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Presidents Column EAA South Africa
Whilst some of us have tasted flight
recently through training flights
through a Part 141 organisation
(ATO) or as business flights on your
own aircraft, I am sure that the
dosage and frequency was far less
than what is desired. This doesn’t
even
mention
our
monthly
gatherings or our sorely missed fly
ins! The minister’s virtual press
conference has been postponed and
unfortunately as of the time of
writing I do not have an official
update on this but have been in
communication with the Aero Club
where I have offered my assistance
towards getting us all back in the air
till our next meeting is held.
I must however stress that now
more than ever we need to stand
together and look beyond the
person or entity that we are dealing
with when it comes to points of
advocacy as I foresee even greater
battles ahead than we are seeing
now and we won't prevail unless we
all speak as one.
On a brighter note, like many others
during this lockdown I have finally
found chance to start working on my
KR-2 rebuild project, registered as
ZS-VVD (which unlike the Pacer I
usually fly is actually mine).
Reynhard du Plessis is also working
on his Teenie Two after hours at
Wonderboom airport and Darry May
on his fixed gear velocity aircraft.
Both of which I visited recently and
have set aside Tuesday and
Thursday evenings for work on the
Teenie Two. We hope to both give
you write ups about these on going
projects in the future and to also
have you send us updates on your
own projects so that we can share
them with everyone. It’s a great way
to earn Mach numbers and soon
enough we will have even more
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Monsieur Mangetout - Plane-eater
The story of man who munched a Cessna 150

Born in 1950 in Grenoble, France, Michel Lotito showed an uncanny ability to
eat non-organic items in early childhood. Aged six, the boy ate his first glass
tumbler to make a splash among his peers. Well, he surely did and wider
recognition for his extraordinary talent would not be long in coming. Quickly, his
weird ability turned into a meteoric career. From TV set parts he casually
nibbled at home, to glass chandeliers and beds; he would soon discover the
audience was eager to pay for a performance like that. At age 16, Lotito started
going public.
During his shows, he consumed multiple kinds of items made of metal and
plastic and experimented with more dangerous goods, like nails. Strikingly, he
never suffered from any ill effects. However, it wasn’t a sheer desire to
entertain Lotito was driven by. He actually had an eating disorder called pica,
which attributed to his affection for non-nutritive substances. While most
people suffering from pica are more drawn to plastic or dirt, some rare cases
(like Lotito’s) show that metals can also seem delicious for people with this
condition. The predilection for metals was accelerated by incredibly powerful
digestive juices, which altogether enabled Lotito with the capacity to digest
tough materials. Surprisingly, soft food like bananas, porridge, or boiled eggs,
made him sick. Doctors who scrutinised Lotito’s case found out that his unusual
diet thickened his stomach lining twice the size of a normal person.
Nicknamed Monsieur Mangetout (Mr. Eat-Everything), the man with an iron gut
was a true brain teaser for a medical society. His daily ration included
approximately one kilogram of metal. Bicycles, TV sets, and supermarket carts
were among the bizarre items regularly found on his menu and eventually, there
was his most sumptuous meal a Cessna 150.
It took Lotito two years to consume a Cessna 150. This light aircraft designed for
flight training needed to be knocked down before hitting the plate. 1,100
kilograms of aluminium, vinyl, steel, rubber and Plexiglass – quite a challenge,
indeed. From 1978 to 1980, Lotito would cut aircraft parts in small pieces and
consume them with mineral oils as a lubricant to help them get through the
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throat. He would then drink it up with a lot of water, which is what his regular
metal-eating routine looked like.
At some point, Lotito realized that portions of Cessna were not small enough.
So, he decided to ground the plane parts into powder and mixed it with food.

Strangely enough, Lotito seemed to be unaffected by eating toxic materials. The
doctors shrugged, eventually concluding that his body got adjusted to
potentially dangerous substances. In fact, Lotito’s organism was not that much
different from everybody else’s, doctors pointed out, attributing his digestive
superpowers to a mental condition.
A Cessna 150, a washing machine, 7 TV sets, and a metal coffin brought Lotito
an honourable entry in the Guinness World Record Book as an adept of the
craziest diet. He also was awarded a memorable brass plaque, which to no one’s
surprise ended up in his belly. Michel Lotito died at the age 57 of natural causes.
Article submitted by Athol Franz

Congratulations to Brad Stephenson for his appointment as EAA’s Assistant
Treasurer!

Presidents column continued ..
“carrots” to get your juices flowing
and your projects going.
Furthermore I am working on
several partnerships that will be
proposed to the council and
committee soon in order increase
the benefits of your membership to
the EAA of South Africa! Think of the
membership benefits of the EAA
chapters that are across the big
pond. Such benefits would cover
practically all matters EAA from
aircraft/component design, building
methods training and best practices,
CAA procedures guidance to pilot
proficiency! This is to include a
technical series section in our
Contact magazine where one can
follow the entire process on many
different subjects including CAA
procedures
(build
number
applications,
proving
flight
authorities and ATF whether initial,
renewal and re-issue)! You can take
my word for this; it won’t make any
sense to not be an EAA member as
we progress with this and if you
already are a member then prepare
to take this membership to a new
level!
If you have someone in mind or are
a person/business who would enjoy
the fruits of a symbiotic partnership
with the EAA then please contact
me and let us get the ball rolling and
work together as we have many
ideas. Furthermore if you have any
technical topics that you think
should feature in future editions
then please send them to me and I
will work on it personally to the best
of my abilities and will include the
wealth of knowledge that is within
our midst for input. It’s about time I
put this engineering degree of mine
to good use for something that is
fun.
Fly Safe, Fly for the love of Flying
and let us get those unfinished
projects in the air!
David B. S. Toma
president@eaa.org.za
082 3614 068
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The crew of the Memphis Belle after their 25th mission: Captain Robert Morgan
centre with cap, (U.S. Air Force photograph)

Memphis Belle

by General Baker (Article
submitted by Gordon Dyne)

The daylight bombing campaign of
Nazi-occupied
Europe
was
extremely dangerous with high
losses in both airmen and aircraft.
For an Amereican bomber crew, 25
combat missions was a complete
tour, and then they were sent back
to the United States for rest and
retraining before going on to other
assignments. Memphis Belle was
only the second B-17 to survive 25
missions, so it was withdrawn from
combat and sent back to the United
States for a publicity tour.
The B-17ʹs name was a reference to
Captain Morgan’s girlfriend, Miss
Margaret Polk, who lived in
Memphis, Tennessee. The artwork
painted on the airplane’s nose was a
“Petty Girl,” based on the work of
pin-up
artist
George
Petty
of Esquire magazine.
(Morgan named his next airplane, a
B-29 Superfortress, Dauntless Dotty,
after his wife, Dorothy Grace
Johnson Morgan. With it, he led the
first B-29 bombing mission against
Tokyo, Japan, in 1944. It was also
decorated with a Petty Girl.)
Memphis Belle and her crew were
the subject of a 45-minute

documentary, “Memphis Belle: A
Story of a Flying Fortress,” directed
by William Wyler and released in
April 1944. It was filmed in combat
aboard Memphis Belle and several
other B-17s. The United States
Library of Congress named it for
preservation
as
a
culturally
significant film.

