CHAPTER 4 — JET PROPELLED

Having now got my Wings and not being sent on to fly pigingied aircraft
| was posted to RAF Worksop for conversion to flying jetpedted aircraft. | arrived
there on 2% March 1954 and commenced my arrival procedure. This is bomget
one has to endure whenever one is posted to a new wutndists of taking a form
around various sections and getting it signed by the persanthority to say that
your presence on the unit has been recorded. One doegthe thing in reverse
when the time comes for you to leave the unit. Vedyoues!

The big difference at Worksop was that the first itemtloe agenda was to
take possession of a standard issue RAF bicycle frorBidyele Store. Strange, you
may think, as | did until |1 found that everything at numBé&d Advanced Flying
School (AFS) was stretched out over a very larga arel a bicycle was definitely
essential to get from, say, the officer's mess toathfeeld. You may be forgiven for
asking, “why not use your car?” Simple answer — not everyeas lucky enough to
own a car and nobody but senior officers were allowedotivilege of driving round
the station as room for parking at the various units kmaited and, more importantly,
to get to some of the squadrons required travelling arthenthxi track. Cars mixing
with aircraft would have been very dangerous, whereaa bike one could easily
dodge taxiing Meteors by taking to the grass!

The course started with the customary ground schoalyde&fhich the new
course was welcomed to the mess with a dining-in nighe. Ghief Flying Instructor
was a Wing Commander Coward, who had lost a leg during theana now sported
a tin one. His ‘Dining-In Night’ party trick was to pida a likely young pilot officer
from the new course, “Come here young man!” “Yes, SiKitk my leg!” “Pardon,
Sir?” “Kick my leg, that's an order!” Whereupon the ff would kick the leg
nearest him, which the Wingco made sure, was the tinTdmne made a resounding
clanging noise and was greeted by hoots of laughter fropneslent. Wg Cdr Coward
did this for every new course that arrived, and caused mancisement all round.

However one course arrived and someone must have tippedat, as when
the order, “Kick my leg” was given, the Plt Off concedrkicked his real one, leaving
the Wingco dancing around on the t|n one and howling with paiever saw him

: B repeat his party trick after that!

During Ground School
we learned about the differences
between piston and jet engines,
particularly from the handling
point of view. The major
difference is that while a piston
engine gives you power very
quickly when you open the throttle, a jet engine, hatmgvercome much more
inertia of rotating parts, is considerably less respondive result is that with a jet
one has to anticipate the need for power changes. lhotasound much, but the jets
then in use had centrifugal compressors, which had a latgengbomass and it was
quite difficult to get used to the idea, and avoid beinggbaout with too little, or too
much, power. Today’s engines do not suffer from this dralwhaite so much largely
because they use axial flow compressors with a muclHesmatating mass, but it is
still a consideration one has to bear in mind.

Because we were now going to fly at high altitude whelie hecessary to
breathe oxygen we had to have a High Altitude Decompnedsst. For this we were




put in a decompression chamber with a Medical Officertakdn up to a simulated
altitude of 37,000 feet, all the while breathing oxygen throughstite of mask we
would wear in the aircraft. The aircraft in question waes Gloster Meteor Mk 7 for
dual training and the Mk 8, shown above, for solo flying. TBfeer was, with the De
Havilland Vampire, the mainstay of Fighter Commanchat time, the former having
seen service just at the end of the second world war.

The first part of the decompression test was a climB3®00 feet, during
which we were told to remove our masks so that we coudreence the effects of
anoxia (nowadays usually called hypoxia). These effeetgjaite insidious and it is
important to know and recognise them to avoid becomingnswous due to lack of
oxygen. We were told to write our name on the piecpapler provided, and keep
writing it. When we had become almost unconscious the risfored our oxygen
supply, and we were then able to see for ourselves, thenway our writing had
deteriorated into unreadable scribble as we were slowdycome by the lack of
oxygen, just how insidious the effects are. Quite agéwots have lost their lives over
the years by not being sufficiently aware of the damgéanoxia.

After this we were taken up to 37,000 feet at which heighteaplosive
decompression’ was simulated as the chamber was ragagsessurised. The first
thing you notice is that you cannot see the man sittinggpygou, only 3 feet away,
due to the fog that immediately forms. The second mositeable effect is that
everyone in the chamber breaks wind. It is importantatahis, since not doing so
would mean you might explode or, at the very least,esufffeat pains in the
alimentary tract. The quality of the resulting atmosphdeave the reader to imagine!

In 1954 the RAF was still using the old phonetic alphaddeth started — A
for Able; B for Baker; C for Charlie...... ; K for King...... ; Q foQueen and so on.
My instructor, Squadron Leader Tommy Ormiston’s call sigrs B (King Baker)
as he was the Officer Commanding No. 2 Squadron and sivas his student mine
was QB. Thus for the next six months | hurtled arourdstties of Nottinghamshire
calling myself ‘Queen Baker’! Fortunately in those days ‘€niedidn’'t have the
connotation it does today!

