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- Alan Evan-Hanes, Chapter 322 and 

Johannesburg Light Plane Club (JLPC): 1963 Piper Super Cub 

 
This amazing event which featured 22 aircraft flying from 
Crete-to-Cape Town, was plagued by very poor 
communication, both those who were participating, and non-
participants. And I am saying this as the South African 
spokesperson. 

The entries faced 2 accidents, a major incident and a couple of 
desertions prior to arriving in South Africa. A Stearman had an 
engine failure which resulted in the aircraft being written off, 
but luckily the crew were relatively unscathed. The infamous 
Maurice Kirk (see www.kirkflyingvet.com) suffered from 
disagreements with the organiser, and then had an alleged 
engine failure which apparently resulted in his Piper Cub 
nosing over. Whilst attempting repairs, it is believed he 
contracted cerebral malaria. A great pity, as I would have liked 
to meet him. Maybe he is still on his way to Cape Town, he is 
not the kind of fellow to give up easily. 

The flight through Africa is typically plagued by navigation, 
weather, reliability, refuelling and of course political 
impediments. GPS has solved nearly all of the navigation 
issues. Weather was responsible for ending the flights of a 
Motswanan (no spelling error, it is the correct way of 
pronouncing a resident from Botswana) Tiger Moth and a 
Robinson helicopter at Maun. So close, yet so far. Amazingly, 
these were the only weather casualties. Having fuel available 
was resolved through the amazing efforts of Puma Energy, a 
relatively new player in the South African fuel distributor 
scene. Political problems were naturally abundant and 
strangely absent. 

The entire team was arrested and immediately had all their 
communication equipment confiscated in Gambela. 
Apparently they were told that the permit was issued and 
most aircraft took off with a healthy tailwind. The last aircraft 
to depart was the support Cessna Caravan which definitely did 

have a permit. Shortly after take-off they were advised that 

the permit had been withdrawn, but the other aircraft were by 
now either at Gambela or nearby, the headwind on the 
proposed return leg making other alternates unreachable.     
So most aircraft decided to invoke a genuine fuel emergency 
and land. 

Apparently a local military operation was in progress which 
flouted most Geneva convention principals, and the General 
did not want all these foreigners with their cameras recording 
the events. So he ordered all equipment to be confiscated and 
the participants held in the airport terminal building. Dave Gill 
and I got mayday calls late that evening, and he spent hours 
on the phone to our Foreign Affairs Department, who were 
truly outstanding in their speed and action to release the 
South Africans. They deserve congratulations for their efforts. 
They were eventually released following the intervention of 
the British and Americans; and no doubt the cessation of the 
military action. 

The team were welcomed into Botswana by President Ian 
Khama, a pilot himself. When he heard about the event, he 
specifically requested that they include Botswana, and went 
out of his way to accommodate the participants. 

This was in sharp contrast to our Government, who (despite 
significant requests and dealings with JLPC) refused to provide 
a temporary customs office and port of entry facility at 
Baragwanath. 

The South African contingent both flew deHavilland Tiger 
Moths. Marc Oostingh, whose daughter rightly decided she 
had had enough of cold, sunburn, windburn and turbulence 
along with slow progress, and left for an airliner seat in Italy, 
as they had started in England (as had most entries). The other 
was pilot adventurer, Courtney Watson, who joined the team 
in Botswana, only to have engine troubles, which were quickly 
resolved. 

On entering SA airspace there were some issues. After having 
diligently completied all the required paperwork at Lanseria, 
some were taxiing out when they were called back as some   
Ts were apparently not crossed, nor the Is dotted. 
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Storms at Gariep Dam 
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EAA 322 stalwart, Col Jeff Earle 
volunteered to fly a Cessna 206 to help 
carry baggage for the participants. 
Apparently the organisers had sought 
the services of an Antanov AN2 
Anushka for the purpose, but its 
published useful load and what could 
be safely carried were significantly 
different (mostly due to centre of 
gravity issues). So many members had 
to now choose between a toothbrush 
or toothpaste. The balance of the 
critical spares and clothes were 
freighted to Nairobi, where Jeff joined 
them for the journey south. 

The Anushka crew were apparently not 
going to be exchanging Christmas cards with the event 
organisers, and after Lanseria made directly for Petit where 
they stayed. 

 

Monday 12 December – Baragwanath  

Most of the aircraft arrived at Baragwanath, only to be 
greeted by a relatively strong, rather uncommon northerly 
crosswind, which resulted in more than a few landing on the 
taxiway. They were greeted by a large press contingent and 
VIPs, not bad as it is the busiest week in the SA business 
calendar. Archie Kemp, Claus Keuchel and Karl Jensen were 
there to offer support, as were many others from Vereeniging 
and Krugersdorp. 

Following a superb lunch, by courtesy of Puma, and a million 
press interviews, the participants left for a private function at 
Blue Mountain in the Magaliesberg valley, where they spent 
the next day. 

