CHAPTER SEVEN — IF YOU WANT TO LEARN — TEACH

I've often heard it said that the only way to leabowt anything in depth is to
teach it. This is particularly true about flying as | viadind out in the course of the
next few years. It is also said, with good reason, dhailot is at his most vulnerable
when he has accumulated around 1000 hours experience. Ttemshe begins to
think that he has become a SHP (shit hot pilot), and ften has resulted in
accidents happening due to overconfidence. So it was ayuexything for me to go
to CFS at this point as | was close to accumulatingnidgic 1000 hours.

Number 188 Instructors Course started 8hJ@ne 1957 shortly after Mella,
Trevor and | had moved to 7, Enoch Terrace, OddingtaedR8tow-on-the-Wold,

Gloucestershire, a mere twenty minutes drive from RAF
Little Rissington, the highest military airfield in UKThe
garden was a lot less tidy than it looks from theys&twhen
we arrived, so with the course work, gardening and a small
son | was kept pretty busy for the next four monthse T
cottage, one of a terrace built of Cotswold stone, way
cosy if rather small. One nice thing about it was thaacked
onto a field of raspberry canes allowing us to open tloddat
window and help ourselves!

| didn’t know what to expect on the course, but | soon
found out that a lot of play-acting was needed, so meear
somewhat limited thespian experience stood me in good
stead, proof if proof is needed, that no experience enidif

ever wasted as YCNSTWLEM!

The course was in two halves. In the first halfemflthe Percival Provost T1
for exactly 50 hours. Those who were to become basics@Rlualified Flying
Instructor) spent the second half of the course doing laefudtO hours on this aircraft,
while the others, including myself, who were to bec@ueanced QFI's converted to
the De Havilland Vampire T11. Our
time was divided fairly equally
between flying and ground studies.

After going solo in the Provost we

started learning to ‘patter’ our way

through the different exercises, like

‘straight and level', ‘turns’, ‘stalling’,

‘spinning’ and so on. One would do

each exercise with a CFS instructor

and then go up with a fellow student and try to ‘tea@theother. | found it all very
strange and not to say difficult at first, but | gradpalbt used to the idea that it was
all a big ‘act’. We were also shown how to use a blaekth to the best effect. If you
have ever tried doing this you will, 'm sure, agree tkiadwing the right way is
essential if your students are to gain the maximum
benefit from your expertise.

The end of the first part of the course gave
us an opportunity to have various members of the
family present at Trevor's christening early in
8 August and this was probably the first and last time
both Mella’s and my parents got together.

| then went on to fly the Vampire T11. The




format was much the same with ground school

sessions interspersed with flying, although with

the latter there were many more different

exercises to master, such as high speed flight,

steep turns and night flying. It seems quite

incredible to me now, that during the steep turns we usgohtter whilst pulling

6%3'g’. With no ‘g’ suits it was a matter of practice akenching your stomach
muscles so that you could remain conscious during this egegdtbough | suspect
that the student on the receiving end spent most of greis& blacked out.

We also did a lot of aerobatics and the Vampire wasxaellent aircraft for
this, both at low and high altitude, and | rememberl wering my night final
handling test | had accelerated to about .8 Mach fohitjte speed run at 40,000 feet
when the examiner said, “do a loop”. So there | was, 4Z@Qipside down over the
centre of Birmingham with nothing on the clock except ritekers name, when the
examiner observed, “I wonder how much nooky is going on dbere?” | can only
assume that he felt entirely at ease with my flyindjssko be able to make such a
seemingly trite remark whilst in such an attitude. Anywapaksed the course,
winning to my surprise and considerable delight the Grosshirpictured below.

This trophy gained its name as
it was presented to CFS by the
graduates of No. 144 course and was
awarded to the student who achieved
the highest marks in ground school
and | was presented with the trophy at
our ‘dining-out’ by the commandant
of CFS, Air Commodore Hyde, who
was known to all and sundry as
‘Chaps’ Hyde. He earned this strange
nickname by his habit of addressing
people as ‘Chaps’ even when only
one person was present. He was also
well known as having a love of
pyrotechnics, so much so that at our
dining-out the naval lieutenant who
had just won the wooden spoon
terminated his very brief speech by
lighting a ‘tuppenny banger and
throwing it in front of ‘Chaps’ where
it exploded amid a great deal of
hilarity.