The B-17 was flown to Bangor,
Maine and on 31 August 1942 was
assigned to the 324th Bombardment
Squadron
(Heavy),
91st
Bombardment Group (Heavy), then
preparing to deploy overseas.
2nd Lieutenant Morgan first flew 4124485 on 3 September, and logged
nearly 50 hours over the next three
weeks. The squadron flew across
the North Atlantic Ocean, and 4124485 arrived at its permanent
station, Bassingbourne, on 26
October 1942.
Following its twenty-fifth combat
mission, Memphis Belle was flown
back to the United States on 9 June
1943.
After the war, Memphis Belle was
put on display in the city of
Memphis. For decades it suffered
from time, weather and neglect. The
Air Force finally took the bomber
back and placed it in the permanent
collection of the National Museum
of the United States Air Force at
Wright-Patterson Air Force Base,
Dayton, Ohio, where it underwent a
total restoration.

Miss Margaret Polk
B-17 B-17F-10-BO Flying Fortress 4124485 (s/n 3190) was built by the
Boeing Aircraft Company at its Plant
2 in Seattle, Washington, during the
summer of 1942. It was the 195th
airplane in the B-17F series, and one
of the third production block. Flown
by a Boeing pilot named Johnston,
the new bomber made its first flight,
1 hour, 40 minutes, on 13 August
1942. Maintenance records indicate,
“1st flight OK.”
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A note from Gordon ….
“Thanks very much General.
What a pilot was Colonel Robert
Morgan!! I had the pleasure of
meeting him in 2000 when he was
here for a fund raising evening
which was held in a hangar at
Lanseria. The centre piece was
Andrew Torr’s Spitfire.
The Colonel spoke to the guests for
an hour or so! You could have heard
a pin drop as he talked about his
wartime experiences.
The Colonel kindly autographed five
different paintings for me, with
various messages, which hang
proudly in my Mancave. Alongside
these painting is the Colonel’s
obituary from the Daily Telegraph in
2004. You may have seen the pics
when
you
came
to
my
hangar/mancave last October.
The Colonel who survived the
European theatre and then the war
in the Far East, died when he
tripped and hit his head on the
sidewalk (pavement!) Tragic!
What a sad way to ‘go’ after such an
illustrious career. I am sure you have
seen the movie ‘Memphis Belle’
which was released in 1989 with
Matthew Modine playing the role of
Captain Morgan. A terrific film.”
Gordon Dyne

Future Events
Wednesday 1st July
EAA 322 Monthly Gathering ZOOM
18h30
Saturday 11 July
Taildraggers Fly-in FAWA (BelaBela)
Thursday 16 July 18h00
EAA Flying Legend Talk Show
Karl Jensen and hosted by Scully
Levin
Diarise now and we will circulate
the details to all members at a later
stage.
EAA of SA Auditorium Team
rsvp@eaa.org.za
0832597691

EAA Chapter 322 ZOOM Gathering
Wednesday 3rd June saw our second gathering held on Zoom. We started with
the usual welcomes and birthdays. Karl followed with a safety talk on prop
swinging accidents in the light of the tragic microlight accident that happened
that week.
An update from Rob Jonkers helped us understand where we stood aviation
wise in Level 3 Lockdown, the re-opening of flight schools but still no GA flights
with the exception of maintenance preservation flights and re-positioning flights
for maintenance purposes. Feedback from members was that the Aeroclub
flight authorisation system was working well and easy to use.
Michael Boer, a senior lecturer at Wits, presented a very interesting talk on
aircraft climb performance.
We finished off the evening with a slideshow and video depicting aircraft, events
and characters from EAA’s heyday, the 80’s and 90’s. Thanks to Archie Kemp,
John Illsley, Karl Jensen, Roy Watson for your contribution of slides and input
and to Derek Hopkins, Athol Franz, Keaton Perkins, for your knowledge and
memories from those great EAA days
.
The June Gathering was recorded and is on EAA’s YouTube Channel. If you did
not make it – here’s the link!
Watch Here Chapter 322 June ZOOM Gathering

Flying Legend Talk Show
Thursday 18 June with Hugh Pryor

Thanks to fellow EAA members and aviation enthusiasts that made the effort to
join us for the live broadcast Talk Show with Hugh Pryor.
Our sincere appreciation goes out to Hugh Pryor and Mike Brown for agreeing
to undertake this first virtual EAA of SA Talk Show. Hugh Pryor, now a retired
pilot with a very busy and colourful aviation career, discussed a number of his
flying experiences with Mike. We are thrilled that it all turned out well and we
were able to enjoy the many stories from the comfort of our own homes maybe even over dinner and a glass of red wine, in the company of friends and
family.
The Talk was recorded and this video has been uploaded to EAA of SA YouTube
Channel and can be viewed HERE
View Talk Show here.
Please view the video, like it and feel free to share it !
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EAA SA Library
Marie Reddy

Why Checklists are so important!