 

Wednesday 14 December – Baragwanath to Gariep Dam 

I elected to join the team on Wednesday for a breakfast at 
Parys, where none of the participants arrived. Dave Gill and      
I set off for New Tempe, feeling a bit misinformed, but we    
did see Mark Oostingh fly in, refuel and take-off in his red 
Tiger Moth. 

We were welcomed (as always) with smiles and very efficient 
service at New Tempe, as well as very cheap Avgas. Following 
a quick ice-cream, we continued to Gariep Dam where all the 
participants were scheduled to spend the evening. Flying 
across the Karoo at anything below flight level 435 seems to 
result in severe turbulence, and we seemed to attract more 
than our fair share. As we arrived, there were significant 
storms to the east and south. I landed just before it hit, and 
found that Jeff had grown an illicit beard whilst out of sight 
from Sharlene. 

In the last minutes of twilight, we found that some of the 
participants had actually made it through from New Tempe. 
We were all treated royally by the owners and staff of the     
De Stijl Hotel, which I can only recommend. A superb 
Christmas dinner was enjoyed with access to the private wine 
cellar. Sadly, as a dedicated oenophile, I did not partake in this 
as I knew I was pilot in command early the next day. 

 

Thursday 15 December – Gariep Dam to Plettenberg Bay     
via Graaff Reinet 

Despite trying to take off as soon as possible, it seems never 
early enough to beat the Karoo turbulence on the way to 
Plettenberg Bay. Dave and I had not intended to stop off at 
Graaff Reinet, but I noticed a fine oil spray coating everything. 
On landing, we refuelled, which is always a good idea before 
going anywhere near the coast, as the weather can change 
quickly and unpredictably. The fuel cost was extortionist. The 
oil leak was traced to the main bearing behind the starter ring 
gear. It was not a danger to continued flight, as the quantity 
lost posed neither a massive oil loss nor fire danger, just a 
dirty annoyance. I elected to continue. It also allowed us a 
quick phone call to Ian Popplewell, who assured us the 
weather was fine as he could see all the critical mountain tops. 

The heat was getting to us even at FL095. We saw the start of 
a fire in the Baviaanskloof Nature Reserve on the horizon, and 
by the time we reached it, it was a massive conflagration. 
An aircraft ahead of us had reported it to Cape Town Area.       
I could not believe that there was anything to burn, but the 
flames looked more like a petrol fire, maybe a result of the oil 
in the bushes. 

As we passed over the Swartberg, all I could see was cloud 
below us. Luckily Jeff Earle was ahead of us and on the same 
frequency, and he advised that they ended at the coastline, 
and the weather at Plett Airport was cloudless. I flew above 
the clouds, maintaining a useable hole in sight at all times.      
It was marginal VFR, not due to horizontal visibility which was 
to any horizon, but due to a thin layer well below us. Jeff did 
not lie, and as we got near the coast it cleared, but landing 
there in front of the assembled crowd was embarrassing due 
to the turbulence on round out. 

I spent most of the afternoon making myself rather unpopular 
by getting various people to leave their company braai or stay 
at their desks later than they would have liked to track down a 
new oil seal. The actual oil lost was surprisingly negligible. 

I got a chance to look over a red German registered Waco 
Biplane, that was sadly new, but was spectacular in every 
other way. 

 

Travelair 400 at Baragwanath 



Friday 16 December – Plettenberg Bay to Stellenbosch via 
Swellendam and George 

The original plan was for all participants to go to George for 
breakfast, which had the unintended effect of me waking up 
my hosts for a ride to the airport at a truly unfriendly time.   
I should be eternally grateful if Ian and Helen Popplewell 
ever speak to me again. 

At the second briefing (we had previously had a discussion 
the night before with the participants at their hotel) held at 
the airfield, Courtney Watson advised that, if he were to 
stop at George, he would not be able to make Stellenbosch 
by 11h00 as requested by Sam Rutherford, the organiser of 
the entire event. I looked at my dismal bank balance, oil leak 
and the impending landing fees and sadly changed my mind 
to join him in only overflying George. 

Well we made a colossal error. The world and their dog was at 
George. The fenced off apron was filled with spectators, the 
roads to the airport were congested, and the mayor and many 
others were on hand to serve us what would have been a very 
welcome breakfast. It is rather sad that the only ones to land 
were the South African built Bushcats and their support 
aircraft. If we had been made aware of what was on hand I 
would have landed. It was also a victim of most of the 
participants having had enough of flying and press 
conferences and really wanting it to end. 

