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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 
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Diary of Events  2013 
                    
 

Wed 25 - Fri 27Sept       Leuchars & Rosyth for HMS Queen Elizabeth 
*                                     

 Sat 19 Oct                     Haverford West  
                

  Sat Nov 23                     Annual Dinner at HMS Collingwood 
                                     (Sue Moorehead 01749672791 & Phil Moore)) 

  
  *Members of the FAAOA living in the area will be invited by the Squadron to join in the asterixed events above 
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Airfield Quiz 

 

Built to replace Burnaston 
Airfield, which was lost in 
1990 to a Toyota car factory, 
the ‘new’ Derby airfield was 
granted planning permission 
in 1992, and became fully 
licenced the following year.  
Peter Lovegrove beat all 
comers to correctly identify 
EGBD, home of the spitfire 

engine. He was closely followed by Pete Pengilly who takes second place a 
good achievement in what was clearly a more difficult one to nail this time. 

This issue’s mystery airfield has many memories for me.  It used to be mili-
tary but is now civilian as you can see from the parked aircraft.  The dis-
used runway with the yellow vans once nearly claimed me when the Auster 
coughed at 200 feet.  Incredibly the mainline railway runs right past it with-
out a stop forcing the mass of users to transit by road.  The lovely military 
barracks has now been bulldozed, what a waste!  Landing fees were £6 if 
you were based, but around £60 if you an outsider!. Mil name please? 
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from running into another aircraft or bit of high ground. That is NOT actu-
ally in their job description. They are there to enable the expeditious flow 
of air traffic. If you bump into another aircraft in flight it is your fault; if after 
being given an incorrect clearance, you taxi on to a runway in front of a 
landing aircraft, it is your fault.  What in the world does all this have to do 
with our F16 lads who can't fly? They have been educated that the com-
puter would fly the aircraft to its optimum performance envelope. During 
takeoff they were able to pressure back on the sidestick, and in the full-
ness of time, the computer would rotate the aircraft and climb away at the 
most efficient angle of attack for the profile. In a turn the pilot could make 
gross inputs and the computer would fly the most efficient angle of attack. 
The lads had allowed themselves to fall out of 'The Loop'. They were al-
lowing the computer to fly the aircraft rather than using it purely as a tool, 
a hammer. Now to bring it back down to our every day level let us be 
honest with ourselves, many of us are to an extent doing the same thing. 
How many of us draw a line on the map, (yes I know it is a chart), pro-
gramme the GPS waypoint to waypoint, and launch off. How often do we 
draw in 5 or 10 degree drift lines on our flight plan, or calculate 5 minute 
or 10 mile marks when VFR. Mea culpa many times, but at least I recog-
nise that I am being slack.  This new aircraft that I am building has many 
of the features of a modern airliner. It won't be able to autoland, but it will 
fly a preplanned profile across country. It has an entertainment system 
that will inhibit itself when a radio call comes for my specific aircraft ........ 
all this of course, once I have learned what the various switches and 
knobs do. The only problem is that I like to fly and look at the countryside. 
I enjoy the satisfaction of occasionally discovering that we are not lost, 

and can actually recognise a pre planned 
route after following a compass course. I 
avoid using the radio, and in preference 
look out of the window for other aircraft. I 
think that I will have more fun and satis-
faction flying the Auster, but can't help 

being intrigued by 
all those bells and 
whistles ...... I 
wonder if instead 
of music CD's I 
could use DVD's 
and convert one of 
the dual EFIS 
displays to be a 

