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Tel/Fax : 01243374681    Mobile 07703162288  
Email : morsuepj@ntlworld.com 

The Squadron Buzz is the four monthly “Newsletter” of the Fleet Air Arm 

Squadron. The editor invites contributions including photographs from all members 

(e.g. Reports, Letters, News, Anecdotes, Flying Information etc.). Please submit for 

Buzz No 62 by the deadline date of Friday 23rd November 2012 to :   

Diary of Events  2012 
  

  

 Sept Sat 1
st

      Lee on Solent BBQ * 

     (Phil Moore 07703162288) 
  

 
Sept Wed 19

th
     Old Warden* 

     (John Marriot 01234823173) 
  

 
Oct Wed/Thur 23

rd
 & 24

th
   Arrow Mill *  

     (Denis Woodhams  01789763347) 

  
 
Nov Sat 24

th
    Annual Dinner at HMS Collingwood 

     (Michael Ryan 07785294108 & Sue Moorehead 01749672791) 
  
  *Members of the FAAOA living in the area will be invited by the Squadron to join in the asterixed events above 

7 FAAS aircraft gather at Shawbury 

for one of the best events ever.  

Many thanks to Tim & Fiona Nicholas          

 for organising such a splendid 

       visit.  Report will be in  

              December Buzz 
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Airfield Quiz 

 

Congratulations to the many readers 
who correctly identified my home town 
erstwhile airfield at Roborough, Ply-
mouth.  First past the post was last 
issues winner Tim Nicholas closely 
followed by Peter Lovegrove, Jeremy 
Cozens, Alasdair Pickering, John 
Beaty & Simon Wilson all on the day of 
publication with many more in the days 
following.   

 
 
 
  
 
First opened for the Royal Flying Corps in 1916 this airfield was in military 
hands until 1979.  Although used by the RAF for most of its life it was oper-
ated by the Army and the Royal Navy for a short while.  In 2005 parts of the 
airfield became listed which has done much to preserve it from the devel-
opers.   

Buzz 62 Mystery Airfield? Answers to Ed please. 
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decrease in control effectiveness due to the lack of slipstream over the 
tail.  Just as a matter of interest, on the next flight why not bring the 
power back to idle, deploy takeoff flap and check your rate of descent, 
you might be a little surprised.  As an extension of thought concerning 
engine failures, it is IMPOSSIBLE to ‘stretch a glide’ the only speed to fly 
is the best lift over drag speed, if the idea is to glide as far as possible.  
Where do we find that number?  Well you might want to consider using 
something like the best angle of climb speed which should be in the book 
somewhere.  Just one final thought...even If a turn back to the runway 
downwind is possible, it could well result in landing long.  If it goes a little 
wrong, the speed at which the aeroplane hits something is increased.  
The aircraft is carrying a lot more energy when hitting something down-
wind than when hitting something into wind.  This additional energy is 
what can really smart!  Think of it this way.  A properly flown Auster in 
ground effect will be touching down at something like 30 kts. probably 
less.  So with a 10 kt. headwind in the worst case we will be hitting some-
thing under control at 20kts. Even if before touchdown!  In the other direc-
tion it would be 40 kts  .....Twice the ground speed, (I seem to remember 
that in that illustration the energy is squared) a lot more energy to absorb!  
That increase in energy could make the difference between a little embar-
rassment while walking away, or alternatively having the engine sitting in 
your lap.  About the only positive aspect of that thought is that at least it 
would have cooled off a little by then.  We can improve the situation, by 
turning on to a crosswind leg at a reasonable altitude, perhaps 400 feet 
or so, while climbing.  Not only does this have the advantage of staying 
closer to the airfield, but there will be fewer degrees to turn to return to 
the airfield ….. somewhere.  Normally there are fewer trees on an airfield.  
It is a fact that most engine failures occur during the first power change.  
There is no reason to reduce power after takeoff.  There is a myth that 
reducing power is somehow saving the engine. It isn’t ‘saving’ the engine!  
Why not get as much altitude as possible as quickly as possible.  It might 
also be thought of as 
a good idea NOT to 
change tanks until 
safely and comforta-
bly airborne.  As I 
always say; Just 
food for thought, to 
be considered……. 
or not! 