The truth is that the entire event would not have succeeded at 
all, had it not been for the organisation, intervention and 
generosity of South African-born Paul Maritz. He is the major 
shareholder of Sky Reach, who build the internationally 
acclaimed Bushcat and Rainbow Cheetah LSAs at Springs 
Airport. He purchased a brand new Cessna Grand Caravan, 
purely to accompany the Bushcats from London to Cape Town.  
When it was found that the Antanov could not carry the load, 
he paid for the Cessna 206 flown by Jeff Earle to pick up the 
balance. He is a quiet thinker, who says little, 
but does a lot. Apparently he is organising a 
rally around Southern Africa for 2017. 

The trip at low level from Mossel Bay to 
Swellendam was truly beautiful, and made the 
potholed Karoo worth it. I flew in formation 
with Courtney in his Tiger Moth. We landed at 
Swellendam to stretch our legs and gather in 
the splendidness of the Southern Cape. We 
were soon joined by many other participants 
and we all seemed to be ready for take-off at 
the same time for Stellenbosch. 

                                                                                      

I did not think that the low level countryside beauty could be 
improved, but it was all the way along the N2 to Somerset 
West where we turned north for Stellenbosch. Well, the world 
and their dog and cat were at Stellenbosch. Luckily, I did not 
botch my landing in front of the thousands that turned up to 
see the arrival of the participants. Sadly, I had a rather dirty 
Cub. It was boiling hot in the heat and humidity. I am sure I 
was not the only one who was glad to have reached Cape 
Town. 

Dave and I had not booked any hotel rooms. Dave found 
accommodation, sharing with his son who was part of the 
Bushcat team. The most wonderful thing happened to me. A 
stranger approached me and introduced himself as a pilot and 
occasional Avcom participant. We got talking about my 
accommodation and he was absolutely insistent that I not 
sleep in the tent in the back of the Super Cub but in his flatlet. 
He refused to accept money. And if that was not generous 
enough, he offered to drive me to and from the airport. This 
restores one’s faith in humanity and a band of pilot brothers. I 
hope to return this unbelievable generosity soon. 
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Arrival at Stellenbosch 

A Waco at Plett 

Swellendam 



 
Saturday 17 December – Stellenbosch 

I spent the day cleaning up oil spray and replacing the main 
crankshaft oil seal, which was undamaged, it had just come 
loose. Unbelievably, I had a new seal delivered to me in 
person that morning. Look at the date again. I was 
astounded. I enjoyed meeting up with old friends and 
making new ones. I managed to do two quick circuits, one 
as a post maintenance check, and another to a dear friend 
who had sadly recently suffered a stroke shortly after 
relocating to Cape Town. 

Saturday 17 December – Cape Town Castle Finale Dinner 

That evening, I got dressed in my dinner jacket (carefully 
brought in the Super Cub at the expense of other clothes) for 
the finale, a formal dinner held at the Cape Town Castle. It was 
spectacular. There were stunningly beautiful women in ball 
gowns, and men dressed to make them swoon. Even Col Jeff 
looked resplendent with all his hard-earned medals. There was 
a red carpet and a uniformed State President’s Guard to 
welcome us. But there were no bottle openers and no ice. And 
only about four waiters for approximately 100 guests. There 
was lots of gin, but no tonic water. Champagne glasses, but no 
bubbly. Nothing was cold except the attitude of the waiters. 
The live band was excellent if too loud. The organisation was 
dismal. And it got worse. 

Eventually we were invited up into the main dining room. It 
runs the full length of the Castle and is actually magnificent. 
The table was set for a royal banquet. A closer inspection 
showed us that many of the chairs were broken. Luckily there 
were more settings than guests. There was warm wine on the 
table, but no bottle openers. About an hour later we could 
quench our increasing thirst on something more than small 
talk and warm table water. Some of the guests started serving 
the starter, which was supposed to be potato soup with a 
breadstick. I think some people only got theirs around 21h00, 
and we had been there since 17h30. The rather rare waiters 
walked around slowly, serving one person at a time. The main 
course seemed to consist of curried chicken on cold rice, or a 
cold fatty lamb chop on smash. We were never asked about 
our preference, nor was any cognisance taken of serving a 
group together. Many refused to eat their supper, and I do not 
blame them. 

The speeches and awards were gratefully short. Bremont gave 
away only a single watch. Puma gave two halves of a Piper Cub 
propeller. The best recollection of the evening was given by 
Team Alaska (Nick and Lita, who flew a TravelAir 4000 from 
London). Nick (an Alaskan airline pilot) is an excellent orator, 
who gave honest praise to all and made us realise what a 
significant feat that had been accomplished. What could have 
been a truly memorable event and a banner for South Africa, 
ended for me shortly thereafter when I caught an Uber taxi to 
the closest McDonalds. Sadly I am sure I was not the only one. 
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A truly memorable dinner for all the wrong reasons 

Dave Gill fitting anew oil seal 

Alan Evan-Hanes looking forward to the Castle dinner 



This article  by Roxanne Henderson appeared in                  
Times Media on 10 December 2016 

 

Vintage Air Rally 

It’s ‘like turning a hair dryer on yourself’ – soaring through 
the skies in a vintage aeroplane with an open cockpit. 