RV9A 
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programme the aircraft to apply its own calculated take off power setting, 
take off and fly an entire trip profile, enter a holding pattern, leave the 
hold at a set time, and fly an instrument approach, land and apply the 
brakes coming to a stop in the centre of the runway. The pilot only had to 
operate the undercarriage and flaps. I think all modern aircraft can oper-
ate in this fashion. It is fascinating to watch it all happen. In the simulator 
we even failed an engine with a 30 knot cross wind and the computer 
and autopilot had no difficult sorting everything out.  The computer engi-
neers thought that they were wonderful as did the airline management, 
but unfortunately all this magic has made little difference to accident 
rates. One of the problems is that now we have an 'aircraft control loop' 
consisting of pilot, aircraft, autopilot and a mindless computer which is 
designed to fly the aircraft to its most efficient profile. Unless he/she is 
very alert the pilot tends to drop out of 'The Loop' since he is in more of a 
'supervisory role, allowing the flight management system to invent its 
own accident scenarios. Some years ago, a friend of mine, a good and 
conscientious pilot, allowed his FMS to fly his aircraft into the top of a 
South American mountain. A British Airways crew allowed their FMS to 
mishandle a nasty situation and lose an aircraft that a good pilot could 
have at least improved the situation. On the other hand, a good stick and 
rudder pilot ignoring non-
sensical inputs from the 
computer, successfully 
landed his aircraft engine 
out on the Hudson River 
with no loss of life. In an 
exercise of superb Cockpit 
Resource Management 
(CRM) a QANTAS crew 
managed to land their se-
verely damaged Airbus 
380 when the computers 
were actually overwhelmed 
and gave NO useful infor-
mation, and in fact made a 
very bad situation much 
worse by locking the pilots out, disabling the pilots from operating some 
systems. I can feel all eyes rotating back hoping that the interesting part 
will arrive. What does all this have to do with my flying?  Let us now re-
turn to light aircraft. Some time ago John Ford made the most valld point 
that with proliferation of radios and GPS, we as a group tended not to 
pay attention as much as we should to basic stick and rudder skills. We 
burble away on our radios thinking that somehow ATC will protect us 
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Welcome to a somewhat tardy Buzz 65 which 
should have been with you for August but has 
somehow slipped into September.  Time seems somehow scarce these 
days so if there are any of you keen to take on the Buzz editorship I would 
be more than happy to hand it on.    
This issue contains some excellent articles from two of our regular con-
tributors.  Brent Owen gets on his soapbox on page  20 to expose the 
problems facing airline pilots who have not been brought up in the disci-
pline of real stick & rudder flying.  The advent of ever more complex Flight 
Management Systems has resulted in a loss of basic skills leading to 
computer controlled crashes which, it is considered, could be avoided by 
pilots with more traditional upbringing and experience.  It will be interest-
ing to read how Korean Air managed to undershoot Japan recently, could 
lack of training be the cause?  The other two times Buzz champion, John 
Ford, waxes well lyrical with his Final Fling article on page 13.  What a 
fantastic time to have been a Fleet Air Arm pilot, a look back on a career 
unlikely ever to be matched in these days of defence reviews and restric-
tions. 
On page 12 our regular book reviewer, Roger Richardson Bunbury, pro-
vides a mouth watering account of Brian Skinners “Voices of the Fleet air 
Arm” my copy currently awaits collection at Waterstones in Chichester.  
SP, Simon Thomas, on page 10 reports on the ceremony at HMS Dipper 
commemorating 70 years since commissioning at Henstridge.  What a big 
airfield it used to be and who allowed a house to be built right alongside 
the old main runway?  
I have been a bit slack in detailing people off to write up events of late 
which has resulted in a paucity of printed reports.  Thankfully Benson was 
not one of these with Paul Chaplin rising to the challenge on page 5 with 
his excellent account, written mostly in the bad lands of Egypt.  It never 
ceases to amaze me just how well we get looked after by the military es-
tablishments we visit.  Benson was a classic example, albeit a slight 
shame about the weather. 
 
   Happy Landings   

http://www.google.co.uk/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=GT1yIxOMFdBsQM&tbnid=R9ZUKArtl92PzM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fsoundcry.com%2Fdailymotion%2Fx11plvl%2FHUDSON&ei=EJ8nUrLpKqOn0QXMwIHYAw&psig=AFQjCNH1tmKcFaJkl3Ck9-_
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Event News 

 

By Phil Moore 
 

RAF Benson:  A great event, see Paul Chaplin’s excellent report on page 
5. 
France:  The squadron deployment to 
La Roche Bernard in June was fantas-
tic with many thanks going to Michael 
and Eve Bonham Cozens who laid on 
a marvellous programme centred on 
La Roche Bernard.  Twenty three 
members attended all staying in or-
close to this charming village which 
had been Michael & Eve’s home for 
many years.  Five aircraft made it to 
La Baule, two sneaking in a day early 

to beat the weather, one be-
ing sadly stranded at Yeovil-
ton. We never made it to 
Belle Isle through the drizzle 
but had a great time with  
enough cars to make touring 
easy for those with wings but 
no wheels.  Everyone en-
joyed the evening dining pro-
gramme especially the 
sumptuous spread 

at No 9 on Friday and the night at ‘sea’ on 
Saturday. 
 

HMS Queen Elizabeth:   All on track and 
fully booked at the moment albeit the ships 
company have been forced to reduce max-
ium numbers touring the ship to down from 
20 to 16 due H&S rules. 
 

Haverford West:  19/20 October a splendid 
weekend in wales visiting St Davids Cathedral, 
local artist and Scolton Manor plus a ‘mess din-
ner’ in the Warpool Court Hotel.  All organised 
by Michael Ryan who has emailed everyone 
with the booking form. 
 
Dinner:   Saturday November 23rd at HMS 
Collingwood. 
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therefore that these skilled young men were having problems meeting our 
standards. We knew that  originally they were all very good pilots, but 
were at times struggling when they came to us. Eventually the light 
dawned, but let me backtrack a little.  In the days of our initial flying train-
ing we had no autopilots or aids, it was just our  hands and the aeroplane. 
I like to think of it as something of a symbiotic relationship, a loop, the air-
craft and us. we moved the stick and there was a reaction to the input, the 
two of us, the aircraft and pilot were in the control loop the aircraft would 
talk to us. In later years we were introduced to a simple autopilot, now 
there were now three of us in this control loop, but as pilots we were still 
very much in control, if we moved the roll control crudely the aircraft would 
lurch into roll to the discomfort of all. If we used the pitch control inappro-
priately we could even feel the burble of the approach to an accelerated 
stall. This was in the era of the Boeing 707, 727 and similar aircraft, the 