Having done both my final
handling tests | was entered for the
Brabyn Trophy for the best aerobatic

display. Alas | didn’t win this one, but it was furying!

The course finished on ®4September and | was posted to No 8 Flying
Training School (FTS) at RAF Swinderby, alongside the Ad6veen Newark and
Lincoln. Once again Mella and Trevor, now six montlts and | were on the move,
this time to Collingham, a village north of Newark wheve settled into a rented
semi-detached house next to a Mr & Mrs Willis. Theyavan elderly couple, but
were incredibly kind to us, and ‘Auntie’ Willis as skeon became known, often



baby-sat for us when we had a function to go to. OldWillis was typical of his
generation, a man of few words with a droll sense afdwr. He was cutting his front
hedge one day when one of his cronies came past slowlllipg@a ancient bicycle.
The only words that passed between them were, “Aregul?” from the man on the
bike!”

QFI's are categorised as; B2 — probationary; B1 — Averd@e— Above
Average, and Al — Exceptional, the latter being found absutequently as frog’'s
feathers! Everyone passed out from CFS as a B2 andikationths to obtain a
recategorisation to B1. | achieved this or"2Bnuary 1958 and as a reward was
allowed to go over to RAF Strubby to have a couple ofdagreational flying in the
Meteor 7 and 8's | had flown during my jet conversion. #de a nice change to be
able to swan about the skies withchaving to talk all the time, and to enjoy the
sensation of being a free spirit whilst zooming in andodabe clouds.

Over the months | flew with a number of students,uditlg several who had
joined the RAF as graduates from various universities. Myicpdar student was
Brian Stead, a B.Sc in aerodynamics and | also fléw \Berny’ Jackson, a B.A in
oriental studies who later became an Air Vice Marstmal whose obituary | read in
The Times only recently.

In April 1958 a new course started and included a young mabaaft any
own age, who had just graduated as a doctor and whom towget to know quite
well over the next five months of instruction up to ‘gsh standard. He was Pilot
Officer Whittle one of the sons of Sir Frank Whittletinventor of the jet engine.
When he graduated with his wings PO Whittle told me thaedsad now finished his
National Service he was going to emigrate to Austrdl@. unnaturally | assumed he
was going to become a Flying Doctor, for which he seeemeiently well qualified,
but no, he informed me he was going to take up engineeringigkiustrious father.
How well he got on | never found out as we lost touatedre left Swinderby.

During the five month long course to get their wings tioelents were set a
‘project’ to keep them occupied whenever the weather uvdi for flying. The
course prior to Whittle’s was set the task of buildingodfee bar in the crewroom.
This they did with considerable ingenuity, obtaining thekpdcof a wrecked
Vampire Mk5 and fitting this out with dispensers for eeff sugar, milk and hot
water. It looked quite splendid when it was completed.otdnhately the cup of
coffee it dispensed tasted absolutely foul. The re&sothis was that the method of
construction called for many parts to be glued togethdrta achieve this with a
degree of permanence they had used Bostik. The upshdttbfsalabour was that
young Whittle and his colleagues were given a ‘projexttismantle the Vampire
cockpit bar and construct something that produced a drinkable ccpffeé! Their
result was less spectacular but the coffee was rgadig.

The spinning characteristics of the Vampire are wodhg mention in this
narrative. In the first place orders stipulated thgpia should not be initiated below
25,000 feet and that if recovery was not complete by 10,000tHeetrew should
immediately eject. The reason for this was thatrate of descent in a fully developed
spin was in excess of 30,000 feet per minute — quite thesfamethod of descent I've
ever heard of in any aeroplane.

To get into a spin you have to get the speed down tongtaid then apply
full rudder in either direction at which point the airtrddes two flick rolls before the
nose drops and the spin proper develops. When instructinghtgutievas normal to
start recovery after four turns by applying full oppositdder and pushing the stick
forward to get out of the stall and as soon as thatioot had stopped, centralise the



rudder and recover from the ensuing dive. It was all e@gjting and took much less
time to do than to write about. Every three montissructors were required during
Staff Continuation Training (SCT) to do an eight-turmnsgghe maximum allowed.