EAA Chapter 322 Monthly Gathering Reminder

Wednesday 1 July 2020 @ 18h30
Don't forget to join us for our Monthly 322 gathering. Not at Dickie Fritz, but
virtually through a live online broadcast. Connection details to join :
Zoom Meeting : EAA 322 Monthly Gathering
Link https://us02web.zoom.us/j/84890979836?pwd=SGdNSlJIVkx4ZUtqSG11Rl
pncHN3dz09
Date : Wed 1 July 2020
Time : Join from 18h00. Meeting commences at 18h30.
Meeting ID : 848 9097 9836
Password : 790971
This month we feature a presentation all thetalking on a very important subject,
especially as most of us have not flown for a while, “Checklists”
Brian Lee is a lifetime member of EAA, a member of 3 EAA chapters, including
the chapter in OSH, and is the President of Chapter 441 in Kent, Washington (a
suburb of Seattle).
Brian holds an Airline Transport Pilot certificate with commercial pilot privileges
in single engine airplanes and gliders. He is a Certified Flight Instructor for
Airplane Single Engine, Multi-Engine, Instrument and Gliders. He has more than
4000 hours as pilot in command of more than 100 airplane types (so he
understands why checklists are important). In his day job, Brian is a Technical
Fellow at The Boeing Company, responsible for airplane handling qualities. He is
a licensed Professional Engineer in Mechanical and Aeronautical disciplines and
holds a Ph.D. from Cranfield University in the UK.
way from Seattle, USA, by Brian Lee

I was hoping to try and start sorting
a little Library for the EAA of SA at
the Auditorium earlier, but then
lockdown came and all activities
were halted. I have managed to go
through the container at the
Auditorium and clear it out. Some of
the Aircraft files that were found
were returned to the owners as
these were “on loan”. We have
been left with a number of
interesting
older
Aviation
magazines, which I hope to use in
the library. In addition to this, I have
purchased a number of second-hand
Aviation books from a previous
collector and these will definitely be
put “on the shelves”. Alan EvanHanes has been kind enough to
donate a number of books, which
we are excited to be able to include
in the library. Thanks Alan !
Going through some of the older
newsletters and journals of EAA of
SA, I came across something that is
really unique and I am thrilled to be
able to include this in our planned
EAA library. Donated by Steve
Crutchley, is a June 1946 French
Journal de L’Air with the plans for a
Flying Flea HM290.
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Together with this original journal
and the plans, is a covering letter
from Steve Crutchley; “These plans
(dated 1946) are for a French
aircraft designed and build by Henri
Mignet. Although not a resounding
success as an aeroplane, it gave the
ordinary citizen evidence that one
could indeed build one’s own flying
machine, and in a short while the
Flying Flea was famous around the
world.
In many ways it was responsible for
encouraging and motivating wouldbe aviators more than any aircraft
up to that time, with the exception
perhaps of the Wright Flyer.”
I recently heard of a local aviation
enthusiast that has been building a
Flying Flea and I’m hoping that we
will be able to see this fly once it is
complete.
Marie Reddy

Safety Talk

Accidents just happen – or do
they??
What I learnt at Cranfield Aviation
Training by Fred Babington
When last did you think about your
first day at school? Well, on the
morning of November 26, 2008,
after 58 years, I did.
As I have a keen interest in Aviation
Safety and following the number of
horrific GA accidents during October
2008, I decided to try to find out
what causes accidents and how they
could possibly be avoided. The
result: I enrolled on a Safety
Management Course, at Cranfield
Aviation Training in Johannesburg
In the early morning traffic, on my
way to the Cranfield campus at
Fourways, I suddenly felt as if I was
on the way to my first day at school.
Thoughts like, “What would ‘school’
be like?”, “Would I be able to cope
with the subjects?”, “Would I like
the teacher (course presenter)?”,
“Would I get on with the other boys
(delegates)?”, went through my
head. Well, as with that ride to
school on my first day, there was no
turning back.

The traffic was not as bad as I had
been led to believe and I arrived
about three quarters of an hour
before the scheduled start. Any
apprehension I may have had was
quickly dispelled.
The friendly
management and staff welcomed
me with coffee and rusks and made
me feel ‘at home’. (Didn’t get that
on my first day at school)
Once the other delegates had
arrived, we were introduced to our
course instructor, Mike Wrigley,
who has a vast aviation background.
Mike sketched the course content
and mentioned that we would have
an exam at the end of the second
day; this brought a return of ‘first
day of school’ nerves!!!! That was
Thursday morning.
What about Friday afternoon??
Relief!! I had passed the exam.
OK, so I had passed the exam, but
what had I learnt?
As the course covered a wide range
of topics, it would be impossible to
go into detail, instead I will
elaborate on a few issues which I
feel could directly affect the safety
of GA pilots.
(All quotes are from the “Cranfield
Aviation
Training”,
‘Safety
Management’ training manual and
are used with permission.)
“The responsibility for safety and
thus accident prevention ultimately
rests with Management”
“Management’s involvement and
the resources it allocates have a
profound effect on the quality of an
organisations accident prevention
and flight safety programme.”
How do these statements affect
YOU, the weekend, flying for fun,
leisure time pilot?
Well, YOU are your OWN
MANAGEMENT
and
therefore
responsible for accident prevention.
Nobody else is responsible for YOUR
actions.
Ask yourself
• Do I fly regularly and keep
current, or do I fly “just enough”
to be legal?
• Is the aircraft I fly maintained by
the best AMO around or is the
owner (or you) trying to “save”

• money by having it maintained
by “Joe” who also runs the
airport bar & grill!!?
• Do I fly regularly with an
instructor, to try and learn
something new and to ensure
that I am flying to the best of my
ability?
• Do I get the best weather
forecast for my route and do I
make an early decision to turn
back or land, if conditions
deteriorate
beyond
my
capabilities?
• Do I plan each flight so as to
cover all eventualities?
A few negative answers to these
questions
and
maybe
“management” (YOU) should get
involved and allocate resources to
rectify the problems.
“Complacency or a false sense of
security should not be allowed to
develop as a result of long periods
without an accident or serious
incident. “An organisation (YOU)
with a good safety record is not
necessarily a safe organisation
(YOU). Good fortune rather than
good management practices may be
responsible for what appears to be a
safe operation”
We have all heard the phrase “IT
won’t happen to me” and
unfortunately, if we believe that,
then “IT” could very well happen to
us.
Complacency has no place in
aviation. Once you believe that YOU
are “bullet proof” then YOU are
heading for trouble.
“No need to do a pre-flight, the
aircraft was flown 10 minutes ago”
Yes but, the last pilot put the “gust
locks” in place and you may not
notice that until after take off. (It
has happened)
“The weather doesn’t look to good
en route, but I’ve always been able
to get in underneath” Yes but, this
time the cloud is on the deck and
you have no where to go.
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Safety Talk continued …
“It’s only a short flight; I’m sure I’ll
have enough fuel” Yes but, you
know the fuel gauge is faulty and
you haven’t checked the tanks.
“A HAZARD is an event that has the
potential to result in damage or
injury. The degree of RISK is based
on the likelihood that damage or
harm will result from the HAZARD
and
the
severity
of
the
consequences”
“Hazard
Analysis
and
Risk
Assessment processes may appear
complex at first sight; but
experience
has
shown
that
familiarity is soon gained.”
If you look at the first statement,
you will see that there is a distinct
difference between a HAZARD and
RISK.
When planning a flight do you only
consider, the HAZARD, the RISK,
BOTH or NEITHER?