pilot still had to think ahead of the 
aircraft and modulate his control 
inputs appropriately, to think of the 
next stage of the flight. The pilot 
still had think ahead and mentally 
fly the aircraft. Rough handling of 
the autopilot pitch control would still 
put granny in the rear seat into the 
over head, leaving her martini to 
rain down upon her neighbours and 
the olive to float willy nilly around 
the cabin. Unfortunately even with 
the superb reliability of modern de-

signs and Mr. Whittle's jet engines we still had too many accidents due to 
pilot error. Along came the little pointy headed fellows, (and now fellowet-
tes), with their computers, who felt that if they could, to a great extent de-
sign out the pilot, then the faultless computer would improve flight safety. 
They then developed the 'Flight Management System'. Briefly, what this 
amounts to is that the pilot programmes a computer to input commands to 
the autopilot which then will fly the aircraft in the most efficient profile. At 
the time, American Airlines was the 
largest airline in the western 
world .... Aeroflot was actually the 
biggest. We bought something over 
200 Fokker 100's. This was the 
most delightful aircraft to fly, and 
had the most sophisticated Flight 
management system in our fleet. 
It was possible, (In the simulator) to 

http://www.google.co.uk/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=3wNWT2Bsf0OXYM&tbnid=VJUaTW6GJhoHRM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.airliners.net%2Fphoto%2F0828696%2FL%2F&ei=VJsnUtfjEcST0QWjxIGgAw&bvm=bv.51773540,d.ZG4&psig=AFQj
http://www.google.co.uk/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=PK6bQr4fJOo8GM&tbnid=CupJka_Y7QcApM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.dutch-aviation.nl%2Findex5%2FCivil%2Findex5-2%2520F100.html&ei=-5wnUsvML4rP0QWB5YHICg&psig=AFQjC
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Brent's Soapbox  
By Brent Owen 
 

I mentioned in a previous article that I am now building rather well 
equipped aircraft. I am not normally very interested in these highly sophis-
ticated light aircraft, but this one intrigued me....we will see how long that 
interest lasts!   In a different life after leaving the Fleet Air Arm, I eventu-
ally joined an airline in the United States. the idea was to try it out for 18 
months while looking for another military flying job, perhaps in Canada or 
Australia since at the time they were the only two countries with carriers: 
thirty years later I retired from American Airlines, so much for an 18 

month trial!  In later years I became flight instructor and check captain 
which was very interesting, and at times somewhat challenging. The rea-
son for mentioning this leads into a discussion dear to my heart, and I 
suspect others in the Squadron who have made comments on the subject. 
Over the years in the airline I noticed a definite degradation in basic 'stick 
and rudder' skills. This became something of a concern with some of our 
young pilots. Some of our helicopter pilots had problems adjusting to the 
different skill sets required which was to be expected and accepted, and 
they soon caught up with the programme. What was a surprise and ini-
tially puzzling, was specifically that we had problems with F16 pilots. Now, 
it is understood and accepted, that no nation selects fighter pilots from 
anywhere except the top of the class. Students of the Royal Navy are at 
something of a disadvantage, in that unlike the Royal Airforce or United 
States Navy, those who may need a little extra time, or may be unsuited 
to fighters have no transport or bomber fleet to filter to. Every fixed wing 
Fleet Air Arm pilot has to be able to qualify to fly fighters. It was a puzzle 
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FAA Squadron visit to RAF BENSON - 30 May 2013  
 

A Wizard Day Out with the Merlins-by Paul Chaplin 
 

We woke up to a rather grey 
overcast and heavy showery 
day with cloud base down to 
1000 feet in the southern 
counties, which unfortunately 
caused 3 aircraft (with 5 on-
board) to cancel. Three air-
craft did manage to fly in 
however they were; Phil and 
Sue Moore in the Arrow from 
Lee.  Tony Ashmead in the 
Pulsar from his strip near 
Bournemouth.  Paul Chaplin 
and Robin Gainsford (what an 
excellent autopilot and 
weather radar he was) in RV 7 from Bagber Farm near Dorchester. 
Members and guests joining by road were:  Peter and Sue Moorehead, 
John and Helen Marriott, Michael and Val Cook, Greg and Bernadette 
Moor, Denis Woodhams, Graeme Lovell, Dave Shrimpton, Eddie Cole, 
Tony Hayward, Nigel Reilly & Peter Lovegrove. 
Many thanks go to Peter and Sue Moorehead who made the visit arrange-
ments. Their son (a Chinook pilot) and daughter-in-law (Ops) had recently 
been based at Benson.  For those arriving by road the efficiency of the 
main gate staff was excellent. They were met by an extremely capable 
young naval airman aircraft handler which set the tone for the day. Those 
by air were met by the naval airmen at the hardstanding and transferred 
by the usual ‘pussers tilly’ to 28 Sqn. 
 We were very warmly met for stand-easy in the aircrew room of 28 