This was not at all popular among the majority of tHd’Qwho always seemed to
manage to count to eight long before the aircraft hae daore than about five turns!
Also there was always considerable debate as to whethewo flick rolls counted

towards the eight turns or not.

Pilots and students of aerodynamics will know tleatany given altitude and
power setting an aircraft will fly at two speeds, slewv the other fast. This is easy to
prove on paper, but less easy in practice. Quite by attdidkscovered that these two
speeds could be demonstrated in a very convincing mannettidhe/as to reduce to
stalling speed and just as the aircraft was about tog&ally feed in power until the
throttle was fully open and at the same time keep brghthe nose of the aircraft up.
Eventually you finished with full power and an indicatpéexd of around 50/60 knots,
well below the stalling speed. Then by just lowering theenthe aircraft would
accelerate to the maximum speed for the altitude, soerewdround 400+ knots. |
don't think any of the other QFI’s used this demonstratidnch | found great fun to
do and impressed my students no end!

Towards the end of October 1958 I
was allowed to go down to RAF Kemble near
Cirencester or five days flying in a Hawker
Hunter F4. This was the only aircraft | ever
flew without the benefit of instruction in a
dual control version, as the two-seat T7 had
yet to come into service. Monday morning
was spent being briefed on the aircraft and its
systems, controls and procedures, then after
lunch you were strapped into a Mk4 with a
series of crib cards strapped to your leg and
away you went.

Because the Hunter had power
controls you could always tell a first solo’ as
the wings wobbled from side to side until you
got used to the idea of holding the control
column with thumb and forefinger instead of

with the entire fist as was necessary in a Vam@ethe second flight | was briefed
to do a sonic run over the Bristol Channel and sorheca member of what was then
a fairly exclusive group — The Mach 1.0 Club — and my ceatiéd of membership,
permanently pasted into my log-book is shown above.

Flying supersonic sounds quite dramatic, but in reality goisiething of an
anticlimax since you can't hear the sonic boom insigeaircraft and the only way
you know you are travelling faster than the speed ofd@uby looking at the Mach
meter! In the five days at Kemble | did a total of sevaps, the last two being
formation flying, which gave me a very good insight into heagy it was to fly very
accurate formation with power controls and understamvd the ‘Black Arrows’ of
111 Squadron did such wonderful displays. All great fun beatflights were all too
short as the fuel consumption was such that about 45 esinas the maximum you
could stay aloft. In fact | think the Hunter was theyaaikcraft I've ever flown where
you could actually see the needle on the fuel gauge moving!



After all the excitement of Hunter flying it seemed swvhat pedestrian to be
flying the Vampire again the following week, but in Decemblee 5" to be precise,
things got very exciting indeed! In the morning | led a faramaof students and in
the afternoon | took up a student, Pilot Officer Stewasta favour for our next-door
flight who were an instructor short due to sickness. €Rercise was practice
instrument flying for P/O Stewart, who took off, entyre&n instruments, and a few
seconds after the undercarriage had retracted at abouted@béve the runway there
was a tremendous ‘bang’ accompanied by a complete cessatipower. The
impression | got was that we had run into a brick wall, sehat unlikely at that
height, but that was how it felt. | can do no betbantquote from my logbook and the
Green Endorsement therein:

“Flight Lieutenant Hopkins was engaged on an instructiorsifument flying
exercise in Vampire T11 Wz457 off ®ecember 1958 with Pilot Officer Stewart as
his pupil. At a height of approximately 600 feet above grolewel, after an
instrument take-off, and at a speed of 180 knots thereamasid bang from the
engine and a complete loss of power. Flight Lieutedopkins immediately took
control of the aircraft and turned left to position keti for a landing on the disused
runway, the only runway he could hope to reach from su@w altitude. He then
lowered the undercarriage and flaps and obtained cleafandais landing. The
undercarriage and one third flap came down at once, but unfeatyitiae remainder
of the flap had to be pumped down by Pilot Officer Stewad was slow to come
down fully. Flight Lieutenant Hopkins managed to land theraft on the disused
runway, which was only 1200 yards long. He realised thaguse of the slowness of
flap movement, he would not be able to stop. After tdowm, therefore, he
endeavoured to retract the undercarriage. Only one leactetr and, after the hood
had been jettisoned, the aircraft came to rest aboutydfids off the end of the
runway. Technical examination showed that the engine aaspr had failed shortly
after take-off. Flight Lieutenant Hopkins, who was ab$sisted by Pilot Officer
Stewart, handled this hazardous and difficult emergentty s@mmendable skill and
coolness. His showing was in keeping with the best toaditof the QFI. The Air
Officer Commanding No. 23 Group has ordered that this GEeorsement be