Trevor Roche in Shuttleworth’s DH53 Hummingbird 
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that, but there is none of the considerable increased drag from the idling 
propeller that is experienced with a dead engine, and there is still slip-
stream over the tail even at idle power providing additional control over 
the tail.  Now for a true story.  A friend of mine, a very high time pilot, a 
very experienced display pilot was starting his normal display in a 450 
horse power Boeing Stearman.  His normal routine started with a roll 
immediately after takeoff.  On this occasion his engine stopped dead just 
as he became inverted.  Fortunately he was able to flick it more or less 
upright as it hit the ground.  The aircraft was destroyed, but he was able 
to walk away from it.  When he was telling me about it afterwards, his 
comment was that he had no idea just how instantaneous the drag would 
increase to kill his airspeed before he could recover.  So here is a highly 
experienced display pilot caught out by the unexpected, very great and 
sudden increase in drag.  When training in the military, we used to de-
ploy some flap to simulate the increased drag of a dead engine, and a jet 
doesn't experience the same amount of drag increase as with a piston 
aircraft.  As previously mentioned there is that other factor working 
against the pilot, which is the decrease of airflow over the tail.  There is 
quite a lot suddenly going against the pilot, so perhaps it really isn't so 
surprising to hear of a pilot stalling in this situation.  Remember also that, 
due in part to the NACA 23012 aerofoil; our Austers are relatively effi-
cient when compared for example, to a Piper Cub with its flat bottomed 
Clark Y aerofoil.  The downside to this efficient aerofoil is that there is 
very little in the way of prestall buffet, and what there is, is easy to miss 
in the heat of the moment.  The second situation was the case of a 
power failure after takeoff.  The pilot seemed to have enough altitude to 
turn back, but if we analyze an attempt to turn back, instead of landing 
somewhere within the recommended.  30 degrees of the departure 
heading, it becomes apparent again that there is a lot going against the 
pilot.  There is the sudden unexpected increase in drag, but in this case 
we can also involve simple mathematics.  Consider this; the most effi-
cient turn that you can manage in a gliding turn is probably about 3 de-
grees/second.  In order to return to the departure runway one might think 
it would be 180 degrees.  Unfortunately not true, that would put the air-
craft way offset to one side.  The turn back could easily require a further 
two 90 degree turns in order to return to the departure runway.  However 
for the sake of easy mathematics, let us just consider 180 degrees.  A 
light aircraft with an idling propeller and dead engine could well be de-
scending at 1000ft/minute  The turn mentioned will take ONE MINUTE.  
Another consideration is that one might well have taken off into wind, 
making the downwind approach a somewhat hurried affair at best.  As I 
say simple arithmetic demonstrates some of the difficulties involved in 
turning back to the departure runway.  In addition, let us not forget the 
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Back up to the full 24 
pages is the first August 
Buzz thanks in plenty to 

two stalwart contributors Brent Owen and Pe-
ter Lovegrove who regale us with stories of 
FAA greatness in years gone by.  Brent’s 210 knot touchdown in the 
snaky scimitar (page 13), and his ‘underwater’ catapult launch in super-
marine’s mighty single seater (page 15), all make for a ‘riveting’ read.  On 
page 17 Peter pulls no punches with his hot landing letter from those hal-
cyon days at RNAS Halfar, (HMS Falcon), in the early fifties. What fun 
they must have had in those plentiful times of amazing military might.  
Page 5 sports a very readable report of our visit to Westlands at Yeovil by 
Martin Holloway.  What a great welcome we were given at Judwin, (where 
did that name come from?).  Many thanks to Peter Moorehead and his 
colleagues for giving us such a grand tour of the UK’s premier helicopter 
manufacturer.  After last issues plea for more articles I received a sharp 
email from Roger Richardson Bunbury questioning why I had not put his 
Canadian Halifax article in the Buzz, “was it not good enough”, “had I for-
gotten it” .  Needless to say the editorial brain cells had been on a make & 
mend so it is in this buzz instead.  All good stuff especially the tail gunners 
flask of coffee after 49 years at the bottom of a 750ft deep Norwegian 
lake! 
 

The Fleet Air Arm Squadron  has achieved much since its formation in 
1996 , 70 — 80 members, 60+ aircraft, fantastic flying programme includ-
ing terrific events like the Westlands visit. We have a great social environ-
ment complete with wives and partners, recognition as a Military Flying 
Club giving free access to most MOD airfields, we support the FAAOA 
Gliding Scholarship initiative and enjoy more benefits.  Like most associa-
tions it relies on a few organisers to provide the deliverables for the many 
and they can’t go on forever!  Michael Ryan, our current CO, has been in 
post for three years come November and served us 8 years as Senior 
Pilot before that.  He will not continue after the squadron Dinner on 24th 
November, without a CO we would shrivel and die so please think about 
who should relieve Michael.  Michael is about to circulate an email touting 
for nominations to relieve him and also fill some other posts that need 
bodies.  Please make sure you all respond to this survey  
even if only to nominate someone else for the job.   
Future survival of the FAA Squadron depends  on it!  
 
      Happy Landings 
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New Member 
 

Chaplin 3 Clyffe House 01305848350 07739987829  RV7 

Paul  Tinclton       G-RINZ 
  Dorchester  chaplino@gmail.com Bagber Farm
  DT2 8QR  

Forthcoming Events 
 

Lee on Solent BBQ:  This fine painting by John Ford of a Spitfire high 
over Lee on Solent advertises Sat-
urday 1st September as the date 
for our Squadron Barbecue at 
HMS Daedalus airfield by kind per-
mission of Britten Norman. I have 
organised HMS Sultan Band, and 
the Boss is trying to lure the Vixen 
in to land at Lee.  Yeovilton Flying 
Club and local FAAOAs will be in 
attendance.  Booking form with 
firm detail out early August. 

Old Warden Wednesday 
19th September:  John Mar-
riot is organising a nostalgic 
extravaganza at the Shuttle-
worth museum which we last 
enjoyed in 2006.  It was most 
interesting then and will be so 
again this time with some of 
the machines which were 
then under rebuild now in fly-
ing condition. A great event 
not to be missed. 