 

Soaring through the sky in a vintage aeroplane with an open 
cockpit is like turning a hair dryer on yourself – difficult to 
breathe in the gusty wind – but the stunning views and the 
sound and sensation of its engine roaring in motion are worth 
having to take in air in big gulps. 

The Vintage Air Rally is approaching South Africa where 
aviators‚ flying planes built mostly in the 1920s and 1930s‚ will 
complete its Crete2Cape edition. 

To give TMG Digital an idea of what it is like to fly an old 
aircraft‚ Alan Evan-Hanes of the Johannesburg Light Plane Club 
(JLPC) took us up in his 1963 Piper Super Cub. 

Flying in the two-seater plane on Friday morning gave me a 
glimpse of the discomfort the rally's aviators have endured on 
their journey. The flying crews travel for at least three hours 
on most days‚ covered in oil‚ the sun beating down on them‚ 
their cheeks flapping in the wind. The Tiger Moth planes some 
of the aviators are flying are a tight squeeze and the cockpit is 
entirely exposed. 

Battling the wind for less than half an hour in the relative 
comfort of the newer Piper Super Cub left my face tingling and 
ears ringing. Being caught in this sensation for the 35-day 
duration of the journey must be taxing‚ but as a first-time 
vintage aircraft passenger I was too excited to truly empathise. 

Climbing into the narrow cockpit requires some crafty 
manoeuvring but inside the aircraft's interior is a feast for the 
eyes. There are knobs‚ gauges and levers everywhere. 

Evan-Hanes does a safety brief‚ strapping me in‚ before 
preparing for take-off. He had done a safety inspection on the 
plane in the hangar earlier. 

Taxiing to the runway‚ he stops one last time for a final safety 
check. “This is your last chance to decide if you want to fly. 
You would rather discover a problem while still on the 
ground‚” he says. 

Once cleared for safety‚ the light plane is quickly off the 
ground from the Baragwanath Airfield in Westonaria‚ 
Gauteng. 

Flying at about 50m above the ground‚ the terrain below can 
be seen in significant detail. Cows graze on nearby farms and a 
cluster of trees growing inside a sink-hole is clearly visible. 

We climbed higher at my request‚ soaring at 300m above the 
ground. Goose bumps begin to form on my forearms in the 
chilly air. When the light plane jerks in the wind my stomach 
somersaults. 

 

Evan-Hanes is a knowledgeable guide. He flies the plane over 
ruins estimated to be about 1‚500 years old. 

“Just over that ridge is where Mahatma Gandhi lived‚” he says 
referring to Tolstoy Farm‚ with Lenasia and Lawley sitting in 
the distance. 

When it is time to return to the airfield I'm slightly 
disappointed – I wasn't ready for the sensation to end. 

Before landing‚ Evan-Hanes asks me to tug at my seatbelt one 
last time to ensure I am safely strapped in. We touch down 
with a gentle bounce. “We usually land on one wheel‚” he 
says. 

Back in the hangar‚ he asks me to write in a message book in 
which he collects the experiences of all his passengers. He will 
read them when he retires from his aviation hobby. 

The JLPC has been in operation since 1919. Today it has about 
100 members and 70 aircraft. Membership costs R750 per 
year‚ of which R300 pays for restaurant vouchers. 

“It's open to everybody‚ we are looking for members who are 
aviation enthusiasts‚” Evan-Hanes says‚ explaining that the 
sport is struggling to attract new members. 

“The problem with aviation has always been that you need an 
aeroplane and an aeroplane has always needed to be a safe 
aeroplane. Some of our members manage to get safe 
aeroplanes‚ two-seaters that are quite capable‚ for about 
R150‚000. Others are significantly above that. 

“The cheapest aeroplane you'd buy would be about 40 years 
old. We would still regard that as new. The cheapest new 
aeroplane is in the region of R3 million.” 

Evan-Hanes restored his Piper Super Cub himself‚ down to the 
last nut and bolt‚ with his pilot brother over 20 years. Parts 
were difficult to source before the internet‚ he says. 

In our debriefing talk he again speaks of the importance of 
safety in flight‚ sitting under a sign that reads: “Aviation in 
itself is not inherently dangerous. But to an even greater 
degree than the sea‚ it is terribly unforgiving of any 
carelessness‚ incapacity or neglect.” 

On Monday the Vintage Air Rally will pass through Lanseria 
Airport before flying to Baragwanath Airfield. 

It will complete its journey on December 17 in Cape Town. 
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A huge turnout for EAA Chapter 322’s first meeting of 2017  
- Gordon Dyne 

More than 100 members and friends of EAA Chapter 322   
came together at the Dickie Fritz MOTH Hall on Wednesday,             
11 January, for he first meeting of 2017. 