placed in his log book.”
The picture (on the left) of the compressor
shows that the cross webs in both intakes
had fractured allowing the front bearing to
move. The compressor, which was about 3
feet in diameter, stopped from the
maximum 10,600 rpm in 8 inches of travel
around the periphery. Quite a jerk! And |
think this demonstrates most impressively
how robust the whole engine was and why
we both thought we had hit a brick wall.
Fortunately neither of us was hurt
in any way, but there was one funny
incident that the official reports do not tell.
After we leapt out of the cockpit into the
field of stubble, in which we had come to
rest, we both got about 4 feet from the
aircraft before we were drawn inexorably
back by the rubber emergency oxygen



pipes that we had both forgotten to undo in our haste toagst ia case a fire ensued.
All the other QFI's and students who watched our landsagd it was quite

spectacular as we went through two fences and a hedgeawhtiye bow wave of
pieces of both. The other funny happening was when we gaeering down the
runway trying to stop | said to P/O Stewart, “Pump”, meatarghim to pump the

hydraulics and try to retract the undercarriage. Afterwhed®ld me that he though |
had said, “Jump!”

| seem to remember that the only ‘counselling’ eithensofeceived was a cup
of tea in Station Sick Quarters where we were takea ftheck up. Counselling was a
word that was seldom heard in 1958 outside legal circlesadtident happened on a
Friday afternoon and both of us were flying again th@wong Monday with no
untoward effects! When | got home Mella wasn't in thestebit surprised when | told
her what had happened, as she had known somehow thatHgsaghétad occurred.
Telepathy between two who are close maybe!

When the weather was unfit for flying some of the instrgchad a bridge
school going and one day the Station Commander came whifela hand was in
progress. He asked, “What’s this?” and | replied, “Thmeetrumps, Sir.” He didn’t
say anything at the time, but a few days later an edistigsued to the effect that card
games were not to be played in the crew room untihalinstructors had passed their
A2 recategorisation test! It will therefore come assnoprise to the reader to learn
that | became an A2 QFI on'i®/arch 1959 during a visit from ‘The Trappers’. The
latter’s official name was the CFS Examining teard #Hey came around every year
to test a sample of pilots, both QFI's and studewtshieck on the quality of both.
Little did |1 know that one day | should be privileged joon their ranks! This
examining system is one of the reasons why the standard
RAF pilots is second to none and in case you think | am
biased, | should mention that many Air Forces around the
world, to this day, invite the CFS Examining wing to test
their pilots on a regular basis. | shall mention momethis
subject in a later chapter.

In July Mella and | took Trevor for a week’s
holiday in Tenby or ‘Little England beyond Wales’, assit
known. A great spot for a seaside holiday with young
children and as you can see the sandy beach is ideal for
excavating your way to Australia!

Once or twice a year the Officers Mess would hold lh&a it was at one
such that the next picture was taken of Mella andflilirflow. At this point | need to

mention two things. Firstly that some of the st@adtupied
married quarters at an old wartime RAF base just aatsid
Newark, called Winthorpe and secondly that the
Nottinghamshire police had a habit if sitting on the cgunt
boundary at night and stopping traffic.

It was after the mess had held a fancy dress ball tha
one of my colleagues, Steve Edmondson, was driving home
with his wife to Winthorpe at around 2am and was stopped
by the police. They asked Steve where they had been before
they looked properly into the car and when they spotted
Steve’s attire, which in no way went with his jet bldekr
and handlebar moustache, they suggested in no uncertain
terms that he and his wife should go home at top speeti! An



what had Steve been dressed in? A complete Fairy’# witth gossamer wings, tutu
skirt and magic wand! His wife was wearing something dguiadiicrous. I'm know
they both dined out on this incident for many monthsbabdy years!

| too had a brush with the law at the same locatioor@noccasion just after |
had finished reconditioning the engine and gearbox of thkkM Jaguar that we had
swapped for the Hillman Minx. | was coming home to @glham (also in
Nottinghamshire) at about 2am after a somewhat al@ofarmal dinner in the mess.