Arrow Mill Wed/Thur 23/24 Oct:  
We have not been entertained at  
the Woodhams hostelry for far too 
long, so, make up for it by flying in 
to Wellesbourne Mountford or 
Bideford for the last proper flying 
event of the year, who knows we 
might even get some decent 
weather by then! 
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Further Food for Thought, (Perhaps) 
By Brent Owen 
 

In the past year or so, we have had a couple of Austers where the en-
gines have stopped for some reason,  doesn't matter what the reason is 
when you think of it when everything goes all quiet.   The first one resulted 
in some nasty injuries, the second one was more fortunate, but both air-
craft were badly damaged.  Both of these pilots were experienced, and in 

the first case I believe that he had been flying his aircraft for many years.  
Each of the accidents was the result of different actions, but it would be 
unwise to be too judgmental too quickly.  According to comments from the 
pilot shortly afterwards, he was under the impression that the aircraft must 
have stalled.  Difficult to understand an experienced pilot stalling in that 
situation?  Maybe not.  I am sure that we all assiduously practice our en-
gine failure procedures, or power off landings.  We perhaps feel self right-
eous in doing our emergency procedures.  But perhaps we are missing 
the point just a bit.  Now, I suspect that very few of us have had an actual 
power failure.  We normally pull the power back to idle and make the ap-
proach into a suitable field or perhaps back to the airfield for a full stop 
landing and feel quite satisfied with the results.  The problem with this is 
that we always have an amount of residual thrust at idle power.  The air-
craft does not decelerate as quickly as with a total power failure.  Not only 
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It lists the vehicles just in front 

It lists those to the rear 

And taking this into account 

It specifies my gear 

 

 

I'm sure no other driver 

Has so helpful a device 

For when we leave and lock the 

car 

It still gives its advice 

 

 

It fills me up with counselling 

Each journey's pretty fraught 

So why don't I exchange it 

And get a quieter sort? 

 

 

Ah well, you see, it cleans the 

house 

Makes sure I'm properly fed 

It washes all my shirts and 

things 

And - keeps me warm in bed! 

SATNAV 
 

I have a little Satnav 

It sits there in my car 

A Satnav is a driver's friend 

It tells you where you are 

 

I have a little Satnav 

I've had it all my life 

It does more than the normal one 

My Satnav is my wife 

 

It gives me full instructions 

On exactly how to drive 

"It's thirty miles an hour" it says 

"And you're doing thirty five" 

 

It tells me when to stop and start 

And when to use the brake 

And tells me that it's never ever 

Safe to overtake  

 

It tells me when a light is red 

And when it goes to green 

It seems to know instinctively 

Just when to intervene 
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   Agusta Westland Visit 23rd May 2012 
By Martin Holloway 
 

No fewer than twenty-eight members and guests gathered at Westland’s 
Yeovil factory on a beautiful summer day that turned out to be the hottest 
of the year so far.  Those who flew in on this perfect flying day were very 
lucky, for the following morning South Somerset was shrouded in dense 
fog, which never cleared all day.  The visit had been organised by Peter 
Moorehead, our man in the tower of Yeovil Judwin.  Peter and his wife, 
Sue, helped to guide us around the factory, together with Phil Horsefield.  

Our first call was to the Marketing Presentation Theatre.  Rick Wellesley 
had driven from London to be with us to tell us all about what Agusta 
Westland are producing.  The quantity of work undertaken was quite im-
pressive.  Westland is providing back-up for 4,500 aircraft in eighty coun-
tries for twenty-six different aircraft types, of which 40% are military.  
One very interesting aircraft is the Tilt Rotor AW 609; two aircraft have 
been completed and flown in Italy.  The Americans have now sold the 
nine VIP Presidential aircraft, which they never used, to a company in 
Canada.  In the future there are plans for a rotary un-manned drone for 
AEW and surveillance.  In the factory the upgrade of thirty Merlin Mk 1s 
to Mk 2 status continues, alongside Lynx up-dates for the Army and 
Navy.  Rick then handed over to Paul Norman, who told us all about 
Wildcat Design for Production.  It may look like a Lynx, but is in fact a 



6 

completely new aircraft, 
made up of 25,000 
parts.  The computer-
generated 3D pictures 
show the builder just 
how every part fits, so 
instead of searching 
through many drawings 
he just has to bring it up 
on the computer screen.  
Modern technology is 
just mind-boggling!  We 
then set off for a tour of 
the factory.  First stop 

was the huge hangar where the AW 101 VIP aircraft are assembled.  
They are just huge.  Then it was on to the assembly line for the AW 159 
Wildcat, a smaller hangar, but just as clean and well organised.  The 
Wildcat is constructcd in eight stages; the first six stages are on build; 
stage 7 is paint, and stage 8 is testing.  GKN, on the same site, provide 
the basic airframe, which takes about 4,000 man-hours to produce, 
which then goes through the six build stages, each of which takes thir-
teen days.  To meet this target Westland is working 24-hours and 7-days 
a week and is aiming for a 5,000 man-hours target for each aircraft.  The 
Army has taken delivery of the first ten Wildcats and the first Navy air-
craft should be seen at Air Day on June 23