It was a balmy evening when I arrived, after a hard day down 
the mine, and Anne Ferreira’s delicious hamburgers and tasty 
salad were devoured with great relish and enthusiasm and a 
large Windhoek draft beer rounded off a delicious supper. 
Thank you very much, Anne and all your helpers. 

Since the drought hit Johannesburg hard last year, I have felt it 
my civic duty to cut down on my water consumption and drink 
more beer. Water is renowned for rusting almost everything, 
but gallons of beer is really very medicinal and has eased my 
arthritis, gout, high blood pressure, cramps and numerous 
other ailments. I heartily recommend it. 

At 19h00 hours sharp, Chairman Dr Mike (Hop-a-Long) Brown 
called the meeting to order. I am glad to report that the good 
doctor, after his skirmish with a hangar door, is very much on 
the mend and is on crutches after some eight weeks in a 
wheelchair. It was a very boisterous bunch of aviators who 
finally took their seats after much cajoling. It was strange 
seeing a new secretary in the form of Kevin Marsden who 
replaced the gorgeous Marie Reddy, but luckily from my 
strategically placed seat I was able to keep one eye on the 
meeting’s proceedings and the other eye on Marie who was 
sitting at 30 degrees to my left, which reminded me constantly 
that this is the maximum angle one may turn one’s aircraft in 
the event of losing a ‘donkey’ on take-off. A good seating 
strategy for future meetings! 

So sorry, I digress. Chairman Mike was soon in his stride as he 
entered his second year as Chairman and a rip-roaring 
meeting ensued. Mike’s humour, accompanied by his splendid 
Powerpoint presentation, were a great success. Minutes, 
Apologies, Chairman’s ramblings, safety, finance, birthdays, 
Auditorium update, ‘What members did this month’, and 
future events. The Clive King fly-in to Mabalingwe was pushed 
hard and I am glad to report that this event last Saturday 21 
January was a great success with sixteen aircraft flying into 
this bush strip/road and 35 people upsetting the tranquillity of 
this lovely lodge. 

SAAF Mirage pilot and hero of the Angolan War, Captain 
Arthur Piercy’s trip to Oshkosh featured strongly and many 
opinions were ventured. More money has to be raised to send 
Arthur and his partner, Gerda, to Oshkosh, but I am sure it will 
be raised due to the never-ending generosity of 322 members 
who always dig deep for a good cause. It would be absolutely 
terrific if enough money could be raised to send Arthur and 
Gerda in Business Class. 

After a suitable break to recharge our glasses the floor was 
handed to Royal Air Force Officers’ Club (RAFOC) member, 
Russell Swanborough, an engineer of note. Russell, 
accompanied this evening by his lovely wife Linda, gave a 
tremendous audio-visual presentation on The girls of the ATA 
(Air Transport Auxiliary), otherwise known as ‘Attagirls’, or I 
prefer ‘Beauties and their Bombers’! These girls who could not 

participate in combat as they can today (much to my horror!) 
ferried aircraft from the factories where they were built to the 
front-line airfields during World war ll. Arguably the most 
famous of these girls was Diana Barnato Walker, who was a 
member of the South African Barnato family. No aircraft built 
was beyond the capability of these plucky lassies. 

Whilst on holiday this past December, I read Enemy Coast 
Ahead by Guy Gibson VC, who lead 617 Squadron on 
Operation Chastise – the raid which became known as the 
Dam Busters. A name which will live on with honour for 
perpetuity. This autobiography was written by Gibson before 
his death flying a Mosquito in 1944. One chapter I distinctly 
remember, was when Gibson’s squadron was expecting a new 
bomber (the name of which I cannot remember) about which 
some horrific stories of its handling qualities had been 
circulating. The cynical pilots had been watching from the 
apron when the first of these bombers landed perfectly. The 
plane taxied to the apron and when the door opened the pilot 
climbed out. The flying helmet was removed and blonde hair 
cascaded onto the pilot’s shoulders. That was the end of any 
further bickering about this bomber’s ‘widow-making’ 
reputation! 

Another famous ‘Attagirl’ was Amy Johnson, well known to 
every aspiring young aviator like me, growing up in the fifties. 
Amy was famous for being the first woman to fly solo from 
England to Australia. She completed this amazing feat of 
endurance in January 1930. Amy joined the ATA at the start of 
the war and was killed in January 1941 when the Airspeed 
Oxford she was ferrying crashed into the Thames Estuary. 
What a brave and heroic young female pilot. 

Thank you very much, Russell, for your brilliant talk on these 
incredibly courageous young ladies. Your talk was riveting. 

So ended the first 322 meeting of 2017. Thank you, Mr 
Chairman for another brilliant evening. I am sure when Trevor 
Noah retires from the Daily Show you will quickly be plucked 
from relative obscurity to replace him. You can take some of 
your valuable wine cellar to the USA with you! 