During the first few flights | was taught how to hantle aircraft and it's
engines, how to use the airbrakes, which were new tsimse none of the aircraft |
had flown up to then had this facility. | was also taugiv to fly with one engine
shut down or ‘flamed out’ to use the correct terminglagd, very importantly, not to
use the airbrakes when flying with asymmetric power. Elason for the latter was to
avoid the so-called ‘Phantom Dive’, which was caused lwnbatoo low a speed
with a large amount of rudder input towards the live enddwing this caused the
aircraft to flip on its back and dive into the ground. Mawsteor pilots were killed in
this way, giving rise to the aircraft’s nickname of édtbox’. Although all this might
give the impression that it was difficult to fly,wasn’t and the Mk 8 was one of the
nicest aircraft |1 ever flew in my career, and in factvas so easy to do a smooth
landing that it was known as ‘a gentleman’s aeroplane’!

After some six hours of this routine, plus lots of citswand landings | was
sent solo in the Mk 8. This was a strange experiencedrparticular respect since the
Mk 8 was not fitted with an intercom. Well to whom wdylou talk in a single seat
aeroplane? So unless you were using the VHF to speak tdraffic Control or
another aircraft it was more or less silent in ¢bekpit even with one’s microphone
switched on, so much so that until you got used to theiidesmded to add to the
feeling of loneliness when out of sight of the ground.



Soon after this | was taught how to do bad weather t¥ckeeping below a
low cloud base of, say, 250 feet above ground level. Thisiregh@a different
technique from a normal circuit done at 1000 feet AGL, bas great fun since it
gave you a legitimate excuse for some moderately lpwgl We also did high-level
circuits at 2000 feet AGL for use on those hazy days whenmafd visibility is
restricted, especially into sun. Then another dual esenvas a High Speed Run,
when | was shown how to control the aircraft at hidach numbers. | forget the
actual Mach number, but it must have been about 0.8 stleaght tenths of the speed
of sound, at which speed the aircraft feels the effe€tsompressibility of air. It
manifests itself as buffeting and pitching, terminatinguoif controlled, in a dive from
which it can be very difficult to recover, until youaah thicker air lower down.
Instrument flying and aerobatics were also high on ¢femda, as was map reading at
low level and navigation at high level.

| passed my instrument rating test (IRT) in the middldume and so was able
to progress to night flying. On the night | was doing myt fsslo another aircraft
landed on the runway. Nothing unusual in this you may think,irbthis particular
case the pilot omitted to lower his undercarriage, amiéstvne was not hurt it blocked
the runway. At the time | was doing circuits and landiagd | was instructed by
ATC to orbit the airfield until the runway was clearethis | did, flying for
endurance, as | didn’'t have much fuel left. After a whitelild see the situation was
getting quite serious and so | suggested that | should shutrgmee down to save
fuel. This caused a near panic in the control towesiragle engined landings were
not considered the thing for a pilot on his first solon@ht! | eventually landed
safely, but | gathered from the ground crew that therelittle more than the smedif
fuel left in the tanks by the time | shut down the eaginf you think this a mite hairy
for a pilot of my limited experience, think what it whise for some pilots in the
Battle of Britain, who had very much less experienomesas little as 10 hours, and
were thrown straight into the deep end of fightingghemy, whereas | had some 250
hours under my belt!

Then came formation flying and the next picture shoust fthat. As |
mentioned in chapter three, the art of formation flyingpikeep close to the leader.
That is the middle aircraft in
this photo, and provided you do
this, the rest is easy, even if the
leader does steep turns or
aerobatics — you just ignore the
background view and keep
‘station’ on the leader. Part and
parcel of formation flying
exercises was ‘tail chasing'.

This was to teach you to keep
another aircraft in sight so that
you could, in theory, get close enough to shoot it down.

On one occasion the formation leader called, “Thdse GO!” and broke
hard right towards some cumulus cloud with the obvious tiaieof losing me in the
cloud. I was trying to keep up with him and getting fasterfaster as we were diving
quite steeply. When you increase speed in a Meteor yal toekeep winding the
elevator trim forward to keep the stick forces to a&leat which you can control the
aircraft. I got myself into a position where | had to beéh hands on the stick to keep
the nose down far enough to enable me to see the otbeafta A sort of catch 22



situation as | couldn’t take one hand off the stickvbod the trim forward without the
nose coming up and my losing sight of the leader. Suddenlgicha sharp left
climbing turn, and | immediately followed. As soon aglaxed the forward pressure
on the stick | went into an extremely high ‘g’ turn durwbich | completely blacked
out! The next thing | remember was slowly regaining consaess finding myself
in a cockpit and wondering for a split second wherenhtlel was and what the hell |
was doing. Gradually | regained control of both the aftaand my brain and finally
managed to find the leader and regain formation on himhérdturn to base. Moral
of that incident — always keep the aircraft in trim!

