin Hill Air show.  Here an abbreviated tale of the 
events of that particular weekend. 
 
The Scheduled Plan (thinks . . . . seems straightforward enough) 
 
18th Sept 12:00 Drop Prince of Wales Army “Tigers”  Display Team 
19th Sept 11:30 Drop Metropolitan Police Display Team 
 

 
 

The Actual 
 
16th Sept Get a call from photographer - can I fly the C207 so he can take pictures 

of various historic aircraft involved with the air show including the Battle 
of Britain Flight.  I relish the thought of flying in formation with the 
Lancaster, Hurricane and Spitfire so reluctantly agree (but someone has to 
do it).  I change personal arrangements get ready to go to Biggin but the 
detail is cancelled at the last minute so I get a free day.  In the evening the 
phone rings from the Biggin Movements Coordinator – can I fly tomorrow 
to be at Manston by 09:30 to pick up an F16 display crew and bring them 
back to Biggin.  Stay at home, get out charts and draw lines etc., etc. 

 



 8

17th Sept Drive 80 miles to Biggin and get the C207 escorted out from its parking 
place due to the whole of the eastern side being fenced off for the public 
side of the air show jamboree.  There is so much traffic inbound and 
outbound today that everyone has rigid slot times.  I leave at my allocated 
time and fly through broken cloud and drizzle at 1500 feet to arrive in 
plenty of time at Manston.  Two F16’s arrive late in close formation from 
Holland.  They did not read their NOTAM’s and had busted the Leeds 
Castle TRA (Prime Minister was there) at 500ft and Mach 0.85 and nearly 
took out a Police Helicopter! 

 
 I now find out that the first F16 pilot (team leader) needs to get back to 

Biggin immediately as the second F16 will be over to Biggin in 40 
minutes to do a practice display.  Jump in C207, invert GPS route and set 
off to Biggin.  Let F16 pilot fly.  Conversation leads to information about 
Leeds Castle airspace bust but he seemed to be having fun flying in British 
clag but then said he had never flown a piston propeller aircraft before!  
Land at Biggin, throw F16 pilot out at the base of the tower where he is 
taken upstairs just in time to monitor second F16 start to display.  I am 
given immediate departure back to Manston to pick up F16 crew.  Quite 
awesome to be taxiing down for departure with an F16 doing a high speed 
display practice 200ft over my head. 

 
 Take off for Manston as soon as F16 finishes.  Fly through more clag, land 

and wait for the F16 display pilot who has managed to get there before me 
(can’ t understand this, as I was doing 130mph and he was only at Mach 
0.8).  Pilot and two ground crew now show up – good job I have put all 
seven seats in.  Take them back to Biggin in lowering cloud base and more 
rain so vectored to the ILS by Thames Radar. 

 
 Arrive Biggin – Can I go to Lee-on-Solent and pick up crew of Navajo 

“NT” who are flying in from Manchester.  More lines on chart etc., etc., 
and OCK MID EGUS in GPS.  Refuel and off I go again.  Get just south 
of OCK and weather really clamps in with low cloud and hissing rain.  
Working Farnborough on the radio I hear the Navajo also come on 
frequency.  Good, at least I’m not going there for nothing.  Chug on down 
towards MID in heavy rain at 2400ft totally IMC.  Farnborough asks “NT” 
and me if we want the Lee-on-Solent weather - “Visibility 2000m in heavy 
rain cloud overcast at 200ft” , what are our intentions?  I defer to the 
Navajo to see what he wants to do.  He gets the Southampton weather – 
“3000m in rain cloud broken at 400ft”  and decides to divert there.  This is 
below my minima so I make a 180 and the decision to return to Biggin, 
arriving well before my allocated return slot so get held over Kenly for 15 
minutes while a Harrier does a practice display.  Put the plane to bed and 
walk back in to the terminal. 
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 Mobile rings.  It is the Navajo crew.  They say they have managed to get 
from Southampton to Lee-on-Solent and the front has gone through as the 
weather there is now 4-5K and 1500ft cloud base – could I still come and 
get them?  Refuel plane and set off again.  Weather down to MID just as 
bad as before but they did say it was OK at Lee.  Remain at 1800ft over 
Butser Hill in hissing rain and total IMC and it is now getting dark.  
Farnborough hand me to Fleetlands.  No reply from Fleetlands, try Police 
Ops frequency without success and return to Fleetlands.  Decide I must be 
able to see the ground at 1000ft at Portsdown Hill before descending 
further.  Set up GPS on 230 to align with R23 at Lee.  Landing out to sea 
means I cannot hit anything if I have to go around.  Fleetlands comes alive 
and asks my intentions and gives me their weather – “3000m in rain, cloud 
base 600ft” .  I tell them I will make an approach but will cross their 
heliport in the descent it is directly in line with the runway.  They 
acknowledge “No problem, and no traffic to affect”  and I set up to the 
C207 to approach configuration, get a good visual check over Portsdown 
Hill in the rain (good job I live locally just up the road from here) and 
cross Fleetlands at 600 ft getting the Lee runway lights just slightly off 
centre in the gloom.  “NT” crew are ready to jump in and we make a total 
IMC flight back to Biggin with vectors to their ILS again from Thames 
Radar.  Put the plane to bed and drive 80 miles back to Horndean. 