The Notts boundary was at the top of a small rise amé@jagroached at a very
stately 30mph | was aware of a red light moving updowin. This turned out to be a
board covered with red reflective studs which said, “Bol&top.” So | stopped and
after the bobby had inquired where | was going and what baeén doing, the latter
being fairly obvious as | was dressed in mess kit and tongabrandy fumes, he
wanted to know how far away | was when | could see thigin. | indicated that |
could see it as soon as | came over the brow of theHalthen wanted to know how
far away | was from them when | could read whatitsl reckoned about 100 yards
and said so. He thanked me for being so helpful and ‘8&d, are the first one that
has stopped tonight, we've had to jump out of the wayvefyane else!” | didn’t
have the heart to tell him that had it not beentierfact that | was running-in my new
engine and gearbox they would probably had to do the sameetor

The next few months were uneventful from the
flying point of view, but by now Mella was pregnant
again. When she was pregnant with Trevor she had a
constant yearning for nuts, which | seemed to spend my
spare time either fetching or cracking. This time lifeswa
easier as her craving was for unripe gooseberries and
fortunately we had a ready supply of these at the énd o
our small garden.

By this time we had become firm friends with
Brian and Nancy Challand, who owned the garage in the
village and also had a son, lan, of about the same age as
Trevor. Because | was often engaged in night flying Briad Yolunteered to take
Mella to Nocton Hall RAF Hospital where the baby wasbe delivered if | was
absent when she went into labour. Mella and Nancy keptingrigrian up whenever
there was fog about as he was sure that he would Enéheo have to drive over to
Nocton Hall.

In the event he was let off the hook as |
had some leave and on thé"2Dctober 1959 our
second son, Christopher Mark was born.
(Curiously I am writing this on his 41st birthday!)
Trevor was really pleased to have a brother and
the picture above shows them both when
Christopher was about six weeks old. Jumping
ahead slightly, Trevor was with Mella who was
pushing Christopher in his pram some six months
later; at about the time the next photo was taken,
so Trevor would be about 3 years old, when he

asked, “Mummy, what is the universe?” | think the answas something along the
lines of asking Daddy when he got home. | cannot rememberl lgot out of this
one, but | should mention that Trevor is now a PhDoimguter science and a senior



consultant in object technology practice for IBM, Issuppose one could regard his
guestion as being along the lines of ‘writing on the wal’him!
In January 1960 | was asked to take on a student from ty& Bordanian
Air Force who was having trouble passing his IRT. This ndgmabk place about
half way through the course, but Officer Cadet Zaza weaghere near ready to take
his test.
In these types of circumstances a student was usualbggas to a more
experienced QFI to see if an improvement was posgiftier the first flight with him
| could see why he was having trouble. He was basicalle-ila and had not
attempted to learn all the procedures he should have kativiay heart at this stage
in his training. | could see that | needed to take a strowgviith him and whilst
debriefing him in one of the cubicles in the student’s aeem the noise level from
the rest of the students decreased from cacophony pmihiewhere you could hear a
pin drop. At the end of around half an hour he was irstdart he now knew what
was required from him if he as not to be ‘scrubbed’ fithen course. Being an Arab
this would have been a considerable loss of face, consdygbe rapidly ‘extracted
the digit’ and passed his IRT. | continued as his insbrughtil he eventually got his
wings and returned to Jordan. Many years later | heatchthatad been piloting the
helicopter in which the Queen of Jordan was killed wheriew into a large
thunderstorm. | have since wondered if | might have db@elordanian Royal family
a considerable disservice by taking so much trouble withZaza. YCNSTWLEM!
One member of the officer's mess was a Major whoaameekend practice
unit for the TA near Ollerton. He was accommodatedunmess, as there wasn't an
army mess in the vicinity. One Wednesday he arranged few of us to go over to
Ollerton and have a go at driving his tanks. The tanks intignewere Centurions,
which were powered by Rolls-Royce Meteor engines (mmection with the aircraft
of the same name). Each of us was assigned an Arrpprebd to show us the ropes
and explain the controls. You sat with the gear levé&einveen your legs and on each
side were the ‘steering sticks’. Pull the left onel &éime left track slowed or stopped
and you turned left and vice versa, all controlled by fheyelic gearbox. There were
the normal foot pedals, clutch, brake and throttle, bet main problem was the
gearbox, which had five forward and two reverse gearsraqdired double de-
clutching when changing gear.
| had no problem with this when changing into a
lower gear as | had learnt to drive on an old Wolsele
pictured left, with the same sort of ‘crash’ gearbox, that
corporal explained that a better result could be achieved
when changing into a higher gear by simultaneously pulling
the left steering stick and selecting the next geae fEimk
didn’t turn, as the gearbox was not in the power tvawen
you had the clutch pedal down. | tried these ‘stick changess! lvas continually
managing to create distinctly nasty noises from tlaglgex. “You're bein’ too gentle,
Sir. Bang it in!” said the corporal. So the next timehanged up | did exactly that —
and the gear knob came off in my hand! “Now look what youe@e,” he says,
“You've broken it!” In spite of my partially wreckingosne of Her Majesty’s
equipment the afternoon was thoroughly enjoyable andrnl goba taste for knocking
down small trees and driving up seemingly impossible slope=at@un | must say,
but if you ever get the chance to do the same, takadwige and beg, borrow or steal
a set of goggles. | didn’t have any such luxury and finishgdank driving with my
eyes full of grit!