On another occasion | was coming back to base frone sxercise or another
and found myself over some broken cloud and not quite sheeew was. | thought
that if | descended through the cloud | would soon be abigetdify my position. |
very soon saw some very lumpy hills all around me aatising that | was among the
Pennines | put on full power and went in the directiotJBflike a homesick eagle.
And the moral of that incident is - never let dowrotigh cloud unless you are certain
where you are!

We did a lot of our circuit and landing training at Gamsagfield, just south
of Retford, so with a small detour I could fly over ‘Wymdoft’ so that Grandma and
Grandpa Marshall could see me. | have often felt thagt have seen great changes
in their lifetimes as they were born well before #event of the motorcar and now
were seeing their grandson in a jet aircraft.

When | had a weekend free | used to go down to see MeWdorcester and
when this coincided with her day off we spent time tbegettouring around
Worcestershire and our beloved Malvern Hills. Sometiméenduhe summer Mella
moved down to Eastbourne to stay with my parents and atotke Princess Alice
Memorial hospital. This arrangement allowed me to gmé during long weekends
and see both my parents and Mella. It was here thatofen worked with the
infamous Dr Bodkin Adams, of whom her opinion is somewleds than
complimentary and certainly not printable!

| finished the course on 3JAugust with an ‘Above the Average’ assessment
overall and an ‘Exceptional’ rating for formation flyingilots were then assessed,
and may still be, as far as | know, as Exceptional,v&bthe Average, Average or
Below Average. To my considerable surprise | received aavélthe Average
assessment on my wings course on Oxfords, so it sereexih’t have worried about
my chances of success as a pilot, but then hindsighwanéerful thing!

Having given me such a high
assessment on the Meteor, Tommy
Ormiston strongly recommended that |
should be posted onto day fighter/ground
attack aircraft, but the Air Ministry in their
wisdom gave me a posting onto night
fighters. (It is the same in any of the
Services — if you are a qualified electrician
you will finish up as a cook!) | had just about resignedseffyto a tour flying the
Meteor NF14 (similar to the NF11 in the picture abovekemithat posting was
cancelled and changed to a tour on bombers. Consequaitely spot of leave and
cooling my heels at Worksop until the end of Septemberd semt to the Bomber
Command Bombing School at RAF Lindholm (near Doncasternow one of HM’s
Prisons) to learn how to drop bombs.



During my leave | decided that | had to part with the ‘@GrBeagon’ as it was
getting to the stage in its life when it needed more reghmn was economically
viable. | exchanged it for another motorbike, a Royald&af850cc. Soon after | got it
Mella and | decided to have a day out on the Medwayabiidge. So we packed a
picnic and off we went. We hired a boat and | rowed uprither until we found a
suitable spot for our picnic. | tied the boat to a hamelg toot, got ashore and took the
picnic from Mella. | then attempted to help her out, $h# was too near the stern and

as she was trying to get onto the riverbank the
boat gradually swung out leaving Mella
suspended over the water into which she
inevitably fell to the accompaniment of much
splashing and hilarity. Fortunately it was a
lovely sunny day so | rigged up one of the oars
to make a clothes line upon which we hung
Mella’s soaking wet apparel. She had to strip off
to her foundation garment and have her picnic
wearing my mackintosh to preserve her modesty.
The look on the faces of passers by in other boatmgsa# this laundry hung out to
dry, was nothing short of incredulous and made me wisddla camera with me! In
fact her rather thick skirt was still damp by the time got back to Eastbourne, even
with the draught on the back of the bike. The only ileefffrom this incident is that
ever since Mella has only liked water in a bath!

It is interesting to note that when the first jetteeed service with the RAF it
was rumoured that only pilots below the age of 32 wosl@llmwed to fly them as it
was thought that the strain of flying at high speed wouldobemuch for anyone
older! What a load of balderdash that idea turned ouetbdezause a good friend of
mine was still flying them as an instructor at the ripeage of 60!