 
18th Sept Drive 80 miles to Biggin and check in with the display office for any last 

minute changes to the air show drop time.  Can I fly off the top of the drop 
from the display and go to Yeovilton to pick up a different F16 display 
crew?  Why?  Yeovilton also has a big air show and their F16’s are 
coming to Biggin to display as well and their crews will be left behind. 
NO – I will have no doors on, no seats, only some seat belts and not 
enough fuel!  Can I land, refit the plane with doors, seats, and refuel and 
then go if they give me a slot in the middle of the Biggin show.  OK, now 
possible – draw more lines on chart etc., etc. and go to mandatory pilots 
briefing at 10:30.  At the end of the briefing, any questions?  I raise my 
hand “Where is the actual Drop Zone on the airfield?”   Stunned silence 
and a lot of head shaking from the organisers – no-one has thought of 
where I might actually have to throw the team out let alone where they 
should actually land!  I take on the additional task of setting up a suitable 
area in front of the main stand with the Army Jumpmaster.  The wind is 
getting up to around 30 knots and the team don’ t believe they will be able 
to do the drop anyway. 

 
 The Display Team decide that we will take off anyway and throw the 

Wind Drift Indicator (WDI).  Take off on time and climb to 2000ft, chuck 
the WDI and I think it goes to Southend so no drop.  Fly along display line 
playing Red Arrows, streaming orange smoke to show the assembled 
multitude that at least we tried.  Land back with parachutists still on board 
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(they hate this, and before you say anything, it is nothing to do with my 
landings!) 

 
 Put seats and seat belts in, doors on and refuel.  Just about to set off for 

Yeovilton I am told to come up into the Tower and discuss the trip as there 
have been some changes – remember, the Biggin air show is now in full 
swing.  Yeovilton refuse landing permission for the C207 during their 
show – can I go to Henstridge if someone drives the F16 crew there?  OK 
– more lines on chart etc., etc., but Henstridge is only 730m and I will be 
really heavy with me plus six crew.  Check with Henstridge and they agree 
saying rain front and low cloud has now passed through there.  Get back in 
plane to now go to Henstridge. 

 
Call for start.  Can I come back up to the Tower?  Get out and go upstairs.  
Apparently the F16’s from Yeovilton may not now come as we cannot 
predict if the Biggin runway will be wet!!  What – F16’s can’ t land in the 
rain?  It turns out that Biggin have not done some paperwork for the 
runway braking coefficient and the F16’s cannot land without this in case 
they run off the end.  Trip is aborted.  Rain comes in as expected, Tornado 
makes a brave attempt to do a few passes and the show grinds to a halt in 
low cloud and drizzle about 15:30.  I put the plane to bed, knowing that I 
have refuelled enough for a return trip to Yeovilton and will have to drop 
6 heavy parachutists tomorrow and so will be at gross weight for takeoff 
in the morning.  Get in the car and set off to drive to Gerry’s in Coulsdon 
to stay overnight to save the long trek home.   
 