rd
.  We then returned to the 

Theatre for a buffet luncheon, followed by a tour through the In-Service 
Aircraft Support Centre, where the Lynx, Sea King and Merlins were be-
ing modified and repaired.  Our last port of call was the Flight Test han-
gar, housing the completed aircraft.  Here we were all lined up in front of 
a Wildcat for a group photograph.  This was the end of our tour and 
those who had flown in departed for the airfield.  Amongst the aviators 
was Tim Nicholas, who had managed to arrange a training flight from 
RAF Shawbury and brought four other instructors with him in the Bell 
412 Griffin.  Brent Owen arrived in his Mark 3 Auster, Tony Ashmead in 
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now dispensing 
its therapy.  Mo-
ments later, a 
voice broke 
through the 
'music' of the 
spraying water. 
"Er, you were a 
bit too close, 
weren’t you? " 
she asked, her 
voice rising to 
the question.  
The shower 
went cold, my 
face paled as I towelled off and observed --- "You can't see the airfield 
from Birzebbuga, even on our roof, so where were you?"  "With some of 
the wives at the NAAFI Supermarket" she answered", on the North side of 
the airfield -- we watched you all landing".  Life is ever thus, even today. 
There is always someone in a Supermarket who knows you and what 
you are up to.  Within weeks, and without warning, the Squadron was 
moved to North Africa, to Castel Idris airfield South of Tripoli. It used 
to be Castel Benito in the days of Italian occupation. Luckily our back 
up transport aircraft had space for a few wives so our service and social 
life continued.  We swam off the North Tripoli beach and stayed at 
the NAAFI "Bath Club", situated on the hill to the East of Tripoli. From 
there we ventured into the city, walking through the war ravaged 
harbour, then through the West Gate down the length of the Souk to 
exit into the Square via the East Gate. For two weeks our extended hon-
eymoon continued, coming to a halt as the Transport aircraft whisked our 
wives away to be repositioned home. For me a year would pass 
before we were reunited.  The Squadron stay at Castel Idris was not 
much longer. Having exercised our ground attack role in the deep de-
sert, we were moved to Iraq, via the Canal Zone, to cover the Mosadeq 
period and the associated Foreign Office requirements. But that is another 
one of life's chapters. 

RNAS Hal Far 
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through and reassemble ahead of the Fleet.  
It was evident from the start that we had 
caught them recovering their aircraft which 
restricted their freedom of action and 
changed our plan slightly. Being in the sea 
level section, and not wishing to come face 
to face with an aircraft downwind to land --- 
on, I moved to the starboard side of the main 
carrier. Those in the recovery circuit would 
be above us as we flashed through and 
assumed our climb out heading back to 
Malta and Hal Far.  Back on land we were 
all 

i
on the mat' having been met by 

stern faced Brass Hats who conveyed their concern at our having dis-
turbed the 6th Fleet operations. Understandably, the U.S.Admiral was not 
amused. But then, my 'mat' was a little bit thicker than the others since 
I had bent an aircraft on landing.  The story being --- we recovered to 
the Island in Battle Formation for an operational break into the cir-
cuit. "Keep it tight" cried the 
Boss, "left -- right, left -- right 
on landing", which of course 
we did. I was No.5 on the left, 
curving in tightly on final, and 
leveled in the hot turbulent air to 
touch on. As I flared the aircraft 
flick stalled, slamming the nose 
wheel on the ground.  Suddenly I 
had no nose wheel, but wonder-
fully, the leg was still locked 
down. The stump proceeded to 
etch it's signature on the run-
way, producing a massive shower of sparks. "You're on fire" came a 
cry from No7 overhead as he overshot, but then seated in the cockpit 
one is unable to see the 'Brocks' display. The aircraft came to rest 
with the steaming hot leg still locked, having protected the nose struc-
ture and not setting fire to anything.  This time I was the focus of the Brass 
Hats displeasure. They were having a busy day. Forms were initiated 
and I headed for home and that longed for shower in our nice little 'newly 
wed' flat down in Birzebbugia.  "Hello Lovely" I called, as I climbed the 
stairs to the delightfully tiled floor. "Don't come in the kitchen" came 
the urgent reply, as she struggled with the paraffin cooking stove equip-
ment which was a feature of the island, so I headed for the shower. Bliss, 
the tank in the sunshine on the roof gives us warm water and it was 

Corsairs!  

             “don’t wave to them” 

McDonnell F2H Banshee 
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his Pulsar and Phil and Sue Moore in their 
Piper Arrow.   The rest of us then made our 
way back to the main gate to say goodbye 
and many thanks to Phil Horsfield and Rick 
Wellesley, who had guided us on the tour.  
This was the Squadron’s second visit to 
Augusta Westland; the previous one was in 
May 2005.  We were even more impressed 
by what we had seen on this visit. 