Every year we had the pleasure of the
AOC'’s Inspection if one can call it a pleasure, but
be that as it may, it meant loads of ‘bull’. You know
the sort of thing — “If you find something lying
around salute it, if it doesn’t salute back, pick it up
and if it won’t move, paint it!” In addition to all this
in 1960 the Station Commander decided that it
would be a great idea to have a mass formation
display and on the right you can get an idea of what
this particular ‘Balbo’ looked like. Why Balbo?

Because the chap who pioneered large formations
of aircraft such as this was an Italian, General
Balbo.

Of course you can'’t just get 12 aircraft airborne and achikgeperfection
demonstrated — it takes a lot of practice, so over tleksvbefore the big day in May
we had eight sessions of formation flying, which is ohthe best methods of losing
weight yet invented, as you sweat pounds off each toneggt airborne.

The only better method of losing weight is to becomeeaber of a formation
aerobatic team, which | did at the beginning of 1961 and thiewould have led to |
don't know but while | was away on leave my replacementhe team was
unfortunately killed when his aircraft failed to pull outaotoop. The reason for this
was never fully explained, but the result was thatpitwers that be decided that the
team should be wound up. However the little bit thatlidb flying at number 4, ‘in
the box’ convinced me that | would lose weight at a Yardpid rate if we had
continued into the summer.

Just to give you some idea of what it was like to do feionaaerobatics | can
tell you that | used to fly with my nose about six féem the leaders tail. This
requires considerable concentration and a lot of hardigaysffort to stay in the
same place regardless of ones attitude, be it a losproe sort of rolling manoeuvre.
Nevertheless it is great fun and we were all very disapg®d not to be able to
continue and put on displays for the public.

One morning the station Padre expressed a desire taahaype so it being a
lovely clear day | took him up to 40,000 feet from where wddceae for miles. It is
not very often that you get really clear visibilityytbvhen you do one can see large
sections of the British Isles as though one were tapkt a map. | can quite see how
the astronauts felt looking down on the Earth from dpackct from 55,000 feet you
can see the curvature of the earth very clearly. Anyaftsar we had had our fill of
sightseeing we descended back to base for a few ciamotdandings before retiring
to the Mess for lunch. Whilst eating someone aske®#uee what he had been doing
that morning and he replied, “I've been flying - went up tg0@0 feet for a quick
interview!”

In October 1960 my three year tour at Swinderby shoane linished, but as
several new instructors had been posted in at the samaeat myself it would have
meant a severe dilution of the overall level of instional experience had we all been
posted out at the same time. Consequently two of us asked if we would each
extend our tours by a year. As an incentive to say ywasl told | could go into
‘standards flight’, who were responsible for the stadd#rinstruction on the AFTS,
and also told that | could have a choice of posting iea’y time. A further carrot
was another week at RAF Kemble flying the Hunter, wHi¢horoughly enjoyed.
This seemed to be a good deal so | agreed and moved offcsgeak.