is YES, great; but if the answer is NO,
then I strongly suggest that you
attend a safety management course,
such as this one, it really will open
your eyes.
By attending this course, did I
achieve my objective of “finding out
what causes accidents and how they
could possibly be avoided?” Well,
no single course can provide all the
answers; however this one certainly
gave me an insight into the factors
which go towards causing accidents
and how careful management of
these factors can go a long way
towards accident prevention.
James Reason’s “Swiss Cheese”
Model of Accident Causation was
also covered, and this too was an
“eye opener” when it comes to
realising what can cause an
accident.

As pilots, we need to analyse the
potential hazards of each flight and
then assess, the degree of risk,
associated with these hazards.
If the risk is unacceptable, then the
flight should not take place.
An analysis like this could deter
pilots from flying into conditions for
which they or the aircraft are not
equipped
The course covered both “Hazard
Analysis” as well as “Risk
Assessment” and this section alone,
should be studied by all pilots. It
may
look
complicated
but
“familiarity is soon gained”
“The commitment of a company’s
top management (YOU) towards
safety, safety practices and safety
oversight will determine how
business
(YOUR
FLYING)
is
conducted from a safety standpoint.
Do you have you own safety
standards and do you always adhere
to them? Are they adequate for the
type of flying you do? If the answer

Points can be earned by
attending
gatherings
and
activities
(QR
Code),
by
contributing
to
Contact!
Newsletter, by arranging EAA
functions
and
activities,
introducing new members just to
name a few ways.
Scanning QR Codes
This is the simplest way to
update your Mach Numbers. At
functions,
including
virtual
meetings, a QR Code will be
displayed. Simply scan the code
with your phone, that will take
you into the website, enter your
Password and your points will be
updated automatically.
If you have an Android phone,
you will need to download a QR
Scanner App. Open this, click
scan and point the camera at the
QR Code and follow instructions.
With IPhones, no app is
necessary, open your camera,
point it at the QR Code and it will
take you to the site!

EAA Mach Programme
The Mach Programme is now up and
running and working well. Many of
our mambers are fast creeping up
the points ladder and, as expected,
those who have been active in
participating and contributing to
EAA activities, are up there at the
top of the ladder. For the first time
we now have a way to monitor and
reward
our
members
for
participating, volunteering and
contributing in EAA activities. At
anytime members can log in and see
there points or “Mach Number”.
Log in here

https://members.eaa.org.za/
You will need your Username
(email address) and Password
(EAA Membership Number (eg
BWD/N2) or 1127)

Earn Mach Numbers in this Test
Scan Exercise
Scan the above QR Code and you
can earn 5 Mach Numbers (0.05).
Codes have time and date limits, the
above code opens 06h00 Sunday 28
June and closes 23h59 Saturday 4
July!
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Gliding a Boeing 747

A talk by Captain Eric Moody Formerly a Senior Boeing 747
Captain with British Airways
(article submitted by Dr. Frank
Bonfils Persson)

”Ladies

and gentlemen, this is
your captain speaking. We have
a small problem. All four
engines have stopped. We are
doing our damnedest to get
them going again. I trust you are
not in too much distress.”
“We were cruising at thirty seven
thousand feet and all four engines
stopped. We eventually got them
going again at twelve thousand feet
and landed safely in Jakarta”
This was the full incident report of
Captain Eric Moody after what he
and his crew initially described
would be “… a very easy evening’s
work”. What follows is a fascinating
account of that evening.
I joined BOAC in October 1966,
trained on the VC10 and was first
officer and navigation officer until
1971. When the Boeing 747 came
along I was on the first co-pilot
course. I stayed a co-pilot on the
Boeing 747 until 1976 when I got
command back on the VC10 where I
was a captain until 1980 returning to
the 747 fleet as a Captain and
served my time out until retiring in
1996.
During that time there were a
couple of variants of the Boeing 747.
Originally there was a crew of three,

two pilots and a flight engineer.
Eventually they got rid of the flight
engineer, turned him into a little box
and sat him on the instrument
panel. The standard flight deck
these days consists of two pilots. I’m
going to tell you a story of an
aeroplane with two pilots and a
flight engineer.
In 1982 British Airways denationalised. A new Chairman was
chosen, a good old fashioned English
bully, Sir John King. He could be a
hard man if you let him ride over
you. He brought along Colin
Marshal, now Lord Marshal, to do
the dirty work, and we needed dirty
work doing in the 1980’s. Coming
from Avis, a service industry
company, Colin Marshal decided we
had to be taught that this airline was
not run as a staff benefit
association. We thought that
passengers were a nuisance and got
in the way of us enjoying ourselves.
Marshall brought a series of courses
along; one was “Putting People
First”. This told us in a one day
course that we had to treat you the
customers as though you were our
friends and that we needed your
business. We were required to go on
a series of these courses, “Putting
People First”, “To be the Best”,
“Winners”,
and
“Managing
Winners”. It had quite an effect.
A rich American woman boarded an
evening flight out of New York to
cross the Atlantic. She had a fur
coat, dripped diamonds and gold,