Westward (Land) Ho    
“I Remembered About Flying From That" 

By Peter Lovegrove 
 

Whilst the well known phrase is 'I learned about flying from that', at my 'tender 
age' I feel that I should have already learned about the experience that today 
jerked me into remembering.  It was a good gathering and we all departed in 
our various directions. Those flying taxied out up the slight hill to the holding 
point which was situated about half way on the grass strip, and took off in turn.  
When landing I had noted how well this grass strip had been tended, with good 
extension and clear climb out ahead. So I was happy to poke my head over 
the rising ground and take off.  My underpowered Cessna 150 takes a while 
to get the message. It eventually rises to the occasion and, like a good horse, 
heads for home. But this time, not quite. Unknown to me the extension grass 
was not mown like the main strip, and this horse lingered in the lush 
green field .  As I lifted off at the 'unstall' the wheels brushed the long grass, 
dragging me back. We had ventured into the strip extension. Both man and 
engine were now occupied with the intention of progressing, me concentrating 
on my educated handling and the engine pulling as best it could. A couple of 
knots gained, another brush and we broke clear.  Our departure was assisted 
by the previously observed clear climb out ahead. The hill dropped away 
and both pilot and engine breathed a sigh of relief as we slowly gained compo-
sure and essential height.  The busy traffic below was oblivious to the drama 
overhead. The controls in my hands 
reminded me of the handling taught 
us for deck landing in the early 'big 
piston' engined days ---- on the stall. 
Moments later we changed fre-
quency whilst the tail wind sped us 
homeward, or so we thought, only 
to be overtaken and 'buzzed' by 
'Speedy Gonzales in "Lima Golf". 
Ah well, we got there in the end. 

Nigel Reilly & Peter Lovegrove 

In their “underpowered Cessna 150” 
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Canadian Halifax 
By Roger Richardson - Bunbury 
 

Staying in Canada last October with a cousin and his wife we stopped at 
Trenton Ontario to visit the Museum of the Royal Canadian Air Force.  

Fortunately the museum was closed.  Fortunately, because my cousin's 
wife spun a sob story to the Curator about a member of the Royal Navy 
Fleet Air Arm leaving for the UK tomorrow and being most disappointed 
to miss seeing the exhibits.  This led to us being given a conducted tour 
by the Curator and a retired RCAF officer, we were the only visitors to 
the otherwise empty museum.  The museum exhibits include most of the 
aircraft flown by the RCAF, and a number of famous aircraft never in 
RCAF service such as the Hawker Hunter, but the star exhibit is a Hand-
ley Page Halifax II.  This aircraft flew to Norway in 1945 on a supply 
dropping mission.  Having completed the drop successfully the Halifax 
turned for home but failed to fly the intended reciprocal course, and 15 
degrees off track it passed over a heavily defended area.  A single AA 
round penetrated a wing fuel tank and the ensuing fire caused the pilot to 
decide that the safest course 
was to ditch in a lake.  The 
ditching was effected success-
fully but the dinghy failed to de-
ploy and in extracting it from the 
wing the Flight Engineer be-
came entangled and went down 
with the sinking aircraft.  More-
over the dinghy inflated in-
verted.  Because of these mis-
haps only one of the crew of 6, 

NA 337 as she was 
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Hot Landings 

By Peter Lovegrove  
 

It was about mid day at the end of June 1952 and searingly hot. The won-
derful floral display of April and May, such a feature of Malta, was now all 
burned up as the relentless Sun was reflected by the almost earthless 
Maltese rock. I was with No.185 Maltese Squadron based at Hal Far, 

operating Vampires, as were No.73 
Sqn based at Ta'Qali. A few weeks ago 
we had been on an early morning exer-
cise with HMS.Magpie which was steam-
ing out on Admiral's inspection. Free 
drinks to the chap who could press home 
his attack and burst through the smoke 
puffs being fired at us -- without taking out 
the ships aerials ( and himself probably).  
We had also been 'visited' by the U.S. 6th 
Fleet during this busy training season. We 
had chased their Banshees and Corsairs 

throughout their very determined 'attacks', (beat ups), of Valletta Harbour 
and the various Maltese airfields. At Hal Far we were caught in dispersal 
on turn round, as the Corsairs swept through disturbing the dust.  As one 
of our 

.
ground crew cheerfully remarked " Don't wave to them, you'll 

lose your arm". W h i l s t  at No.73 Squadron,.,’Splash’  Morreau was 
earning his Caterpillar and Goldfish, plus nick name, having tangled with a 
Banshee and then dropping into Ghajn Tuffieh bay.  But today it was our 
turn. I was peeling off my sticky overalls, after a long range High/Low/
High exercise with the U.S.6th Fleet, and looking forward to a 
shower. The Fleet were East of Malta and steaming East South East 
along the Mediterranean.  We had departed Hal Far climbing hard to-
wards a point South East of Sicily and 25,000 Ft top of climb, where 
we turned onto the Task Force heading. Rapidly we approached the 
launch point astern of the Task Force. Splitting into two sections we 
progressed --- one section to carry out a high angle simulated 
dive bombing attack whilst the other section would drop down to sea 
level to act as a distraction. Both sections coming from astern would fly 