Squadron and then we 
adjourned to the Main 
Briefing Room. Lt Cdr 
John Wilson, SNO, wel-
comed all on behalf of the 
Station Commander and 
the Royal Naval Contin-
gent who make up about 
20% of RAF Benson. He 
then handed us over to Lt 
Sam Hodkinson, who had 
drawn the short straw and 

http://www.google.co.uk/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&frm=1&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=J9_UurA-sETyHM&tbnid=QOjm3_q89myr5M:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Ffs-addons.info%2F2013%2F03%2F06%2Ffsx-boeing-737-800w-american-airlines-new-livery%2F&ei=lJonUqf_F6m
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was to be our excellent chaperone for the day, keeping the visit on track.  
I think it fair to say that not many of us were aware of the details of the 
handover of the Mk 3/3A Merlins of the RAF to RN Commando duties 
and the role of the Medium Support Helicopter Aircrew Training Facility 
at Benson. This was about to change.  Lieutenant James Coleman 
(Gonzo) gave the brief on the capabilities of the Merlin and the pro-
gramme for its transition to full RN Service. One couldn’t help but be im-
pressed by the professionalism and sense of humour of the story of the 
Merlin’s performance in battle conditions in the Middle East. The audi-
ence was spell bound and asked lots of questions which had been pro-

voked by the excellent presenta-
tion. 
We then retired to the friendly 
Sergeants Mess for lunch 
(Officers Mess out of commis-
sion) where we enjoyed a most 
enjoyable and nourishing meal 
even if it was off of paper plates 
(dishwasher broken down). I am 
informed by an ex-chef from 
there that this is the usual ploy at 
Benson when there is a shortage 

of clearing in staff and that they then usually offer steak with the paper 
plates and plastic cutlery!  This was followed by a fascinating afternoon 

viewing the Simulation Building which housed 
simulators of Merlin and Chinook, as well as 
the hi-tec classrooms. Sqn Ldr  Rundie was our 
host, a highly qualified training systems expert 
(what we would call a ‘schoolie’) There was a 
major exercise taking place called the Thursday 
War in the TCC, which brought back memories 
for many who have suffered under FOST off 
Portland!  The Tacti-
cal Control Centre 

links the simulators to various other centres 
with instructors, tacticians and controllers able 
to inject various scenarios. A fantastic training 
tool.  This exercise, though, was only one 
Thursday in the month (times change!) and was 
particularly focused on readjusting (de-tuning) 
the gung-ho aircrew recently returned from Afghanistan to the European 
theatre of operations and the more sophisticated threats. We also had a 
quick look into one of the simulators and the realistic view of the topogra-
phy outside the cockpit was impressive.  The afternoon finished off with 
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Nearly forgot to engage the inverted fuel system.  One of the best ab initio 
friends in a Tiger, a frail and seemingly highly strung girl. Listened to in-
struction and had natural balance. Better than many of the Macho blokes.  
The joy of flying a Tiger from an isolated farm strip. Open the hangar doors 
and push the aircraft out onto the grass before doing the DI in the sun. Tie 
the tail skid to a tree before running the engine up to check mags. Then off 
to make love to the sky without a sound from the radio. Naturally because 
it’s switched off. Back home and sitting still for a moment in the evening 
quiet, the only sound the tinkling of a hot engine cooling down.  Magic mo-
ments.  14 June 2011 Tiger Moth GACDC (3

rd
 Tiger built) 35 minutes. 

Gentle aeros amongst the sun split cumulus and then the finale, a 3 point 
landing on Headcorn’s grass. The end of an era.  59 years gone by and no 
regrets. What could have been more fun in life? 

Speed Limits 
Waiting in a lay by ready to catch speeding drivers, a Police 
Officer sees a car puttering along the A22 at well under the 
30 mile per hour limit.  
Says he to himself: "This driver is just as dangerous as a 

speeder!" So he turns on his twos and blues and pulls the driver over. Ap-
proaching the car, he notices that there are five old ladies, two in the front 
seats and three in the back...wide eyed and white as ghosts. The driver, 
obviously confused, says to him "Officer, I don't understand, I was doing 
exactly the speed limit! What seems to be the problem?"  "Ma'am," the 
officer replies, "you weren't speeding, but you should know that driving 
slower than the speed limit can also be a danger to other drivers." "Slower 
than the speed limit? No sir, I was doing the speed limit exactly, twenty-
two miles an hour!" ......the old woman says a bit proudly. The Police offi-
cer, trying to contain a chuckle explains to her that A22 is the road num-
ber, not the speed limit. A bit embarrassed, the woman grins and thanks 
the officer for pointing out her error. "But before I let you go, Ma'am, I have 
to ask, is everyone in this car OK? These women seem awfully shaken, 
and they haven't made a sound this whole time," the officer asks.  
"Oh, they'll be all right in a minute officer. We've just come off the A120."     
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falling to zero. Going up through 10,000 feet with the vario needle still 
jammed tight against the top pin. Becoming increasingly aware this is no 
gentle cumulus but a building Cu Nim.  No one had suggested regularly 
cracking the airbrakes in icing conditions and now they are immoveable. 
Approaching 15,000 feet. Hum. No oxygen. Suddenly sunshine through 
the iced up canopy as the glider is spat out from the side of the towering 
ice cake. The BGA awards a Gold height reluctantly because the baro-
graph does not show a clear enough dip at 2,000 feet before commence-
ment of climb.  Pretending to be both a professional business man and 
aviator flying infrequently round the country in a Piper Turbo Arrow visit-
ing oil refineries.  Long days in confer-
ence and then back late at the airport 
to set off home. Scant flight planning 
and a weary climb to altitude. Oxygen 
on to give a bit of a boost. Recipe for 
trouble. You bet. Approaching the Lon-
don Control area from the North at 
15,000 feet en route Biggin Hill the 
phrase Temporary Unsure of Position is somewhat of an understatement. 
London haze and fading light. A later knowledge of radio aids no help on 
this occasion which ended any hope of being professional in two different 
disciplines on the same day.  Next time take the train.  Check pilot at the 
Tiger Club and the pleasure of flying with so many different people.  