obviously full of herself and clicking
her fingers. If you want to upset
cabin crew or waiters in a restaurant
you click your fingers and you will
soon get them going. She sat down,
started clicking her fingers and
seemed to take a dislike to the
young stewardess who had by now
done the course. All through the
flight she clicked her fingers,
pressed the bell, and kept the
stewardess running about. When
the time came to disembark in
London the young stewardess was
standing at the aircraft door saying
“Goodbye madam, goodbye sir”
when this lady approached, “Gee
stewardess, what’s the domestic
situation like in London?”. The
stewardess was very quick to reply
“Well madam, I’m sure you will have
no trouble in getting a position”.
In 1982 I was on a trip out to the Far
East; we were going down to
Western Australia. As a crew we had
been together for six or seven days
on this trip. There was myself, the
co-pilot, and the flight engineer who
was incidentally a Berkshire mason.
Downstairs we should have had a
cabin crew of sixteen. Three
however became sick in Kuala
Lumpur so we had thirteen on this
particular evening. The Cabin
Service Director was a Sussex
mason. During the previous six days
we had been through the Middle
East, to Muscat, Singapore and
Jakarta. At this stage we were in
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Kuala Lumper. Our evening work
was to fly down to Perth in Western
Australia, a flight of four hours. We
would have arrived there around
ten at night local time. We would
have disembarked, had a couple of
beers and a night’s sleep while the
aeroplane was on it’s way down to
New Zealand. The following
afternoon it would return, and we
would have taken it up to Singapore.
That was our plan of action, two
very pleasant evenings work.
We arrived at the airport in the
evening of 24 June 1982 to find out
there was a half an hour delay in the
aircraft coming in so we would be
half an hour late flying out. The
weather looked good, there was
nothing untoward anywhere. We
took off down towards Southwest
Kuala Lumpur into a black night. It
was the first night of Ramadan. I
imagine somewhere in the world
there was the merest slit of a moon
visible. We climbed to thirty seven
thousand feet and routed down the
Malaysian peninsula. Our routing
would take us overhead Singapore,
across the Java Sea to overhead
Jakarta, across the Island of Java,
then in a straight line to Perth in
Western Australia.
At thirty seven thousand feet we got
into the cruise. Because we were
short of three cabin crew there
were no passengers upstairs in the
cabin behind the flight deck. All two
hundred
and
forty
seven
passengers were downstairs. We
crossed the Island of Java overhead
Jakarta, into the South-eastern
Indian Ocean, and I felt the call of
nature upon me. I looked on the
radar and there was no weather to
be seen, no big thunder storm
clouds. So I went back to the
upstairs toilet but it was occupied. I
nipped down to see how they were
getting on with the First Class
service and was talking to the First
Class Purser when I was called
upstairs. The Stewardess, who had
been in the toilet, had gone on the
flight deck and was sent to get me. I
ran up the spiral staircase and as my
eyes got to the skirting level I could

see what appeared to be smoke
billowing around the skirting where
the air-conditioning comes in. I
could smell an acrid electronic smell,
characteristic of the smell on the
Tube in those days.
I thought I was going onto the flight
deck to be told we had an electrical
fire somewhere. But nothing was
further from the truth. I went in the
door and the other two crew said,
“Come here and look at this, it is
absolutely wonderful.”
They were watching a tremendous
display of St. Elmo’s fire. St. Elmo
was the Patron Saint of seamen; St.
Elmo’s fire is nothing new. Seamen
used to see this dancing,
shimmering, lightening, around the
rigging of sailing ships in misty
conditions. St. Elmo’s fire is not
uncommon in an aeroplane, you
quite frequently see it in high cirrus
clouds
associated
with
thunderstorms or you you see it in
misty or foggy conditions. Although
not unknown, I had never seen
anything quite so beautiful as this.
The light was all colours from
oranges through blues, to greens,
and yellows. It was like short
lightening or sheets of shimmering
colour up on the windscreen.
As I reached my seat and put on my
seat straps it developed and became
quite intense. It looks as if we had
tracer coming off the nose of the
aircraft, sparks were flying up past
the windscreen. My first officer who
sits on the right hand side said,
“Look back, are your engines lit up?”
I did, and could see engines one and
two as though a magnesium flare or
a searchlight was behind the fan.
Then the flight engineer, who sat
between us, spoiled it all by saying,
“Number four engine has failed.”
He was a bit premature actually, it
was running down but it hadn’t
failed. But it did run down. We kept
the aeroplane straight so that it
didn’t yaw and I called for the “shut
down” drill on number four engine.
The first three items on that drill are
memory items. The co-pilot closed
the thrust lever, the accelerator,
then switched off the fuel and put

his hand up and pulled a lever, the
fire handle, which isolates all sorts
of other services to that engine and
arms the fire bottles. You can fire
two bottles into each engine.
However, as there was no fire there
was no need to fire the shot. As far
as the drill is concerned the memory
items stop here. The flight engineer
gets out the check-list and reads off
the items, tidies up his panel and
our panel to make sure that all the
switches correspond with the
actions that we have taken. I now
know that all this took thirty
seconds. He then spoiled the
evening further by saying, “Number
two has gone, number three has
gone” and something like, “oh, golly,
gosh, we have lost the lot.” Under
stress one’s vocabulary becomes
very limited.
There we were, at thirty seven
thousand feet. For the next fourteen
or fifteen minutes we were the
proud possessors of the world’s
heaviest and largest glider. I learned
to glide some twenty five years
before when I was sixteen but this
was the first serious gliding I had
done since then.
So let’s recap, there were three of
us on the flight deck, thirteen cabin
crew and two hundred and forty
seven passengers below. What do
you do if you find yourself at thirty
seven thousand feet in a Jumbo and
you don’t have any engines? My
recommendation, my advice to you,
is to sit on your hands and do
nothing. Because an accident in the
main, unless you are close to the
ground, is usually a series of
incidents. By rushing into things you
can make a simple incident, a lot
worse.
So we sat there and watched. We
did not believe what we were being
told. We did not believe what we
could see with our eyes, and will tell
you why that was in a minute. We
watched the aeroplane and
eventually we had to believe that all
the engines had stopped because
the autopilot had stayed in and it
was obviously trying to hold us at
thirty seven thousand feet. That’s
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what it is programmed to do. But
now it had no power on the engines
and the only thing that can give, if it
wants to hold us at that height, is to
increase the angle of attack to try
and increase the lift, to hold us up
there. There was nothing pushing us
forward so speed began to drop off.
That convinced us that all the
engines had stopped. I took the
height lock out on the autopilot and
wound in a tiny descent. That is
simple physics. What we were trying
to do was convert the potential
energy we had by being up there to
kinetic energy to give us the forward
speed to keep flying. We would lose
height, but at least we would be
flying and gliding.
In case there was something coming
the other way two thousand feet
below us I started a shallow turn to
the left and a slight descent off the
road in the air, the airway. I
instructed the first officer to give
out a Mayday call and called for a
checklist which we had in those days
called “Loss of All Generators
Checklist”. I will explain more about
that in a minute. These acts were
simultaneous.
The first officer started his call,
“Mayday, Mayday, Mayday, this is
Speedbird Nine, Speedbird Nine …”
but when he pressed the button to
transmit, we were using VHF Radio
which is usually very clear, there
was a tremendous amount of static.
It was obvious that his transmission
was going to be scratchy and fairly
horrible. It was also apparent that
Jakata Control Couldn’t understand
or hear him properly. Eventually
they came back and said, “Roger
Speedbird Nine, number four engine
failed.” The co-pilot lost his temper
a bit and said, “No… all four engines
have failed.” Jakarta Control was
obviously having terrible trouble
because of this static. Luckily there
was a Singapore Airlines aeroplane
behind us on the same route that
was able to hear what we were
saying and able to relay our Mayday
to Jakarta. Jakarta didn’t say much
after that. I suppose we were lucky
in that English is the language of the
air; my Indonesian is not very good