HMS Magpie 
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a sea water wet deck, painted with a supposedly non skid surface pro-
duced a surface reminiscent of wet ice.  The one time that I felt very un-
easy in my aircraft on a carrier was taxiing.  On one never to be forgotten 
occasion when the carrier inconsiderately turned while I was still taxiing, 
we slid inexorably sideways totally out of control.  I shut the engines 
down, set the brakes and still continued towards the edge of the deck.  It 
stopped only when the wheels hit an obstruction at the deck edge.  I was 
happy to have stopped there, but the flight deck officer was quite upset 
about his fouled deck.  I think he would have been happier had it contin-
ued on over the side, preferably with me in it, but since that had already 
happened to a Gannet and its crew due to the ship turning, I thought that 
nonsense once in a month was enough, and twice would certainly be too 
much if it involved my pink and tender body.  It is an interesting fact, that 
although Supermarine was a company revered in Britain by the inspired 
design of the Spitfire, and previously the Sneider Cup racing aircraft, it 
only had two successful production aircraft in its entire existence.  The 
one was perhaps the most beautiful, the Spitfire.  The other one of the 
ugliest, the Walrus.  Although having said that I imagine someone floating 
around waiting to be rescued would argue that point.  At the time I loved 
flying the Scimitar and felt privileged, but looking back with the hindsight 
of experience I can see that the engineers attempted to produce systems 
using unreliable electro mechanical controls and switchery, that today 
would use computerization and could be quite successful. It should per-
haps also be noted that although I don’t think any of us gave it much 
pause for thought, in this day and age, the fatality rate that hovered in 
excess of 10% per year, would probably result in the entire fixed wing 
Fleet Air Arm being grounded…..But then silly me it has been grounded, 
the politicians have finally done it.  After all these years and many differ-
ent moments of excitement, no other aircraft has deliberately and in so 
many different ways tried to challenge me.  I have to admit it did become 
something of a contest between us.  Having said all this and perhaps 
seeming to be somewhat critical of the design and operation, if someone 
offered to allow me to fly my Scimitar back to the deck tomorrow, I would-
n’t hesitate for an instant.            
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the tail gunner, survived, the remaining 4 dying of hypothermia.  The 
ditching had been witnessed by a Norwegian lad who later became a 
successful businessman.  When he retired he decided to enlist the help 
of service organisations in an endeavour to raise the aircraft from the lake 
bed where it lay at a depth of 750 feet.  Only the Canadians showed in-
terest and the aircraft was successfully recovered in remarkably good 
condition in 1994.  The tail gunner, by then living in Wales, was invited to 
watch the raising of the aircraft.  Reaching down beside his seat in the tail 
turret he found his thermos flask where he had left it, still intact and still 
with coffee in it.  The remains of 
the Halifax were transported to 
Canada; the only substantial part 
missing being a 12ft section of 
fuselage between the mid upper 
turret and the tail.  Ten years and 
over 350,000 manhours later the 
aircraft has been beautifully re-
stored, looking as good, possibly 
better, than the day it first 

emerged from the manufacturer's 
works.  The missing fuselage section 
posed a problem initially but this was 
solved when a Halifax fuselage was 
located in the Isle of Lewis.  With 
doors fitted at each end it was being 
used as a chicken shed.  Purchased 
for £10 it was too badly corroded to 
be usable but it provided a pattern 

which enabled a replacement for the missing section to be made.  Today 
the restored aircraft is connected to a ground electrical supply so that the 
instrument panel, radios and other systems can be powered up daily,  
Our RCAF guide (Nev Symonds) showed Carol and me around the inte-
rior of the aircraft (against museum rules) while the Curator looked the 
other way.  The interior is as complete 
and as immaculate as the exterior.  The 
Halifax is by no means the only item of 
interest in the museum.  There is a Bur-
gess-Dunne, an airworthy replica of a 
flying wing which was sent to France in 
WW1, and a superb model of a CF-104 
Starfighter which Nev declared his fa-

Before 

After 
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vourite of all the aircraft he had flown, its 'widowmaker' reputation unjusti-
fied.  He said the Starfighter squadrons he served on suffered very few 
losses and the aircraft was easy to fly, so stable in the approach configu-
ration that it could be flown hands off.  Earlier in our holiday we had visited 
the The Canadian Warplane Heritage Museum at Hamilton Ontario. On 

display is a collection of Canadian 
military aircraft, many in flying condi-
tion. The museum is also restoring 
several Second World War aircraft, 
including a Westland Lysander and a 
Bristol Bolingbroke. The flying collec-
tion performs at air shows and is 
made available for local flights by 
museum visitors; the Avro Lancaster 
flown by the museum is one of only 
two airworthy Lancasters in the 
world.  It was due to fly the day we 

visited but bad weather prevented this.  Should you visit Ontario both 
these museums are highly recommended; there is much of interest in 

 