Not instructing for all were qualified pilots but 
with experience ranging from airline captain 
to low hours Cessna qualifier. Chuckling as 
the hoary commercial pilot in the back curses 
the Tiger for making a mockery of his at-
tempts to fly it in balance. Trying to encour-
age the less experienced to diverge from the 
straight and level and imagine themselves 

attacking that car on the road below taking General Runsted back to his 
front line Command. First flight in a Turbulent with the growing fear that 
creeping cramp invading the thighs jammed under 
the instrument panel is going to lead to a landing in 
the next suitable field. Quite as bad as that urgent 
desire to pee while airborne. Later learning to better 
adjust one’s limbs a Turb qualifies as the ultimate 
open cockpit experience with a set of wings 
strapped to your shoulders. Practicing standard 
level aeros for the next competition in WEF, the 
lovely Stampe. The strong cross wind keeps blow-
ing us out of the box. Not very good at this game. 
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a visit to 28 Squadron hangar where Lt. Al Campbell 
joined us as a clear and witty hangar host. Here we 
were able to view and clamber over Merlin 3 & 3A in-
side and outside. The tail ramp was a most impressive 
feature as this expedites (compared to the Sea King) 
the loading and unloading of troops in the battle situa-

tion. Also the equipment available to protect it from incoming fire was 
very up to date.  Peter Moorehead, in his vote of thanks, suggested this 
was one of the best visits the Squadron had made and was all due to the 
professional and friendly hosting of the visit by all and in particular by our 
host for the day Sam Hodkinson. It is comforting to see that the Navy was 
still very much Fleet Air Arm but working well with their RAF colleagues in 
a very much joint atmosphere even if there was some hankering for a 
return to a Naval Air Station. Due respect should also be given to the 
RAF personnel who seemed to be keeping an even natured and friendly 
face in an enforced situation where not only are they expected to put up 
with the rising tide of dark blue on their air station but also losing their 
fantastic Merlin asset.  I for one, as an ex-stovie (or plank) chap, came 
away very happy that our FAA is in good hands and much more knowl-
edgeable, (didn’t know much before!), about the future Junglie World. I 
was impressed by the morale and professionalism being maintained by 
our personnel considering the austerity imposed on the FAA by the De-
fence Reviews of late and the suffocation of the modern working environ-
ment.  Most heartening was the superb quality of all who I meet in todays 
force; were we ever as impressive as these, (don’t answer that)? 
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Letters to the Editor 
 
From Derek Marpole 
 
Hi Phil, 
 
The article in the April copy of Squadron Buzz written by Flight 
Test Observer Bob Klitz involving a certain Lt Brigham and the 

‘mighty’ Westland Whirlwind dated 30 Apr 59 brought back some memories. 
 

After I finished my Aircraft Artificer course at HMS Condor,  Arbroath, in De-
cember 1957, I was drafted to RNAS Hal Far, Malta, where initially I joined 
728 FR Squadron for the fifth year of my training and then went on to vari-
ous other departments at both Hal Far and Kalafrana for the remainder of 
my 2½ year tour. 
During that period I remember see-
ing Whirlwinds from 848 Sqn 
spending hours hovering alongside 
the main road from Hal Far to 
Kalafrana waiting for some engine/
transmission problem to occur.  The 
finer details of these tests are some-
what hazy as we are now 50+ years 
down the road but I seem to recall 
mention of different 'coloured spot' 
engines in relation to the problem.  
I'm sure there must be someone in 
the FAAS who was involved at that time. 
Fast forward to 14 Jan 1971, now a Captain in the AAC, on a solo sortie in 

the Sioux at a 
training area just 
to the North of 
Detmold in Ger-
many. 
Whilst practising 
sloping ground 
landings, first 
'nose up the 
slope', then 'right 
skid up', and as I 
manoeuvred and 