Five minutes down the road mobile rings.  Can I leave at 09:00 in the 
morning, pick up the F16 crew from Henstridge and get back for the 
display if they are ready to jump in when I get there?  NO – 09:00 + 1:05 
+ 00:05 for them to get in + 1:05 = 11:10 (if nothing goes wrong!) and I 
have to be at the pilot briefing at 10:30 and our scheduled drop to open the 
show is at 11:30!  OK forget it.  I drive on. 
 
Mobile rings again.  Can I leave at 08:00 as above and then I will get back 
in time.  This is possible but I remind them it is their airport and they do 
not open until 09:00.  They will try to get an extension and call me back.  I 
drive on. 
 
Mobile rings again.  They cannot get an extension.  Can I leave tonight 
and go to Bournemouth and stay in a hotel so I can then go to Yeovilton 
(yes, changed back to Yeovilton now) early and get back in time for the 
show detail?  OK this is possible but not what I really wanted, ring me 
back when you have a confirmed hotel and transport arrangements.  I 
continue to Gerry’s house and relay to him the whole saga.  No phone 
calls.  We wait until 18:30 and Gerry hands me a large whisky and tells 
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me to drink it which I willing do.  That put paid to any flying tonight and 
they never did phone back! 

 
19th Sept No mention of Yeovilton F16 crews!  I reconfigure the C207 to parachute 

mode and I am at gross weight for the display.  It is a good job the Biggin 
runway is long.  At last, no problem at the pilot briefing and the display 
goes like clockwork.  We take off heavy and the crowd enjoy a low fly-by 
as we climb away at Vy with them little knowing that we cannot make it 
any higher down the display line even if we wanted to!  The drop is 
perfect and the guys and gals all land on the cross.  I am able to watch the 
rest of the whole show from the comfort of the terminal. 

 
Organiser Man approaches.  Glad I caught you; can I take the original F16 
crew to Manston in the morning?  Weather forecast is Charlie Romeo 
Alpha Papa.  I agree to come up and see if the weather is suitable.  Drive 
80 miles back home. 

 
20th Sept Drive 80 miles to Biggin.  Reconfigure C207 to passenger mode.  Aunty 

Beeb is saying gales everywhere.  Manston TAF given as 220/22G25 on 
Runway 28.  This will be interesting!  Load in six crew and set off as the 
F16 guys have to back in Holland by lunchtime.  Landing at Manston was 
very interesting (some would say challenging) in the crosswind but I 
brought the old girl in at 100mph with only a little flap and we got in OK 
with a couple of gusts on finals of 240/28 knots.  Dumping the crew in the 
TG Aviation terminal I find out that F16’s cannot now fly anyway (even 
though they filed at FL290) because the wind in the North Sea is gusting 
40 knots and that is above the limit for their dinghy survival equipment if 
they had to come down!   

 
I leave and set off straight away back to Biggin and being only one up I 
was able to start the take off run slightly across the runway to minimise 
the crosswind component.  Landing back at Biggin the gusty wind was 
only 10 degrees off so apart from some diabolical sink on short finals 
everything went OK.  Put the plane to bed and drive 80 miles back home 
musing that if you want to have a war then make sure it is raining and also 
windy then the F16’s cannot get to you! 

 
So you still want this job? 
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To Stornoway and Back – David Dewar 
 
During a discussion backstage at a concert earlier in the year, we discovered that two 
singing friends (one quite famous) had ‘shares’  in a remote and uninhabited island in the 
Outer Hebrides.   They were talking of visiting it, and were busy planning cars, ferries, 
and 60-mile bicycle rides to get there, and lamenting that schedules would not permit it 
this year - particularly when we talked of going there as a foursome. 
 
Having recently gained an IMCR, I was looking for a bit of a challenge to take me away 
from local flying, so offered, diffidently, to fly us all to Stornoway.   Surprisingly, the 
offer was enthusiastically taken up.    Some research now, to back up my offer, was 
clearly called for. 
 
I quickly determined that something a little faster than a PA28-181 would be an 
advantage, and load carrying capacity enough for us to travel with some luggage and life 
saving equipment would be a help.   So, I would have to undertake conversion training 
for a complex type if I was to have a choice of aircraft to hire. 
 