Thank you very much, Kevin Marsden, for replacing the 
phenomenally talented Marie Reddy. I thought Marie was 
irreplaceable, but having received your minutes, which were 
published in record time, maybe I misjudged you! You will 
never replace Marie in my heart, but I am sure you will be a 
great success as 322’s secretary. Thank you for stepping into 
this important role. 

For more information on EAA Chapter 322, please contact its 
website: www.eaa.org.za or email its wonderful PR lady Trixie 
Heron on editor@afskies.co.za 
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- Eugene Couzyn, Chapter 322 

Thanks to Clive for a great brekkie fly-in to 
Mabalingwe. This now the third/fourth and very 
popular event staged by Clive King of Chapter 322. 
Some 35 people and 15 aeries of various shapes and 
sizes descended on an unsuspecting Mabalingwe, but 
seemed to evoke only positive response from the 
inmates. The bush at Mabalingwe is looking lush and 
beautiful and has clearly benefited hugely from the 
recent rains around the country. 

The weather played ball, with a strong northerly 
headwind when I started out from FAGC in ZU - ALO, 
(groundspeed 55 knots) which very quickly swung into 
a neutral easterly and 75 knots of groundspeed.      
The return to Grand Central was with the benefit of a 
25 knot tailie with ground speeds peaking at about 
100 knots. 

Greg Clegg had his first experience poling a helicopter, 
and I suspect he will be back for more. Very different 
from the Jodel which is his regular steed. 

I do love my Alouette! 

- Greg Clegg, Chapter 322 

A big thank you to Clive King for arranging 
another breakfast fly-in to the magnificent 
Mabalingwe game lodge on Saturday ,      
21 January. An even bigger thank you to 
Eugene Couzyn for inviting me to fly with 
him in his Alouette II from Grand Central. I 
enjoyed every second flying with Eugene 
in the Alo – helicopter flying seems to add 
a whole new dimension to flying.  

Eugene’s local knowledge of the area had 
him pointing out all the places of interest 
as we flew along, the most interesting 
being Fort Daspoortrand – I have flown 
past the area many times, yet this was the 
first time I had seen this fort. 

What an experience it was to fly in a the 
Alo. Thank you, Eugene. 
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Dear Gordon & Susan, 

Thank you very much for your lovely message. We're glad you 
like the cups - I have a mug to match and I love it!  But you 
MUST use them for your afternoon tea too! 

We've just about got things back to normal here with the 
children established in their different schools, etc. We all miss 
South Africa dearly, not least the weather, and would love to 
come back before too long. 

I'm glad that Ricardo is getting on OK with the Prado – I think it 
will serve him well.  We looked into buying a similar car here, 
as we loved it so much, but decided it was a bit impractical 
and went for a Volvo XC90 instead with which we're very 
pleased. Other run-around is a Jetta. I've managed to get 
planning permission for a barn in our field, so before too long  
I should be able to gather my various cars under one roof, 
which will be good. 

We spent Christmas at home with a few visitors, and it was 
good to be all back under one roof, with the cat! Our next job 
is to collect the two pet pigs from their sojourn near Durham.  
Teresa will be visiting Ireland for a few days at the end of the 
month. 

Work is great and I'm delighted to be back on the Hawk T1 - 
it's like the ‘Classic’ version of the Hawk compared to the 
Mk120, but I can completely relate to its analogue controls 
and systems! This afternoon I flew a practice Low Level attack 
sortie around Northumberland and the Lowlands which was 
great!   

The funeral yesterday was for the untimely sad demise of one 
of the ex-100 Sqn bosses who I served under. He was kind 
enough to let me fly my father on one occasion, and on 
another gave me a jet for the day to fly to Cornwall and have 
lunch with my Dad. Sadly it's a lot more difficult to enjoy such 
bonuses these days. It's the 100 Sqn centenary this year and 
we're celebrating in February/March, which should be good. 

I attach a few photos for your amusement. 

We will keep in touch and hope to be out before too long.  Say 
"Hello" to the guys and gals of EAA 322 from me, and my love 
to Susan. 

Kind regards, 
James, Teresa & co 
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Readers will remember Lt James Harris of the British Royal Air Force (RAF) whom I had the honour of interviewing back in May 
last year on our Flying Legends Talk Show. James was here  in the last months of his three year contract, teaching our SAAF 
pilots the art of flying the BAE Hawk. James was based at AFB Hoedspruit. 

Here’s more about James Harris RAF's activities since he left South Africa in August 2016. 

Me in the hangar this afternoon 

The children in Trafalgar Square before Christmas 



For those of you who might or might not know... 

James was staying at my home after the talk show and after 
we arrived home about 23h00 and I was preparing to go to 
bed, James declared that we should open a bottle of wine or 
two. Well, it turned out to be three bottles of 'Chocolate 
Block' and it was well after 02h00 by the time we turned in 
rather worse for wear! 