X Wing Fighters 

Did they really have them in 1942 ? 
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of the problem.  Not only did we have more lights than many Christmas 
trees of the time, but clanging bells, which Christmas trees did not have.  
In a close three ship formation takeoff it could be quite disturbing, but for-
tunately the cancel commotion button was conveniently placed within fin-
ger touching distance, and consequently could be cancelled causing the 
noise to stop, and the lights to stop flashing, and could be ignored until a 
more convenient moment.  For a new pilot or one halfway down the cata-
pult, it could be another of those toe curling moments.  The Scimitar was 
full of little surprises which I feel sure were quite deliberate.  My aircraft for 
an early morning launch had been stored on the deck during heavy 
weather and rain.  To launch it successfully it was braced to a substantial 
nose high attitude, tail hard on the deck.  This positioned the windscreen 
close to horizontal.  The weather was quite unpleasant with a pitching 
deck, low cloud and rain.  As we left the catapult, my  Scimitar and I,  the 
space in the windscreen filled completely with water.  This caused even 
more confusion in the cockpit than was the norm even for me.  I didn’t 
think I was dead, but on the other hand seemed to be under water.  All 
very puzzling at that time of the morning because I imagined that being 
suddenly dead would probably hurt, or at least make a noise.  During the 
next few seconds of puzzlement the water level gradually fell until it disap-
peared.  On landing back on board I was very tentative about mentioning 
it, since it could have been one of those existential experiences not to be 
shared with sane people.  Eventually I casually sidled up to one of the 
others and asked if he had ever noticed water in the windscreen during a 
launch.  Oh yes said he, it is very disconcerting.  After the aircraft has 
been tied down in heavy rain, the air conditioning/deicing ducting tends to 
fill with water and is ejected into the windscreen space during launch.  As I 
said, an aircraft with a wicked and perverted sense of fun!  It had so called 
‘wet’ wings, not fuel tanks.  Presumably the tank sealant manufacturer 
was chosen from 
the same bunch of 
low bidders that the 
carrier ‘non skid’ 
deck surface people 
came from.  We 
were constantly 
bouncing around at 
low altitude at high 
speed, which re-
sulted in the wings 
constantly leaking 
fuel.  A Scimitar 
leaking its fuel on to 
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and to avoid over controlling 
the power, slight ½ % adjust-
ments made to one engine 
worked beautifully.  This was 
all very reassuring, so long as 
the tone was steady, and the 
meatball was somewhere to 
be seen, it really didn’t matter 
how the ship was pitching, or 
what the weather conditions 
were, we would hit some-
where in the general area of 
the wires, thus no reason for 

the toes to curl.  Psychologically very relaxing.  On occasions the air con-
ditioning and heating system would run amok and run into an uncontrolla-
ble HOT state.  It could become so hot that the rubber of the boots in the 
survival suits began to toast and smell of hot rubber … along with the toes 
and the rest of the cockpit.  I think the maximum altitude allowed was 
45,000 feet because of limitations of the oxygen system, but naturally be-
ing as inquisitive as we were, I did manage to persuade one up to some-
thing over 55,000 feet once when chasing a Vulcan, but it was rather like 
balancing a ping pong ball on a pin.  The Vulcan who had been watching 
my approach, just dropped his wing and started to turn into me quite ag-
gressively, so I ran away.  I took the opportunity to roll it over vertically 
with full power to see how fast it would go. As one does.  Unusually, the 
Scimitar had no VNE, (never exceed speed) the drop tanks did, (710 kts), 
but not the aircraft. I wonder how I can quite easily remember these num-
bers when I have difficulty with my present address at times. It was fasci-
nating and quite hypnotic to watch the world growing larger so quickly.  
Interestingly, many years later I met the Vulcan pilot involved, and his rec-
ollection was identical to mine, but of course from his perspective.  At 600 
kts at sea level it would climb vertically to 32,000 feet in something like 
one minute which was very satisfying to any young hooligan.  We did a 
great deal of low level, high speed wandering around the countryside. 
Once relaxed and day dreaming, (as one is wont to do on these occa-
sions), it would make a sudden hydraulic clonk, or electrical hiccup quite 
deliberately to cause a jolt of the eyeballs and toes to curl.  I don’t know 
why it did this, perhaps out of a sense of fun, perhaps spite.  It could cer-
tainly become quite a fractious steed with no warning and for no real rea-
son.  It had a central warning system with something like 17 inputs.  Any 
one of these inputs would light up a series of amber lights around the 
cockpit instrument panel glare shield.  If it was something a little dramatic 
such as a fire or hydraulic failure it also had red lights to give a further hint 
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Scimitar 
By Brent Owen 
 

It has only been many years later, that it has occurred to me that appar-
ently the Scimitar had something of a reputation for being a challenge to fly.  
At the time my dreams were focussed on being chosen to fly it, so my im-
pressions were somewhat prejudiced in its favour.  Only now with rather 
more experience have I realised that it really was perhaps a ‘design too far’ 
for the technology of the time.  Consider this, all those selected to fly it 
were very able pilots, even by the superior Fleet Air Arm standards.  Out of 
76 built, 38 were lost for various reasons, which makes for very neat 
mathematical proportions.  One of the problems, was that in common with 
many designs, specifically for the Fleet Air Arm, it had more than most, a 
collection of rather advanced ideas in an attempt to make it work as far as 
being able to bounce off ships.  It was the largest, heaviest and most com-
plex single seat carrier aircraft in the world at the time.  In order for it to 
have any chance of operating from the antiquated Royal Navy carriers, it 
depended upon a series of new features which had never come together 
before on a production aircraft.  It was initially conceived as a high level 
interceptor, but at high altitudes it tried do all manner of rude things, and to 
fall out of the sky all over the place, so the deep thinkers with pointy heads 
and tweed jackets said, “Well, since it is only for the Fleet Air Arm we will 
label it as a low level strike fighter, and no one will know the difference.”  As 
I mentioned, it was a large aircraft for the time, 55 feet long, 37 feet wing-
span.  The two Rolls Royce Avon engines delivered 11,250 lbs of thrust 
each, with the loaded weight of around 33,000 lbs.  In comparison with that, 
the Hunter GA 11 which we flew had a single Avon engine of 7,500 lbs 
thrust, and could weigh up to 18,000 lbs. making for a considerable differ-
ence in power to weight ratio between the two.  The acceleration of the 
Scimitar for the first flight was attention getting to say the least.  It had all 
hydraulic controls, and unlike 
the Hunter, no manual rever-
sion.  This meant that on the 
occasion that the two hydraulic 
systems failed, the aircraft was 
lost.  This made little sense 
since the hydraulic systems 
were apparently quite delicate, 
or at least temperamental, so 
that whenever the 30 mm Aden 
cannon was fired, it could al-
most be guaranteed that at 
least one of the squadron air-
craft would suffer one of the 
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hydraulic systems to fail as 
a result of the vibration 
from the gun, and we only 
ever fired a single gun out 
of the four fitted.  I often 
wondered what the effect 
of all four firing would have 
been.  The controls were 
extremely light, and I re-
member that the ailerons 
seemed not to be con-