So, in June I started differences training in a PA32 Lance.    By this time, we had 
determined that one of our group could only manage three days out of her schedule, so 
the visit to the Outer Hebrides had to be 6th-8th September.    The IBM Flying Club 
came up trumps also, in that it would be possible for me, albeit as a northern member, to 
gain the use of one of the club’s lifekits.   (I may say that the helpfulness of the officers 
was a great boon.) 
 
Having had around 3.5 hrs training on the Lance, I started to feel that I did not want to 
hire that aircraft, and so looked around for something else.   All available PA32s for hire 
seemed to be from such a long way south that the extra expense involved would be 
prohibitive, so I settled on a PA28R (Arrow IV) from Carlisle (two of the group would be 
embarking from there anyway.)    I did a further hour on the Arrow, and obtained the 
signoff in my logbook for complex types.    Now I discovered that, owing to engine 
maintenance, although the Arrow would be out of maintenance by our scheduled dates in 
September, the CFI would not want it to undertake such a long trip as that to Stornoway 
and back. 
 
Accordingly, it was back to the drawing board to locate another aircraft to hire.   
Eventually, Pool Aviation in Blackpool were the ones to visit, and I arranged for a 
checkout and hire of their TB20. 
 
So, on 6th September, my wife and I set out from Lastingham on the North York Moors 
at 6am to drive to Blackpool for a 9am flight with an instructor to cover emergency gear 
deployment, which had been omitted inadvertently from the TB20 checkride.   That 
accomplished, the aircraft was available.   A quick call to our friends in Cumbria had 
them arrange to be in the bar at Carlisle airport for 11am.   We set off at around 1045 
from Blackpool after waiting for weather to improve a little, and climbed above cloud to 
FL50 VMC to cross the Lake District to DCS, avoiding Heysham and Sellafield.    
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Skirting around DCS on something like a 2d arc, we could descend to 2000’  on the 
Carlisle QNH, and route eastwards via Great Orton to Carlisle city.   A course of 070 
magnetic then put us on our cleared straight-in approach to Carlisle R07.    Some 
formalities (including a discussion of why I had parked in the wrong place on the apron) 
ensued, and we met our friends in the bar.     
 
Determined to do this by the book, I had them read the Ditching safety leaflet, and we 
then went to do some flight planning.   The Carlisle staff were very helpful, and assisted 
me to file my first ever flight plan for the leg to Stornoway.    We planned to route direct 
to TRN, then use the Advisory route to BRUCE, and then northwards on own navigation 
to Stornoway, with Prestwick and Benbecula as alternates. 
 
Setting off just before 1400, our take-off time was exactly 1400.    Cloudbase was around 
2000’ , so we initially routed west over the Solway Firth and sought information from 
Scottish Information about likely cloud tops.   Avoiding the nuclear power station at 
Annan, we climbed to FL50, and routed towards TRN, leaving NGY just to our right.    
Coasting out at Girvan, we headed for Arran, with a FIS from Prestwick.    (Cloud cover 
had completely disappeared as we approached Girvan.)    Visibility seemed to be around 
40nm.    Once clear of the Prestwick zone and Scottish TMA we were cleared to climb to 
FL75, and proceed VFR, with a FIS from Scottish Control.    At that level we were, of 
course, above the Restricted Areas at Skye, and could overfly them. 
 
I had been prepared to be immersed in radio navigation for most of the way, since this 
area was completely new to me.   In the event, however, the visibility was so good, that, 
coasting out from the North of Skye towards the Shant Islands, I could see easily the 
Islands of Harris and Lewis, and received a joining clearance from Stornoway Approach 
at 30d, to call again at 10d.    A leisurely descent took us to that point, at which we were 
cleared straight in on R36, landing at 1600, exactly two hours after leaving Carlisle. 
 
Stornoway airport staff (HIAL) could not have been more welcoming as we fueled, and 
hangared the aircraft, and went to pick up our previously arranged hire car. 
 
A 60 mile journey south took us to the small port of Leverburgh on the Sound of Harris, 
where we stayed the night before embarking on a small boat for the 45 minute sea 
crossing to the uninhabited island which was the object of our quest.   Once there, we 
arranged for the boat to return for us at 5pm, and settled down to enjoy our sojourn on the 
island.    After conducting a short choir practice for the resident seals, I spent some time 
providing what I hoped was a much appreciated impromptu meal for some of the local 
midges, whilst my companions went swimming in the sea with the seals.   The day was 
completely cloudless throughout, and the sun very warm.   As the boat approached to 
take us back to Leverburgh, we celebrated a completely relaxing day with a bottle each of 
Hebridean beer. 
 