in fact I zero. If I had to call my
Mayday in Indonesian they may
have had the same trouble.
With the Mayday out and Jakarta
beginning to understand the
situation, two of us were doing the
checklist, the “Loss of all Generators
Checklist”. Why is that checklist
there? When Boeing built the
aeroplane in the late sixties, on one
of their proving flights into Boeing
Field, Seattle, they throttled back all
four engines to descend and noticed
that had no electrical power. All four
generators, the alternators, had
fallen off line. When they landed
they reported the fact and the FAA,
the controlling body, instructed
them to produce a checklist so that
if the same thing happened in
passenger service the crew would
have checklist to get them out of the
mire.
When the aeroplanes came to BOAC
in 1970 the pilots didn’t fly them for
a year. There was an argument as to
how much pilots should be paid and
the aeroplanes were kept on the
ground at Heathrow. An eagle eyed
Training Captain got a hold of one of
these checklists. The first item on it
was to check that the engines were
running, which is not as silly as it
sounds. He thought to himself “we
can fix a detail on the simulator
where we stop all the engines and
get a four engine failure’. So as far
back as 1971 BOAC were practicing
four engine failures on the 747.
In my five or six years as a first
officer on the 747 I did quite a few
of these four engine failure practices
also when I reconverted to the 747
in 1980. Therefore I thought I knew
what was going to happen when all
four engines failed. However when
it did happen we took a lot of
convincing and I’ll tell you why.
In the simulator when the engines
failed the first thing that happened
was all the generators dropped off
line. You had no electrical power
except for your battery and the
autopilot would drop out. When the
autopilot dropped out a klaxon went
off with a sound you couldn't ignore,
unless you pressed a button it would
continue to deafen you.

That hadn’t happened to us. If you
are going to have details that say,
“this is exactly what is going to
happen’, then that is what must
happen. Because if it doesn’t when
it happens for real, then by golly you
are confused. That’s why, when the
engines did stop and the autopilot
didn’t drop out, we as a crew didn’t
believe we were actually there with
all four engines not going.
We had other things that were
confusing. There were far more
electrics working than we had been
told would work under these
circumstances. The electrical panel
was giving me information that all
four generators were not working,
but we were getting lights on the
aircraft. The first officer had more
instruments working than we were
told would happen. So we were
confused. Some gauges we were
told would be working weren’t.
As a pilot when you scan a panel you
are not looking to read each
individual instrument, you are
looking to make sure all the needles
are in roughly the same direction
meaning that all four engines are
performing to a similar standard.
The first row shows the speed of the
fan at the front of the jet engine on
a Jumbo, which really is nothing
more than a big propeller, indicated
that we had rotation. The rest of the
instruments, and I didn’t know this
at the time, were all over the place,
a quite confusing mess. It turned out
British Airways in their infinite
wisdom used three different
instrument manufacturers and we
had a sprinkling of these different
gauges all over the panel. One
manufacturer’s gauge, when power
failed, failed to below zero, one
failed to way over full scale and the
others froze where they were. This,
as you can imagine, was very
confusing to us.
My flight engineer said it was like
thinking through treacle, probably
the best description. We had two or
three attempts to start these
engines with this checklist called
“Loss Of All Four Generators’ the
first item of which was a memory
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item and then it was just reading
them off between the two of us.
After we had tried three of four
times I said to the flight engineer,
“Come on Barry, look, we have shut
down number four engine properly
and that can never start now,
because we’ve closed the thrust
levers, shut off the fuel and pulled
the fire handle so everything is shut
off. Let’s reinstate that engine,
because I reckon they have all
stopped for the same reason, let’s
put the thrust lever back, let’s put
the fuel on and reset the fire
handle.” “But Sir,” he said, “the
book says …” I was having none of it
and replied, “Just reinstate that
engine.” This had a huge bearing on
what happened later on.
So why had they stopped? We had
no idea. A jet engine in cycle is
similar to your car engine, suck,
squeeze, bang, and blow. That’s
basically the same as a jet engine.
You suck the air in, you compress it,
you squeeze it, and you mix it with
fuel and set alight to it. The jet
engine is a continual burn, it’s not a
spark, the exhaust gases come out
the back and drives the turbine. If
your engine has seized up you will
never get it going again. But the
engines were rotating.
So we had to assume air was going
through the engine. What about
fuel? We had bags of fuel; we could
see that on the instruments.
Perhaps we had been daft, like
driving all four engines using one
fuel tank. So we opened up all the
valves, all the cross feed valves, and
put on every pump on the panel. We
then put on the igniters to make
sure we could set alight to this
mixture when it got into the engine.
The only other thing that it could be
was icing so we put on the anti-icing
to make sure none of these had
popped out. At this stage there was
nothing else really we could do. We
had a nagging doubt at the back of
our mind that we may have done
something to cock it up because we
had no idea why they had stopped.
We were descending and doing the
checks, but we were not too