nected to the stick.  The rate of roll was exhilarating, and claimed to be 
540 degrees per second, though I never counted them.  I have to admit 
that with the adrenaline of seeing someone approaching the tail, I found a 
quick bootful of rudder with full aileron would increase even that rate of roll 
very suddenly and satisfactorily, causing surprise and consternation to the 
other fellow.  I recognise those of our group more qualified than I, but for 
those with straight wing and helicopter background I have to touch on ba-
sic swept wing aerodynamics of the fifties.  In a straight winged aircraft, as 
the aircraft slows and approaches the critical angle of attack, the centre of 
pressure, or lift, moves forward until the stall whereupon it moves back, 
the nose will drop in a gentlemanly fashion and the recovery can com-
mence.  With some of the earlier swept winged designs, due to the con-
figuration of the wing, the centre of pressure could actually move to a po-
sition ahead of the centre of gravity which could in turn result in what was 
termed a ‘pitch up’.  The nose would then rise rather than fall at the stall.  
In the Hunter this was a relatively mild and recoverable situation, in the 
Scimitar it could be violent and not recoverable.  A number of aircraft were 
lost due to this.  I experienced it once due to a mechanical failure of the 
flaps and other systems, and can remember being quite surprised by the 
violence of it.  Ejecting would have been the preferred action, and was 
indeed recommended by another squadron pilot on the ground watching 
this nonsense, but since the aircraft was rather playfully rolling, and this at 
only 600 feet at the time, it seemed not to be that good an idea.  I was 
being kept quite busy, but even so can still remember the excitement of it 
all, with the stick and throttles hard forward, and feet trying to stop the roll 
to enable an ejection upwards.  In the event, sanity prevailed and I was 
able to control roll with rudder, and the pitch attitude with power to a lim-
ited extent, with the stick still hard against the panel.  It was all just as my 
first instructor had taught years before when discussing the secondary 
effect of controls, rudder for roll control at the stall, power for pitch.  Actu-
ally, I think it was probably the only time where I had completely lost con-
trol while being totally innocent.  It wasn’t the loss of control which was 
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very puzzling for a young lad, but the fact that I was normally guilty of 
trying something ill advised before losing control.   Looking back I think it 
was probably my being innocent that was so puzzling to me, I was more 
used to hoping that no one had noticed a transgression.  In this case I 
had been cavorting around the skies of Lossiemouth for all to see. The 
maintainers and other important folks were glad to get their hands on it, 
and found a rather vital cable had failed, resulting in several flight control 
malfunctions.  We don’t know how many other aircraft and pilots were lost 
due to this failure.….. a single cable, but so vital …. One small side issue 
was that I remember the maximum tyre speed was 196knots, but the 
slowest that I could manage at touchdown stick still hard against the 
panel, was 210 kts, which did give pause for thought, but I guessed that 
Mr. Dunlop built a little fudge factor into his tyre limits and hoped for the 
best.  It had for the time an unusual amount of bits and pieces to allow it 
to land on one of our relatively small carriers.  It had conventional trailing 
edge flaps, also leading edge flaps and fuselage flaps, but the additional 
magic was the blown trailing edge flaps which lowered the approach 
speed by something like 12 knots as I remember.  The ‘blow’ was 
achieved by bleeding air from the engines and ducting  it over the flaps 
thus increasing lift.  It was standard procedure to deselect the ‘blow’ after 
takeoff, and those who neglected to select before the approach had been 
known to pitch up and lose control.  Several aircraft and pilots were lost 
that way.  We used speed brakes as well as the flaps during the ap-
proach to enable the use of higher power settings.  Deploying the speed 
brakes at high speed was to experience the hand of a superior being 
reach out and grabbing the collar.  As far as I was concerned, the very 
best piece of equipment as an aid to landing was the aural angle of attack 
presentation, which I have not seen used on any other aircraft.  There 
were two conventional visual indicators, but the one that I used exclu-
sively was a tone fed into the headset when at the correct angle of attack 
for the speed and ‘g’ pulled at the time.  A steady tone was to be at the 
correct angle of attack regardless of the speed.  The limits were set to I 
believe plus or minus three quar-
ters of a knot.  This enabled one 
to pull relatively high ‘g’ turn on to 
the final approach in suitable tiger 
like fashion, without looking into 
the cockpit all the time to watch 
the decaying speed, thus able to 
watch the projector sight or mir-
ror.  It is amazing to me how the 
memory has stayed.  The initial 
target power setting was 84%, 