The following morning saw us complete our journey back to Stornoway to drop off our 
hired car, and retrieve the aircraft from the hangar. 
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Not being familiar with any fuel tank tabs, etc., on the TB20, I had had the aircraft filled 
with fuel, and we would, consequently, now be too heavy with four up, and all our 
baggage.   Accordingly, I took two of the party for a short flight around the top of the 
Island of Lewis, to burn off some fuel.    This enabled me, the wind being in the right 
direction, to sample an approach on R18 when we returned, and enjoy the sight of the 
approach lights in the sea. 
 
We had decided, for various reasons, that we would fly direct to Blackpool, and all four 
drive back to the Carlisle area, from whence my wife and I would return to North 
Yorkshire after a few days.    A flight plan to Blackpool was filed, we again donned 
lifejackets, and loaded the aircraft, the earlier fuel burn now putting us comfortably 
below MAUW. 
 
The return leg was even clearer, with take-off in perfect visibility.   In fact, the entire 
flight, until some haze nearing Blackpool, was conducted in something like 60nm 
visibility.    After take-off we routed south west along the Lewis and Harris coastline to 
the Sound of Harris, in order to orbit the small island on which we had spent the previous 
day.    Stornoway had handed us over to Benbecula approach for this phase, and they in 
turn handed us on to Scottish Control once our orbiting was complete. 
 
Leaving the island, an ascent to FL75 was completed by the time we reached island of 
Rhum, from where we routed towards the BRUCE reporting point.   Approaching Arran, 
a descent to 5000’  on the Prestwick QNH was required, and we then transited the zone 
with a FIS from Prestwick, before handover to Scottish Information for the crossing of 
Dumfries and Galloway towards DCS, crossing the Solway Firth, and crossing the Lake 
District towards FIWUD.     The views of the west coast of Scotland, of the mountains 
and islands, of the Lakeland Fells, and of the Lakes themselves were stunning. 
 
Descending to 2000’  by FIWUD, we were handed over to Blackpool Approach, and 
cleared to join right base for R10.    By the time we landed, the leg from Stornoway had 
taken 2hrs 45mins. 
 
All three days had seen absolutely stunning weather, warm, cloudless, with excellent 
visibility.   Of course, not one of us had brought a camera!    I had had so easy a time 
flying that I am now worried that it was too easy.   We have decided to try to fix up a tour 
of the Highlands and Islands, and to fly to Orkney possibly for the festival there next 
year. 

 
The day following our return saw the north of England turn very definitely to autumn, 
with moors and hills blanketed in foggy security! 
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Over the Counter Remedies – Clare Grange 
 
 

 
 