concerned because we had four
Rolls Royce engines. We had been
told, and had been trained to
believe, these engines wouldn’t
start in flight unless you were below
twenty eight thousand feet and your
speed was between two hundred
and fifty and two hundred and
seventy knots indicated. On the
simulator they would never start
higher than twenty eight thousand
feet. That is what Rolls Royce had
said. So, we weren’t too perturbed
at the first two or three dozen tries
to get these engines going that they
didn’t light up. When you get to
twenty eight thousand feet on the
simulator there is always a
comforting roar as they start up. On
this black, old night, here we were
descending over the sea, we got to
twenty eight thousand feet and
nothing happened, twenty seven
thousand feet nothing happened,
twenty six thousand feet and still
they wouldn’t light.
But something then happened that
didn’t happen on the simulator. A
horn began to sound. I looked at the
panel to see the cabin had climbed
up to meet us. Pressurisation is a
concept lots of pilots have trouble
with. I like to think of it as controlled
depressurisation. When you take off
at sea level you’ve got sea level
pressure in your aeroplane. As you
climb you are pumping air from the
engines to keep the cabin less
depressurised than otherwise.
We had started off at eight
thousand feet and we lost two
thousand feet in the ten thousand
feet descent. That didn’t happen in
the simulator, another thing that
will throw you if you are not
expecting it. I reached up and put
on my oxygen mask and headset,
the engineer did the same but when
the co-pilot pulled his down it fell to
pieces in his lap. I had a chat with
the flight engineer and we decided
to get down to twenty thousand
feet so that we can take our masks
off and be back to a team of three
again. So we threw away six
thousand feet of valuable height in
less than a minute. We hadn’t been

down at twenty thousand feet for
more than a minute when the copilot mended his mask, so perhaps
that los of height wasn’t needed
after all.
I had taken the auto-pilot out and
physically dived the aeroplane.
When I tried to put it back in, it
wouldn’t go in, so from there I had
to manually fly the aeroplane which
was a shame as we lost a pair of
hands to do those checks. The speed
was critical, two fifty to two seventy
knots, and I’m doing what I think is
two seventy knots, and the co-pliot
said “three twenty knots my side”.
No, no, two seventy over here,” says
I. So now we have another variable.
Lots of the electronic readouts were
garbled, obviously something odd
electronically was going wrong with
that aeroplane. We were down to a
normal rate of descent at eighteen
thousand feet. I was still trying to
start the engines and having no joy
while the other two were doing the
checks. We got to sixteen thousand
feet and the passenger oxygen
dropped out. I knew that because a
light came on in front of me and that
meant the cabin had climbed to
fourteen thousand feet. I thought
that if they didn’t know before the
passengers certainly knew now that
something was wrong and I’d better
have a word with the Chief Steward.
My mind went back to a film we
used to see on these check we do. It
was of a ditching in a VC 10. I can
even remember the Captain, it was
Captain John Tait. He sat there with
his life-jacket on a lovely sunny day,
blue sky and white fluffy clouds. I
looked outside and it was black as
the ace of spades. My life jacket was
in my seat behind me and there was
no way I could get that on and I’m
thinking that I have to say
something to the Chief Steward.
I tried the internal telephone but it
was not working. The only way I
knew to communicate with the crew
was through the passenger address.
If I was going to talk to the cabin
crew that way I may just as well do
the passengers at the same time.
But what does one say, we were in
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the pooh. I pressed the button,
lowered my voice because I had the
oxygen mask on and the voice is
inclined to up a bit. So, with my
most laconic voice I said “Good
vening ladies and gentlemen,
Captain Eric Moody again, we’ve got
a small problem in that all four
engines have failed and we are
doing our damndest to get them
going again and I trust you are not in
too much distress, and would the
Chief Steward please come to the
flight deck”.
So, there I am on this black night
thinking about the possibility of
ditching the aircraft in the sea,
thinking of the ditching film. You are
supposed to assess the waves,
assess the swell. You are supposed
to land down the primary swell and
across the secondary swell. I looked
out and thought, “Swell, what …
swell?” I could see absolutely
nothing. About this time I was
worrying that the £250 might be lost
to the briny deep. It was about
seven thousand feet down there in
the Indonesian Trench. So I thought
“what else can I worry about?” Then
it came to me, “I know, let’s have a
leadership injection”. So I looked at
the First Officer, but he was so laid
back that I thought I’m never going
to get to him. I looked at the
Engineer, tiny chap, bit overweight,
perched precariously on the edge of
his seat, hands going all over the
place, mind you he did have a lot to
do, and the sweat pouring off his
chin. I pressed the button and
shouted, “Come on Barry, you’re not
bloody trying.” He pressed the
button and replied in a strangled
voice “I am …. trying.” And with
that, number four engine, the one I
said “… reinstate”, the one he said
“you can’t do it, the book says so
Sir”, slowly began to wind up. That
was some fourteen minutes after
we had begun this glide.
We didn’t get too excited as we had
high ground between ourselves and
Jakarta. I turned off the airway to
the left and headed off in a parallel
direction towards the Island of Java.
My plan was to come down to
twelve thousand feet on that

heading back towards the Island
before I turned out to sea, which
would have given me another 10
minutes or so of glide
We were thirteen thousand feet
when this engine wound up. The
safety height on this Island because
of the hills was about ten thousand
feet. With one engine and maximum
landing weight, I guessed we could
maintain eight thousand feet. Not
enough to get over the high
grounds. So we weren’t out of the
mire with one engine going, but we
were in with a chance. About a
minute and twenty seconds later
number three started up, then thirty
seconds after that number one and
two. We were back on four engines.
Miraculously the St. Elmo’s fire had
disappeared and we were able to
talk to Jakarta. I said “Let’s get this
back on the ground as soon as we
can.” Jakarta cleared us and said,
“To make it easier to see you on the
radar, climb to fifteen thousand
feet,” which we did.
As soon as we reached that height
St. Elmo’s fire started up again. I’m
not slow. “Let’s get out of here
quickly.” I pulled back the thrust
levers, descended and number two
engine began to backfire, or surge
using the technical term. This was a
surge like no other I had
experienced; the aeroplane was
shaking and lurching. I’m not a
coward, but if you have recently lost
four engines and got them back by
golly you are reluctant to shut one
down. But shut down I did as I
thought it was in danger of shaking
itself off the wing. Five engine
failures in twenty minutes was, I
thought, a world record.
At this stage Jakarta had us on radar.
We told them we wanted to fly over
the field at ten thousand feet, go
out to sea, let down, and come back
in for a landing. Because that engine
had started to surge, for some
unknown reason I determined that
they were all seriously damaged. I
asked for all the thrust levers to be
put up to a reasonable power
setting, we were on three engines
now, and we would leave them
there. “ … we can fight the power