pulled power to go to 'left skid up', there was a bang, the engine revs went 
to maximum and the helicopter shot round through 90 deg and settled 
rather clumsily on its skids pointing nose up the slope.  The cause - 'orange 
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Armed reconnaissance over the Radfan in support of the brown jobs on 
the ground and eager to press the trigger on those 30mm cannon. Sadly 
no one wants to play today. Pulling on clammy goonskins for the early 
launch. Even a cup of tea does not attract. Back on board 1 hour 45 min-
utes later and straight down to the greasy spoon (ACRB) for a great Eng-
lish breakfast.  
Success in the draw to be one of the two Scimitar pilots flying ashore 
early to Perth, Western Australia, 36 hours before Ark is due to berth. 
Lucky day. Great reception from the local beauty chorus nearly leading to 
permanent domicile in that country.  
Le Touquet for lunch in a PA 28 returning over the placid sea with the 
sunlit Isle of Wight in sight. Very different from going the other way during 
the Daily Mail Air race to Paris. Then angry seas marching relentlessly 
across the Channel driven by the South Westerly gale  threaten to dash 
the fragile Moth back against the White Cliffs. 
Fam 4 in the Phantom, a somewhat anxious “O” guiding you from the 

back seat. Accel-
erate to M1.5 in 
burner and pitch 
up 45 degrees. 
Coast over the top 
close to 55,000 
feet, negative “G” 
with the ASI read-
ing an impossible 
value. In other 
circumstances a 
reach for the top 

handle situation. There was distinct possibility 
of the Speys blowing out. A tragic accident 
leads to the death of the pilot when it hap-
pened shortly afterwards on a similar flight.  
Thankfully this unrealistic exercise was quickly 
scrubbed.  
An inexperienced glider pilot in a Mini Nim-
bus happily soaring under cloud when the air-
craft is unexpectedly sucked into its dark vor-
tex, The vario goes mad. Trying to keep some 
semblance of control on instruments in in-
creasing turbulence-then the thunder of hail on 
plastic followed by the canopy icing and ASI 
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Chipmunk glider tow-
ing. Hours of enjoy-
ment in the sun at the 
tax payer’s expense. 
Release at 2000 feet, 
satisfying sight of the 
glider sweeping 
straight up into a ther-
mal.  Steep return to 
the airfield, tight turn 
over the hedge to 
power in at 45 knots, 
drop on to the grass 

just short of the launch point. Roll to stop at the end of the next cable. “Up 
slack” and off we go again. And so on until it is difficult to remember 
whether the next is a TO or landing. 
 Flight refuelling trials in Scimitars, buddy / buddy, 20 penetrations, 
ejaculation and withdrawal per flight. 
Proving flight to be non stop Lossie 
to FN Toulon supplied by a Valiant 
tanker over Portland Bill. Nothing 
like the distances later flown but a 
portent of the future and a neces-
sary advance for the Fleet Air Arm 
in order to become part of the UK’s 
nuclear armoury. Leading 4 Hunters 
in low level battle round the Scottish 
hills, armament training and turning in close over that heather covered 
saddle to drop down into the loch leading to the target. Nearly over the 
country house of that bristly Scots actor James Robertson Justice. Know 
he will be roaring down the telephone to Lossie but it’s legal. 
Target Russian Naval HQ Murmansk. Down low over the waters inbound 
to the range at 100 feet, the Scimitar accelerating to 600 knots and buf-
feting in the rising air. Careful now glassy water below. Then over the I P, 
count 5 seconds and pull up into the LABS manoeuvre. Wonder where 
the practice bomb ever went.  Going over the top of a loop practicing for 
Farnborough, 180 knots tucked in close, number 3 in the 9 ship forma-
tion. Loud ringing bell followed by a bright red light. Starboard engine fire 
warning!  So how about a decision - either its going to blow me and my 
immediate companions out of the sky now or wait a few seconds until the 
formation is on the way down and then (calmly) announce the problem. 
Guess the second option is worth a try. See how they scamper clear 
when hearing the news. 
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pipping' of the roller bearings in the rotor free-wheel unit.  I count myself 
fortunate that it didn't happen as I went 'right skid up' as the tail rotor 
would have impacted the slope and the results would have been consid-
erably more exciting!  This particular transmission problem was eventually 
resolved. 
 
By Ed:  Does anyone else remember the 
litany of disasters we had in the 50s and 
60s with helicopter piston engines.  Things 
like Alvis Leonides engines being forced 
to run backwards in the Dragonfly to con-
form to the American direction of rotation. 
The late Alan Bristow in his biography re-
calls one day of test flying at Westlands 
when he had no less than six engine fail-
ures!  So much for reliability. 

The Tomato Garden 
 

An old gentleman lived alone in New Jersey . He wanted to plant his an-
nual tomato garden, but it was very difficult work, as the ground was 
hard. His only son, Vincent, who used to help him, was in prison. The old 
man wrote a letter to his son and described his predicament: 
 

Dear Vincent, 
I am feeling pretty sad because it looks like I won't be able to plant my 
tomato garden this year. I'm just getting too old to be digging up a gar-
den plot. I know if you were here my troubles would be over. I know you 
would be happy to dig the plot for me, like in the old days. 
         Love, Papa 
A few days later he received a letter from his son. 
 