 
I have recently been reading the report into the Bombardier Challenger accident, at 
Birmingham International Airport in January 2002, which killed all five on board. The 
findings of the investigators are salutary and a lesson to us all. According to the report 
the reasons for the crash were: 
1) The crew did not ensure that N90AG’s wings were clear of frost prior to take off. 
2) Reduction of the wing stall angle of attack, due to surface roughness associated with 
frost contamination, to below that at which the stall protection system was effective. 
3) Possible impairment of crew performance by the combined effects of a non -
prescription drug (diphenhydramine), jet-lag and fatigue. 
Obviously icing was the primary cause of the crash but other factors appear to have 
played a significant role including the use of diphenhydramine which is an ingredient 
in many over the counter (OTC) remedies. 
Diphenhydramine is a sedating antihistamine and found in many OTC products to help 
ease coughs and colds, including some of the Benylin range, and an interesting point to 
mention here is that Benylin also contains ethanol although not a lot but ethanol 
nonetheless! Diphenhydramine is also specifically used in preparations such as Nytol to 
combat short term insomnia. In this country the packaging will carry a warning which 
will advise against alcohol consumption and will also recommend against driving and 
operating machinery. However, this is not the case in the USA where, according to the 
report, typically there are no warnings on the packaging of sleep aid drugs containing 
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diphenhydramine. A factor which is not widely known is that drugs such as this have a 
prolonged duration of action which is potentiated by alcohol. It can and probably will 
affect your performance the next day. There are other antihistamines (with long 
complicated names) which are also widely available in OTC products e.g. Phenergan, 
Night Nurse and Piriton. I should also mention that even the non-sedating products 
may have an adverse effect on your performance! 
The point here is that there are many OTC preparations and you really are spoilt for 
choice but it is advisable to consult your AME or the CAA’s medical department 
before taking any of these. This is not to detract from the knowledge and skills 
possessed by GPs and pharmacists but most of them have not been trained in aviation 
medicine therefore it is important, if not vital, that the appropriate specialist advice be 
sought.  
Another factor to consider is that if you really do need this sort of remedy what is the 
ailment in the first place? Should you actually be flying? It is far better to be safe and 
ground yourself until the problem has resolved. There are many medications which you 
can fly with safely but seek the proper advice first i.e. from the appropriately qualified 
practitioner. Some time ago I found myself unable to sleep, this was towards the end of 
my training at SFT when things were a little stressful, and spoke to my AME about it. 
He prescribed a short acting hypnotic (CAA approved and prescription only) which did 
the trick and as it happened I only required the geriatric dose! It served a purpose and 
helped me stay sane to say nothing for poor Dave who was getting a bit fed up with me 
roaming around the house at all hours!   
I am writing this in the hope of heightening awareness of some of the pitfalls inherent 
in OTC remedies. The accident report states that both pilots were known for their 
conscientious approach and both were highly respected. The report also suggests these 
two pilots did not realise the implications of taking diphenhydramine, particularly 
given the lack of warnings on the packaging, including the caution against the ingestion 
of alcohol (they’d consumed moderate amounts the night before and none was found at 
post mortem but diphenhydramine was found). It is likely this drug was taken by them 
both to aid sleep as they were jet-lagged and therefore tired. It is terribly sad, 
particularly for those bereaved, but something we can all learn from. 
 
 
 



 17

Royal Aero Club Flying Races: Alderney 24th-26th September – 
Jim Hull 
 
Those of you who know us may remember I have wanted to fly to Alderney for a while 
now. It just had not happened. 
At long last we decided on the weekend of 24th 26th September when we could join in the 
events of the Royal Aero Club (as spectators). 
 
As this was a first for me, to fly direct to Alderney, I had to learn the requirements for 
Special Branch and Customs when flying from Thruxton. I discovered the form Thruxton 
supplied me has been superceded. 
I received an email with form attached. When completed the form could either be faxed 
or emailed back to Special Branch. 

Ralf setting up the prizes on the Sunday 
 
Ralf Burridge of Alderney Flying Club (in the green shirt) was the organiser for the 
Races weekend. He had me fill a registration form so I could be part of the weekend©s 
activities. This provided me with a number. 
This number was to be included in section 18 of my Flight Plans. 
Ralf helped with our accommodation and we were booked into the Georgian House 
Hotel. The food there, be it bar lunches or evening meals, was great, we can recommend 
it. 
 
Our flight went from Thruxton to Chilbolton Telescope to Barton on Sea, missing the Lee 
on Solent Air Display that was Notamed. We landed at Alderney at 12 15 into a strong 
cross wind. 
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G-XK at Alderney. 
 
 
That evening we attended the Royal Aero Club dinner in our hotel. We joined a table 
with two couples Mike and Sandra and Clive and Gloria. They owned a Socata Trinidad, 
bought new. Clive had gone to see it being built. Mike had had trouble in the past with 
his medical. His ECG had been challenged and the CAA had taken away his licence. He 
contested this and eventually the Doctor that designed the test gave him a clearance and 
he got his licence back. Cost him quite a bit in the process. 
 
An interesting part of the evening was the Limerick session. Each table had been charged 
with producing a limerick about people or events in the club, or if not, then a fun one. We 
laughed so much, such great talent. We made a mental note to use this idea in the future. 
 
On Saturday there were practice races in the morning. The course went from the airfield 
to the coast, sharp left turn to the lighthouse then out to the Casquettes then back over the 
runway. Six laps, or was it seven? 
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Clive©s Trinidad getting ready for Sunday©s race. 
 