Thereafter | became one of a team responsible fazkelge new instructors
when they arrived fresh from CFS, maintaining the higimdards of the instructors
already at Swinderby and | also became an InstrumemgRBxaminer (IRE). By
now | had a ‘Master Green'’ rating meaning that | couldrflgny weather.

My new post also meant that | got a number of what iyaght call odd jobs.
The first of these was to take up a journalist ffbime Timeswho was writing a series
of articles on training in the RAF right from initia¢lection up to arriving on a front
line squadron as a fully qualified military pilot. | decidit a suitable instructional
exercise for this purpose would be stalling.

Having briefed Mr Charles just as if he were a reatlent we got airborne
and climbed to about 15,000 feet ready to start the rgjalemonstration. Now
because an aircraft can virtually ‘drop out of the skigew it stalls it is vital to ones
longevity to see that no other aircraft is in the vigingarticularly below. To do this
you performed a ‘clearing turn’ in each direction. This megua pull of about 2'g’.
As | was doing this rather gentle manoeuvre there wasrtao$ groan from Mr
Charles. | immediately levelled out and inquired as eptoblem. It seemed that he
was totally unprepared for his body weight to double amehs thankful | hadn’t
decided to demonstrate steep turns®at‘g’! Not that | would have even considered
this as most students who were partially inured to trexeffof ‘g’ blacked out during
their first experience of a steep turn.

My next ‘odd job’ was in April 1961 when | had the pleasurdlyhg with
Flying Officer R.T.Simpson, one time captain of the Mgthamshire cricket team.
He was then a pilot in the RAF Reserve and thus hadejo ikeflying practice. | think
the last time | had seen him was at Lords during a testhm@he other odd job | can
remember was standing in for the Flying Wing Adjutant whderent on three weeks
leave.

Now | already had a theory about office work of thig.sbly maxim was - 1.
Write it down and - 2. Do it now. This seemed to work adbly well and after only
a few days | had emptied my in-tray as well as that oitmeg Commander Flying.
After about ten days the ‘Wingco’ told me that he haditde to do and he couldn’t
understand it! | hardly dared to tell him | had been takingcutive’ decisions on his
behalf, but he seemed happy about the whole affair.

You may remember |
mentioned the trilby hat | never
wore — here on the right you can
see it doing sterling service with
our rapidly growing boys, seen in
the garden at Collingham, and in
the other picture ‘Auntie’ Willis
can be seen holding Christopher
shortly after he was christened,
with  Mella holding a proud

brother Trevor.

One chore that came around from time to time wasdahé&uty Pilot’. As
such one had to spend the whole day or night in the alaiower supervising the
flying and coping with any emergencies that might occume @ay there was a minor
emergency, which | dealt with. However | forgot to infothe Group Captain and
later | got a minor bollocking for my omission. A weaktwo later when | was again
‘Duty Pilot’ there was a genuine emergency when anatrcalled for the arrester
barrier to be raised as the take-off was abandoned.thgd@roup Captain on the line
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very quickly and just in time to be able to say, “Swere is an aircraft going into the
barrier, NOW!” Revenge is sweet, they do say.

All books, forms, passes, etc. in the RAF have abmimFor instance ones
identity card is F.1250, while F.700 is an aircraft's technlogl into which all
servicing, modifications etc are recorded throughoutitbeof the machine. It has a
section for a pilot to report any fault that he hasnd, and another to record what has
been done to rectify the fault, and so on.

Occasionally some odd entries were noted. A pilobntep ‘something loose
in wing’. This was cleared by ‘something tightened in Wir@n another occasion |
sent a student to fly solo, but he came back soonldfeet briefed him to say that the
aircraft was U/S (unserviceable). A few minutes laler technicians reported that it
was now serviceable, so | followed the student outdditie to see what had been the
matter. He had reported, ‘E2 compass missing’. (The E2passn was for
emergencies and was on the coaming and had a covett gocthad be hidden when
a pilot was doing practice instrument flying). The clegréntry read, ‘E2 compass
cover raised, E2 compass found’!

As | mentioned earlier | was to
have a choice of posting when my year
in ‘Standards’ came to an end and | had
opted to move to Transport Command
and fly the Armstrong Whitworth
Argosy, which was then due into
service. Like many other aircraft before
and since, the due date for entering

service was put back, in this case by six months, and ewer even got to see the
aircraft. YCNSTWLEM!
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