Often, returning to Worksop in the Meteor 8 we used taecin at maximum
speed, break left to join the circuit and extend the ad® to lose speed ready for
landing. This produced a sort of howling, whistling noise ang Wwaown as
‘spreading the blue note’. Because my new motorbike somstimade a similar
noise | christened it ‘Bluenote’, painted the fuel taokmatch and it was always
referred to by that name until | sold it.

| arrived at Lindholm on 29 September for a two-week course of bombing
instruction on Varsity aircraft. All the take-offs andntlings were done by very
experienced staff pilots, many of whom had been flying dutiegldast war, so all |
was required to do was fly straight and level overlibmbing ranges (Otmoor near
Oxford and Wainfleet in the Wash). Also on the courggewnavigators who were
being trained to become navigator/bomb aimers. They t@vimstructions ‘left, left’
or ‘right’ or steady and the instructors stressed the meet to fly the aircraft at a
steady height and speed, keeping the ‘ball in the middke. slip indicator, as it was
properly called, consisted of a ball in a curved tubeafidi which showed whether
the aircraft was sliding sideways or ‘slipping’. If th&caaft is slipping when the
bomb is released, the bomb will not go where theafires pointing, but off to one
side and has even less chance than normal of hitentatget. This is as popular with
bomb aimers as dropping catches is with bowlers inc&etrmatch!

| did five trips in the Varsity — which included visual bombiaig4000 feet,
simulated GH bombing and ‘high’ level bombing at 7000 feet. Sth& pilots were
all ex wartime veterans and on the return from my és@rcise the pilot, a Pole, got
the staff bomb aimer to give him a ‘bombing run’ to keem lin the runway



centreline until we were only some 100 yards from touchdowthought this
particularly amusing until | found out later that it svaecessary for his crew to do
this, as he was getting quite myopic in his old age! YCNSEW!

| then had about ten days leave before | reported tabau 231 Operational
Conversion Unit (OCU) to learn to fly the English EtecCanberra light bomber.

But before | move on to the next chapter the incideitit the ‘no wheels’
landing reminds me of the Atcherly twins. These two, where well known
throughout the RAF, were what one would call ‘charat€&@ne of them had rather
poor eyesight and the other some problem with his wat&swvém order for them to
pass their medicals when joining the RAF one twin dithkeyesight tests and the
other provided both urine samples. Unfortunately one twas killed when he
disappeared over the Mediterranean in a Meteor, buittiee rose through the ranks
and at one point in his career was the AOC (Air @ffi€ommanding) of one of the
Groups in Training Command. It was during this time thatualesit at a flying
training school landed with his undercarriage still up. Upearing about the incident
AVM Atcherly decided that he had better interview thadent and give him a
‘bollocking’. He decided that rather than have the studeport to his office he
would go to the unit concerned and see the young man tHererganised a single
seat Vampire Mk5 and off he flew. As he got near tadkeistination he got somewhat
lost and not wanting to embarrass himself was refusirapswer ATC’s increasingly
worried calls. Finally the ATC controller asked him ewvd he was, to which he
replied, “I'm shulking!” (He spoke that way.) Eventualie found the airfield and
landed, yes you've guessed it, wheels still up! Having skitlnledhalt on the runway
he was sitting in the Vampire with the hood still eéldsvhen a corporal from a fire
vehicle started to wield a fire axe thinking the hood waskstwhen the AVM wound
it open with words, “What’s the matter, lad?” To whitie corporal replied, “Hurry
up and get out of there Sir, the AOC will be here miaute!”

Later the AVM met the student who was the causeldhsl fuss and bother,
and told him that he should be more careful in the futawreas he too could make the
same mistake he told him, “I'll meet you half way, Bly you a beer in the bar!”
Quite a character and | also heard that once whiled®inspecting some students
before presenting them with their wings he passed &ylarly tall and thin student
with fair hair who was sporting a wispy moustache amarked to him, “Shave it
off, lad, its shapping your strength!”

In chapter three | mentioned the runway caravan.d t@enention it again in
connection with the next incident. The caravan was guich a vehicle positioned at
the side of the duty runway and manned by a member g&#ictcontrol. Among his
duties the controller would watch for aircraft approachimd¢and and check whether
their undercarriage was down or not. In the latter t@seould fire a red Very light
warning the pilot to go around. Another duty was to chaesraft for take-off when
radio silence was being observed so as not to alemamy of a raid. In this incident
a Meteor flown by a student at night called ‘downwind’ sv@eared to finals’, then
called ‘finals one, two, three greens’ and was ‘cleaoddnd’. After this there was no
sign of the aircraft until about half an hour afteh@d been cleared to land the pilot
appeared at the door to the runway carahaming completed the approach on foot
He said that he had undershot the runway and landed irod, Wwat that the aircraft
was more or less undamaged. Next morning a search paktyséveral hours to find
the wreckage of the Meteor, the largest remaining podfonhich was the nose of
the aircraft back to the rear of the ejection s&ae pilot was adamant that he had



scarcely scratched the thing, which shows just how disatied he was and even
more lucky to have walked away from it without injury. YCNSLEM!

During my course at Worksop the
well-known cartoonist Pat Rooney visited
the mess and like most of my
contempories | had my ‘likeness’ done.
The spanner in my hand is to illustrate my
love of amateur engineering, the aircraft
are Meteors and the car is a not very good
likeness of the Green Dragon. The original
cartoon hangs in pride of place on my
office wall to this day, a constant reminder
of sunny summer days at RAF Worksop.