 
We had one of the pilots in the hotel. Gabriel had flown from Palma to take part in the 
races. He flew a Jodel and enthused over his plane. This was his second race meeting. He 
won the first race on Saturday but was later disqualified for being out of limits on one of 
the turns over the airfield. 
 

 Gabriel in his Jodel  
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On the Sunday we watched the briefing, then the start up. Geoffery Boot was there, a face 
I recognised from his articles in the Flyer Magazine. He fllies a Siai Marchetti, vividly 
painted as the photo below shows. 
 

Geoffrey Boot©s Marchetti 
 
 
Several of us went to the Scrutinizer©s point on the cliff top. There we had a good view 
 of the aircraft at low level, making the sharp left turn to the Light house.  

Scrutinizers at cliff top site. 
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One of the racers, twin boom Cessna 
 
 
We did not stay for the prize-giving as we wanted to be back in time to attend the Bourne 
Park BBQ. 
We took off for Thruxton in fine weather. ATC kept us below 1000 feet to the boundary. 
The flight back was fine and we had good views of the Needles and the coastline. 
 
For those interested in air racing: Royal Aero Club  
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G-TOUR Goes Touring: Pas de Calais – Danny Elliott 
 
It was the weekend of the Goodwood ‘ revival’  meeting, and the airfield was to be closed  
from Friday to Sunday inclusive for general and training activities. Anything to do with 
the meeting was O.K but we lesser mortals were excluded. It was in order to depart but 
not return early on the Friday, and vice versa on the Sunday, by special approval of 
course. John Bond and I decided we would take G TOUR, the Plessey Club Robin 200, 
and ‘do’  the weekend over in the Calais area on a 3 day tour of the Pas de Calais and 
perhaps look at a couple of WW1 RFC airfields. 
 
Friday morning came, looking good so John and I turned up bright and early clutching 
our ‘special’  passes to get to the aircraft which we had left prepared for the trip on 
runway 28 now being used as an aircraft parking area. We were anxious to get away and 
were soon sitting at the hold of 14R waiting for slot release only to be baulked by a long 
Spitfire display up and down said runway.  It was going to take awhile so we switched off 
and enjoyed the best and closest Spitfire display we had ever seen. 
   
We eventually got away and departed towards the east for the channel crossing. 
Although the viz from the ground looked excellent, at 2000’  it was as murky as you know 
what and only just VMC all the way to Lydd and halfway across the channel. Here the 
French authorities (Lille) kicked in and the weather immediately upgraded to “Gin clear” . 
We landed at Calais, my first time here, and we taxied in to a small landing fee and then 
into the restaurant where we enjoyed a tasty yet cheap meal. 
 

  
Calais 
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The only drawback to this trip for me was that, having only an NPPL, I personally could  
not share the P1 job as that is illegal, however I did get to do the navigation and some 
radio as far as my limited French would allow.  We then left Calais for St Omer which 
had been a large RFC base for Maintenance, repairs etc. and personnel movements, and 
was the main centre for the Corps HQ. It is now considered as the birthplace of the RAF. 
 

 
St Omer 
 
We landed and strolled into what passes as the control tower and cafe on the airfield. 
There is a larger “ restaurant just outside the main gate.  Once inside we ordered two cups 
of coffee from a young (10) boy who served up our order free of charge. We were then 
told by the lads’  grandmother “ there is no charge for the landing m’sieu. Can you 
imagine that in England?   
 
We wandered around the airfield, but of course there was no sign of the huge 
encampment we had seen pictured on the walls of the cafe when it had been some 
establishment. We then came upon a brand new memorial stone some 5’  by 8’  
commemorating the events of the base during the 14-18 war and the sacrifices of the 
members of the RFC. I later saw the unveiling of this memorial on our local TV. Having 
taken a couple of pictures we then decided to depart for Abbeville where we planned to 
spend the night. This was at 16.55  local and the trip in the calm evening air was 
uneventful with excellent views of the rather flat landscape which comprises that area. 
Touchdown was at 17.25 and the sheep which cover the airfield had been rounded up by 
the two duty dogs and the resident shepherd.We spent a pleasant evening, after an 
excellent meal with some very nice wine, wandering about the airfield chatting with other 
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St Omer 
 
overnighters then slept in comfortable beds in a “Chambre”  for three. The cost for this all 
in was 89 Euros for the two. The landing here was 9 Euros. 
 