Next morning, James was up at crack of dawn 'rarin' to go', 
whilst I was hung over and considering a day in bed! We 
stayed in touch and the day that James, his lovely Irish wife 
Teresa and his delightful family left for England, they came to 
our home and I took them to OR Tambo. A few weeks later a 
scrumptious hamper arrived from James, which I devoured 
without telling Susan. Delicious. 

I have kept in touch with James and am green with envy every 
time I hear about his flying exploits. To think he gets paid to fly 
some super-sonic jet and gets his jet fuel free. I flew for about 
four hours last weekend and spent almost R5000 on fuel.  
Who said life was fair? 

I was more than delighted last week when I received a parcel 
from James marked 'China- very fragile' which contained two 
beautiful cups and saucers 'To celebrate the ninetieth birthday 
of Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth ll - 21 April 2016." They are 
absolutely stunning. Please see the attached four pictures 
taken at our home. 

The above inscription is written on the rim on the inside of 
each cup. 

Buckingham Palace fine bone china is manufactured by hand 
in Staffordshire England. Using traditional ceramic techniques 
unchanged for hundreds of years, every piece is finished in 22 
carat gold. To celebrate the 90th birthday of her Majesty the 
Queen, Buckingham Palace has commissioned this exclusive 
range of fine bone china using a coat of arms painted 
especially for the occasion. 

James knows what a fiercely proud Royalist I am so he and 
Teresa could not have picked a more suitable gift, unless they 
could have sent me a Tornado or a Hawk! 

 

Thank you so much, James. Susan and I are delighted with this 
very special and unique gift. Fly carefully please. Hope to see 
you all out here again soon. 

Gordon Dyne 
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Pheasant shooting wearing my mate's country gent outfit 

Our house in North Yorkshire 



Please take note that the talk-show will be taking 
place on Thursday 16 February. 
 
GUEST 
Major Alan Brand (SAAF Retired) is now a Captain on 
the SAA Boeing 738 fleet and whose great uncle was  
Sir Quentin Brand. We feel this sort of ‘seals his aviation 
pedigree’. He has a BCom in Economics and a Certificate of 
Military Leadership obtained during his years in the SAAF. He 
also has the obligatory ATPL required by the Commercial 
Airlines that he has served. 
 
Alan has over 900 hours on Mirage F1s and Cheetah Ds and 
over 1900 hours on all military fighter jets flown in by him in 
the SAAF up to 1995. Since then he has been flying B747s, 
B744s, B738s and previously A300s and A340s, accumulating 
in excess of 16,000 hours. He comes highly recommended by 
his ‘Vlamgat’ pal, Mark Clulow – one of EAA 322’s own war 
heroes and our Treasurer. By Mark’s account, Alan has some 
very interesting stories to tell so we are all looking forward to 
next Thursday evening’s Show. 
 
HOST 
Our Talk Show host is once again the irrepressible Dr Mike 
Brown who will coax every bit of entertainment out of our 
esteemed guest. 

Best wishes  
Jeremy ‘Moose’ Woods 
EAA Auditorium 
auditorium@eaa.org.za  

 
 
 

Arrangements for the evening are as follows : 

 
Date: Thursday, 16 February 2017. 

Time: 18h30-19h30 – time to order your drinks and boerie or 
steak roll.  

19h25 Talk Show kicks off. 

Venue: 

EAA Auditorium, adjacent to the old TAC and the holding point 
of Runway 29, Rand Airport, Germiston. Take the entrance up 
Hurricane Road (NOT through the main airport gate). 

Cost: 

R50.00 each (R30.00 for card-carrying EAA members). 

Food: 

Our famous boerewors and steak rolls, fresh off the flames  at 
R30.00 each. 

Bar: 

The new EAA Auditorium Pub will be open with bar service 
and coffee for sale. 

Bookings are open and can be made by by mailing us at 
eaa.talkshow@icon.co.za 
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Chapter 322 Teddy Build project at Jack Taylor Airfield, 

Krugersdorp - members of the build team, hard at work. 

 



Back in September, I was rushed to the 
Linksfield Hospital and then on to the 
Sunninghill Hospital after my ‘clots’. 

Whilst at the Sunninghill, I was in a four-man ward, until I   
was transferred to Intensive Care, but only two beds were 
occupied. There was a young man in the other bed, 19 year 
old Liam Rowland. Liam had fractured his right radius in 
August whilst performing aerobatics on his skateboard! He 
was back in hospital to have the pins removed. I wonder if 
Liam has seen the Science of Stupid on DStv! Karl Jensen very 
kindly visited me and we got chatting to Liam’s father, Peter. 
It turned out that both Peter, Liam and Peter’s younger 
daughter Melissa are all crazy aviators. Karl of course invited 
Liam and Peter to come to an EAA 322 evening and they have 
been regular visitors ever since. 