Dear Papa,  
Don't dig up that garden,that's where the bodies are buried! Love, Vinnie 
 

At 4 a.m. the next morning, FBI agents and local police arrived and dug 
up the entire area without finding any bodies. They apologized to the old 
man and left. That same day the old 
man received another letter from his 
son. 
Dear Papa,  
Go ahead and plant the tomatoes 
now. That's the best I could do under 
the circumstances. Love you, Vinnie 
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A 70TH Anniversary 
By Simon Thomas 
 

Well, British Summer Time duly arrived.  Not that you would notice – the 
time changed, but not much else.  The mornings are darker, the evenings 
are lighter, but the temperature remains resolutely in deficit.  Neverthe-
less, bags of bulldog spirit were in evidence on Monday 1

st
 April at Hen-

stridge, commemorating the commissioning of HMS DIPPER 70 years 
ago, when No2 Naval Air Fighter School moved in from Yeovilton. 

These photographs are from www.friendsofhenstridge.co.uk website – 
you can still see the concrete ‘dummy deck’ on the one remaining runway, 
07/25.  On Easter Monday, the Wessex Strut of the Light Aircraft Associa-
tion, based at Henstridge, flew in.  Jeremy Cozens, stalwart of the Wes-
sex Strut, Yeovilton Flying Club and Fleet Air Arm Squadron, arranged for 
Yeovilton’s Padre, the Reverend Ned Kelly, and Captain Chris Alcock 
(currently Senior Military Officer in the new UK Military Flying Training 

RNAS Henstridge circa 1948 
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into its glare. 2 young pilots lost during this 10 day period, disorientated 
and flew into the sea. No one told us that this was preparation for Suez. 
No end to this nasty night flying business when later at sea in the Mediter-
ranean. All squadron pilots to become night carrier qualified.  Amused 
looks from the Venom professionals but really we are a different breed of 
men. Only 3 night launches and limited deck landings achieved. OK mate 
you’re qualified!  Day 5 off 
Suez returning to the deck 
after 3 operational sorties 
since a pre dawn launch. 
Downwind it’s very dark and 
no horizon so a relief to be 
steady on the meatball antici-
pating the sudden grab of the 
arresting gear. Nothing. 
Downwind with breathing 
once again under control it all 
makes sense as the hook is 
still in the up position.  
MGM film style black shell bursts ahead, coming closer as the flight nears 
the target. Russian radar controlled AAA and the Egyptians seem pretty 
good at using it. Sweeping up to evade before turning into the dive with 
flaming onions accelerating past.  Seahawks firing. Streams of smoke and 
links from their 20 mm. One pass chaps and out low level. Flight check In.  
2, 3, 4. All aboard.  Boss goes down the catapult track on fire at night and 
ditches close under the bows. We only find him by sighting his flashing 
pencil torch.   Another occasion going down through 3,000 feet, trigger 
pressed and piper held on the Egyptian ground target. Spurts of sand run-
ning up and through the Sea Fury fuselage which collapses with its tail 
twisted drunkenly sideways.  Momentary sight of a figure running clear, 
ground crew trying to escape the cannon’s fury. Hope he made it. No per-
sonal animosity against this country with which we have been friends for 
years.  War is always a nasty business.  An unexpected bang and shudder 

through the airframe. Vibration. Hit by 
ground fire over the desert south of 
Suez. A first thought get away from the 
target area because those under attack 
on the ground unlikely to think kindly of 
the descending aviator in his parachute. 
Doubt whether the goolie chit will prove 
very effective.  However the engine still 
runs and a quick check by leader con-
firms damage confined to a ruptured 
drop tank. 

http://www.friendsofhenstridge.co.uk/
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Mexico City airport with one of the longest runways in the world. The tired 
Cessna 120 rented for the day with locally acquired girl friend in the right 

hand seat, trundles 
along. It has little de-
sire to fly. Well, we 
are already at 7,500 
feet so perhaps that’s 
got something to do 
with it. Wasn’t there 
something about 
pressure altitude and 
performance during 
training?  Aircraft 

sometimes sink off the front end of the flight deck. So did this little bird at 
the end of the runway. It took most of the chartered airborne time to reach 
a circuit height of 1000 feet agl in order to return and land.  
Yellow paddles stand out clearly against the drab grey paint.  The waters 
of the Mexican Gulf close below as the Pratt and Witney in fine pitch 
howls away in front dragging the aircraft along, hanging on its propeller. 
First carrier deck landing coming up. The paddles signal cut and with 
throttle closed the SNJ flops down 
on the deck. Flat hatting in a F9F-2 
Panther over the Texas scrub lands 
close to the Mexican border. USN 
term for low flying. One head of cattle 
per couple of square miles. Strictly 
forbidden in the Training Command 
but the instructor in the lead ship is a 
real fighter Jock just back from Ko-
rea. What the hell! Rules are made to 
be broken (he says).  
Night flying was not really considered as part of the fighter pilot’s art in 
1956 Seahawk Squadrons. Shock then when ordered to practice 45 de-