The next day we left Abbeville at 11.35 local and departed east to Arras where we landed 
at 1200. The day was bright and sunny and there was little activity. 
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St Omer 
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Arras 
 
This had also been an RFC base (again no signs of course) and again no landing fee but 
the coffee was, I think 0.25 Euros.from the little cafe, served again by a small boy and his 
mother. There was little to do here so we left for Amien (Glisy), heading back west. 
 

 
Amiens 
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We landed at Amien which was very busy with gliding activity and some very good fliers 
practising their aerobatics. The place was full of aircraft and flying clubs but everyone 
too busy to talk to us even for the collection of a landing fee. There appeared to be no 
open eating facilities so we walked the short distance to a nearby (huge) shopping mall 
where we ate a reasonable lunch. On arrival back at the field there was still no one 
interested in chat or landing fees so we took off again with the usual blind calls as we did 
on our arrival…..still no responses. 
 
On our way to Amien we had intended to land at Albert but discovered that they were 
closed for runway repairs, so we made do with an overfly and decided to do that one 
another time (a good excuse to go back). Again, there no signs of any WW1 relics from 
the air. 
 
Having left Amien we flew back towards Abbeville where we had decided to spend the 
second night. This entailed a route along the course of the Somme. Looking down on the  
river one could easily see why the conditions of the 14-18 battles were fought in mud as 
the river is really not one bed but is made up of a whole series of parallel courses 
covering a very wide area and, given the flat terrain, likely to spill over everywhere under 
rainy conditions. No wonder it turned into a quagmire. We arrived back at Abbeville to 
spend another pleasant night.  
 
After our meal we sat outside talking with various English fliers who were either going  
to, or coming from, some French rallies. There was one group of 7 Pitts Specials, another 
with one particular microlight type and various  “ULAs”. Things were quite busy in the  
restaurant that evening and we finished up with a constitutional in the dark along the  
length of the longest runway, which had once been used by the infamous yellow nosed 
ME109’s. It was their group that built the hard runways thank you very much! 
 
The next morning we took off for Le Touquet to sign out with Customs. While there, we 
walked into Le Touquet town where we had a nice meal (no wine) and then walked  
back to the airfield some 3 miles or so which seemed like 5 in the hot sun though we did 
manage to get some shade under the trees. Once back at the field we departed at 15.30 
for Goodwood by running up the coast to Cap Gris Nez where we coasted out for Dover.  
As usual, as we did so the English weather did its thing and we ran straight into the murk 
and even though climbing were stuck with it. This is where John’s IMC got a bit of 
practise and he was very pleased when I said “We have the white cliffs in clear view” . 
 
We made it back to Goodwood at 15.55 with a straight in and parked up. Having put the  
aircraft to bed, we fought our way out through the still massive crowd and escaped 
despite various marshals trying to “direct us”  elsewhere. Our lift was waiting for us and 
we arrived home to a welcome cup of tea. It was a thoroughly good weekend with plenty 
of flying good company, food, etc, and I would gladly do it again and probably will next 
year but going more westerly. Roll on 2005. 
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I rv Lee News – I rv Lee 
 
I am now a Radio (FRTOL) Examiner for both VHF and HF. 
 
 
 

Royal Aeronautical Society (Southampton Branch) Lectures  – 
Danny Elliott 
 
For further information see the RAeS Southampton Branch website. 
  
25th November 2004 @ 7pm in Lecture Room A, Nuffield building, Highfield Campus, 
University of Southampton 
The Regulation and Flying Supervision at an International Air Show 
 
20th January 2005 @ 7pm in Lecture Room A, Nuffield building, Highfield Campus, 
University of Southampton 
Vulcan to the Skies 
 
February 2005 (provisional) @ 7pm in Lecture Room A, Nuffield building, Highfield 
Campus, University of Southampton 
Partnerships between Airports and Airlines 
 
March 2005 @ Turner-Simms Concert Hall, Highfield Campus, University of 
Southampton 
RJ Mitchell Lecture 
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Thought for the Day – The Revd. Chasuble 
 

 
 
 

--- The End ---  