Two weeks ago I invited Peter and Liam to come and fly my 
Nanchang Dragon with me. They duly arrived at Brakpan with 
Karen, Peter’s wife, and I was horrified to see that Liam was 
back in plaster again. This time Liam had fractured the same 
arm, in the same place, together with his clavicle in four 
places, whilst performing inadvertent aerial manoeuvres on 
his mountain bike! Oh, to be young and fairly bulletproof!       
I remember those days, albeit more than half a century ago. 
Tempus fugit! 

So, although the weather was awful, we still had about a 
500ft cloud base, enough to have fun in and 
around the circuit. Both Peter, despite his 
arm and shoulder in plaster, and his Dad, I 
think, thoroughly enjoyed themselves. Karen 
declined my offer of a flight! I wonder why? 

This past Saturday, Liam was away on a 
camp, so I invited Peter, Karen and Melissa 
to fly to Zebula Lodge in my Arrow with me 
for brunch. The weather was again almost 
IMC and when I rang Zebula, the switchboard 
girl advised me that the clouds were very 
low. I decided to try and get there, but as I 
approached MEV I decided it was too risky to 
continue, so we turned round and headed 
south. Once past Heidelberg, the weather 
cleared beautifully and we decided to go to 
Parys for breakfast. Peter had been flying the 
plane beautifully from the right seat. After 
we had a most enjoyable breakfast, bumping 
into William Woods, General Brian 
Stableford and Archie Kemp, Peter and 
Melissa swapped seats and the latter 
took the controls for home. If ever 
there was a natural pilot then Melissa is 
it. This very attractive (like her Mum) 
22 year old, although holding an 
Honours’ degree in Microbiology, 
wishes to be a helicopter pilot, 
specialising in Search and Rescue. I 
hope she makes her dream come true. 
It was a lovely morning’s flying with this 
closely knit family. 

Gordon Dyne 

, Karen and Melissa in front of my Arrow at Parys  

13 



My new steed, it is a KFA SAFARI, which I 
fitted a new 912UL, the 80hp with an Italian 
aftermarket turbo and a IVO Prop in-flight 
adjustable propeller system. It gives out the 

same performance as the Rotax 914. It had its maiden flight 
on the 16 September but, due to many little niggles, I only 
took delivery on 20 December 2017. Family, work and 
weather had prevented me from flying more time but at 
the time of writing this I now have 14,9 hours and climbing. 
As soon as I hit 25 hours we will get its Authority to Fly and 
that will be the end of its 100km radius restriction.  

Regards, Nico Brandt 

CONTACT! Is the official newsletter of EAA of SA. This edition was compiled by Gus and edited with love and kisses by 
Trixie Heron. All material is gratefully received from Chapters, members and non-members alike. Remember that this is 
your newsletter, so please submit material as it happens to Trixie (editor@afskies.co.za) or (news@eaa.org.za). 
Our grateful thanks to all those who regularly support our newsletter and our EAA organisation. 
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On Saturday 28 January, when I landed 
my Arrow after another health 
foundation breakfast at Parys, I was 
approached by my good friend Fred 

Blokland of Airborne Aviation Sport fame to see if I had 
time to take his young family friend, Liam Fernandez, 
for a spin in my Nanchang Dragon.  

Of course! Who needs an excuse to fly this beautiful 
Chinese baby of mine? 

Liam is a 16 year old aviation nutcase who has started 
his PPL – at Nelspruit  I think it was, but has not yet 
gone solo! It won't be long I am sure. 

Once we were out of Brakpan's airspace after a couple 
of 'low level field inspections' I gave Liam the controls 
and for the next 90 minutes he had a ball. Once we 
were out of the TMA we climbed over 7500ft where I 
asked Liam to give me some steep turns. Liam 
completed these manoeuvres without losing a metre! 
Absolutely brilliant. Far better than I can do. 

We flew over the Vaal Dam and low level over the 
island so I could show Liam the rugby field on the 
island. He was surprised! Incidentally the dam is looking 
a lot better, at about 60%, but with winter rapidly 
approaching, I doubt if this level will be maintained for 
long. 

Liam flew me home and I have to say that he flew 
beautifully all the way. A natural pilot if ever I saw one. 
We flew over Fred's new hangar where Fred greeted us 
from his well situated viewing balcony.   

I took control and landed my baby on 36. I allowed Liam to 
attempt to taxi, not an easy task with a castoring nose-wheel, 
but within a few hundred metres Liam had the hang of it and 
taxied me back to my hangar. 
 

 

Liam was profuse with thanks for his greatest flying 
experience. I am green with envy at this young fine 16 year 
old, 54 years younger than me, on the threshold of his flying 
career. Good luck my young friend Liam. You will go far. 

- Gordon Dyne        
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