gree night dive bombing after 
crossing the very dark sea to 
Tain. Even more undesirable 
when the target was a single 
light on the range (ever heard 
of target fixation) and then illu-
minated by a zillion candle 
power flare dropped from a 
Gannet. Of course the pull up 
was always orientated directly 
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System) to conduct a commemorative service.  The bitingly cold wind was 
strong, but so was the turn-out.  The Wessex Strut, courtesy of Jeremy, 
kindly invited the FAA Sqn and YFC along, and we reckon there were some 
60-70 aircraft there for the service and barbecue.  Who but the British could 
endure, nay enjoy, a sub-zero barbecue?  FAA Sqn and YFC fronted up in 
Tecnam, Cessna 120, Piston Provost, Chipmunk, RV-4 and Arrow – in ran-
dom order, containing Jeremy Cozens, Simon Thomas, Stuart Law, John 
Beattie, Glenn Allison, Simon Wilson, Steve Robson, Lee Howard, Stefan 
and Sandra Potepa, Matt Kitson, Mark Jameson and Hayden Price.  Dave 
and Tommie Weatherley gave the FNHT trailer its first run of the season, 
and sold at least one bag of goodies - to Stuart Law, including two copies 
of John Beattie’s excellent View From A Junglie Cockpit (every home 
should have one).  Not a brilliant photograph, but you get the general idea 
– a couple of dozen people busy catching pneumonia, with a few score 
more astern doing the same. 

Henstridge Airfield 60 years on 

HENSTRIDGE AIRFIELD 
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HMS DIPPER 
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IN MEMORY OF ALL THOSE WHO 
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1.4.2013 
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Book Review 
 

By Roger Richardson Bunbury 
 

Skinner  Brian (Ed.)   VOICES OF THE FLEET AIR 
ARM ~ During Borneo Confrontation 1962 to 1966; 
Eyewitness Accounts from Those Who Were There.   
East Print  1st  2011.   303pp  ill.  map  glos.  inds.  

Foreword by Major General Julian Thompson  Royal Marines.   157x235  
sft/cvrs.  Available from FAAM shop at £10.99. 
 

As the title indicates this book is a collection of accounts about the FAA's 
rotary wing contribution to Confrontation.  Principally but not exclusively 
written by pilots RN & RM they give a vivid picture of the demanding con-
ditions under which the helicopters operated, the living arrangements, the 
hazards encountered and the invaluable contribution of the helicopter 
squadrons during the campaign both to military operations and to winning 
the hearts and minds of the natives.  This reviewer served in a fixed wing 
carrier in the Far East for 2 years during Confrontation and had a general 
awareness of the contribution of the choppers but this book was a revela-
tion as I imagine it will be to most who weren't in the Squadrons serving 
ashore in Borneo.  Brian Skinner who participated in the campaign as a 
Lieutenant RN - and even managed to fit in his wedding in Singapore 
while out there; a saga in itself - 
has done an excellent job in as-
sembling the accounts.  A minor 
criticism is that, especially with the 
shorter accounts which inevitably 
overlap in places, it is sometime 
difficult to keep tabs on the chronol-
ogy.  The longer accounts make for 
easier reading and, for instance, Lt 
Paul Barton's account (pp169-204) 
of his devotion to his trusty  Hiller 
12E (I suspect most of us didn't 
realise the Hiller had ever been a 
frontline aircraft) is alone worth the 
price of the book.  A number of 
names which appear in the text 
(including a brief mention of Denis 
Woodhams) do not appear in the 
index but minor criticisms aside this 
book is warmly recommended both 
as a record of the campaign and for 
its many entertaining dits. 
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Final Fling 
 

By John Ford 
          Three score years (minus one) 
 

 A bright kaleidoscope of fleeting memories. Dawns and sunsets. Cloud 
pictures in the mind. Massive monsoon thunderstorms over Malaya. Soft 
sea fog shrouding the Moray coast. Filigree cirrus and angry grey scud. 
Sun sparkle on water and desert sands stretching away to Empty Quarter 
infinity.  Good times with squadron mates 
and bad times in loss.  59 years in the log 
book.  19 September 1952. Auster 
GAHSN. .45 mins.   Gliding in steeply over 
the Gosport hangars to set down on the 
short grass runway.  First solo in the log 
book.   Only 3 ½ hours dual with the ex 
wartime Wing Commander who was too 
hung over to fly that day. 
Not quite the beginning however because 
some earlier experience had already sealed the commitment. 
Dual in a Sea Fury over Malta driven by a “character” just back from Ko-
rea.  A first sample of velvet smooth control and POWER. And a 1951 
flight in a Meteor 7, the jet still a bit of a source of wonder. Serenely hov-

ering in higher space, 
then down goes the nose 
accelerating through 550 
knots, with Southern Eng-
land filling the wind-
screen. 
Pre flight training in the 
early 1950’s. Into the 
pressure chamber with 
the atmosphere reduced 
to 30,000 feet. Don’t hold 
your breath when the 
chamber is explosively 
decompressed as your 

guts will come out of your ears.  Back at altitude take off the oxygen mask 
and start writing the alphabet. About 30 seconds before oblivion and a 
salutary experience.  Ejection seat training not such a good idea. Sit on 
the seat attached to a high ramp and pull the face blind. Immediately an 
explosion, high “G” forces and a damaged back.  More pilots subse-
quently unfit to fly after this experience than were ever injured in actual 
ejections.  Common sense finally prevails.  