with drag, we can put down the
undercarriage, we can put down the
flaps, we can even use the speed
brakes to slow us down and get our
height off”.
I have just spent a fortnight in the
States at Ohio State University and
learned that what I did, although I
don’t know where it came from,
they have just learned to do in the
lab. Because I had increased the
bleed in the engines, and quite
fortuitous and lucky that I did, it
probably is what saved us.
Jakarta decided that they were
going to help us on this occasion and
give us radar steers to what we call
an ILS, and instrument landing. We
were coming into the airfield at two
and a half thousand feet for a left
turn in, a left base leg. I could see a
big black hole where we knew the
airfield was. Jakarta was helping us
to the utmost because they knew
we were in trouble. I said to the first
officer. “The airfield is out there I
know it is, that’s where it was the
other night. Ask them if they’ve got
the runway lights on. “They replied.
“Sorry.” they put the runway lights
on and we could see them. As we
were getting closer to the lights of
Jakarta there seemed to be a mist
overhead as everything looked very
fuzzy out of the front of the aircraft.
We asked them what the visibility
was like and they confirmed it was
unlimited. It was then we realized
that we couldn’t see properly out
the front of the aircraft, perhaps a
strip an inch wide down the side of
the main windscreen on my side and
the first officer’s. It was slightly
better out of the side windows..
So, I told Jakarta our problem and
they said, “You can do an
instrument landing”. Only problem
was that half their ILS wasn’t
working. We could use the part that
lined up with the centre of the
runway but the part that helped us
with our height was out of action.
Under normal circumstances we
could have used our eyeballs but as
we couldn’t see out properly that
was a problem. I decided I’d stand
up, sit on the edge of the seat and
look round the side and fly the 12

aeroplane like this. We were on the three engines and so I had to get the copilot to play with the rudders a little bit.
He called out the distance, the speed and the heights and I called out power
settings for the flight engineer to set up. It was quite a team effort for the
landing.
At about a hundred feet over the runway I said to the other two, “Well, we’re
not going to die now lads,” and the aeroplane virtually landed itself, it was
wonderful, it kissed the earth. The first officer kept asking if I could see where I
was going. “I can see the edge of the runway out the side window. I could see
absolutely nothing out the side window, we’re all right”. We got the end of the
runway, did a turn to come back and could see what he meant. Now with all the
Terminal lights on my side I could see absolutely nothing out the side windows
either. However, he could now see the edge of the runway on his side and he
taxied it in towards the stand but when we faced the Terminal neither of us
could see out so we stopped and waited to be towed in. While we were waiting I
went down to the First Class cabin and I sat on a table in the middle of the cabin
and listened to an old BOAC Captain, who lived in New Zealand, who lost all four
engines in a Lancaster over Bermuda so he was obviously the Jonah on this
flight.
I went back up to the flight deck and when I got there my hands were absolutely
black. My engineer said he reckoned it was volcanic dust and I did not believe
him. After we were towed in he and I decided to get off the aeroplane and have
a look around, and the first impressions weren’t dramatic. The aeroplane was
matt; it had lost its sheen. That was all we could see, and from the drama we
had been through it ought to have looked worse. I noticed I left the landing
lights on and they had gone opaque as well. As we got to the bottom of the
steps the flight engineer got down on his knees and kissed the ground. “What
are you doing?” I said. “I’ve seen the Pope do that.” he replied. “Barry, the Pope
flew in on Alitalia. I would kiss the ground if I had flown in on Alitalia.”
It was twenty four hours before it was confirmed that we had indeed flown
through a volcanic eruption. Mt. Galungung, had erupted at seven in the
evening and if we hadn’t been half an hour late in taking off we would probably
have missed it.

The culprit - Mt Galungung volcanic eruption

The crew – 32 year-old Senior First
Officer Roger Greaves, 41 year-old
Captain Eric Moody and 40 year-old
Senior Engineer Officer Barry
Townley-Freeman
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Hi all,
Here is a letter that arrived yesterday with a parcel of 50 really super masks, hand sanitizer, chocolates & biscuits.
The Koreans are unbelievable, but we saw that on our visits there.
Cheers,
Ivan Holshausen
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What our members are up to ….

Richard Broome flying with with Mark Gregson in the Gregson’s L4 Grasshopper

7/8 Scale Nieuport – Bill Leftwich

Hello Neil,
I’ve finally finished building my 7/8 scale Nieuport 11 biplane. This was a kit
from Graham Lee in Alberta, Canada. Unfortunately, they no longer make the
kits but plans are still available. I’m using a 50 HP Rotax 503 with dual carbs and
dual ignition. There’s a pull starter handle inside the cowling which is accessed
through a side door. My son, Jess, has indicated he would like to do first test
flights from our home airfield here in Savannah, Georgia. All of his tail wheel
experience he acquired is from flying the “Red Bird”, the Air Cam that Ricardo
DeBonis and I flew from Eugene, Oregon, to Savannah last year. The Nieuport
has a reputation for difficult ground handling but is a delight in the air. More
photos to come. Look for me next year in the RSA.
Bill Leftwich, EAA 123071, Savannah, Georgia.

Polishing an Old Classic
Plane – Karl Jensen
I am indeed proud of my lovely 1955
Cessna 170B which I have now
owned for 23 years. Almost every
place I fly to, it seems to attract
attention partly because this model
is a rarity in Southern Africa and the
typical 1950’s Art-Deco original
alluring paint job. In the 65 years
since it was built, ZU-VAL had 2
owners prior to my purchasing it in
1997. It was originally based in
California in the high desert and
then at Lanseria when it was owned
by Bob Watson. He purchased it
with the commission he received
from the sale of a Boeing 727 to the
President of Burkina Faso (Upper
Volta). When I bought the plane, it
had a big name on the cowl
Ouagadougou which is the capital of
that country.
The plane was US registered and as I
was flying to the US regularly, I
handled all the paperwork
personally at the FAA offices on
Long Island. I re-registered it ZU-VAL
and gathered a sack of ‘Brownie
Points’ from my wife who has a
similar name.
ZU-VAL has given me immense
pleasure, especially after I had to
stop flying 747’s for SAA when I
turned 60 in mid-2003. The original
Continental 140 hp 0-300 engine
neared its TBO. In 2011 I decided to
incorporate an STC that included a
180 hp Lycoming 0-360 with
constant speed propeller. There was
no problem with the smooth 0-300,
except that at the Highveld altitudes
it was a bit of a ground-gripper. The
roller-tappet 0-360 transformed the
plane into a great performer with
not much of an increase in top
speed unless I fly it at high power
settings, but with rocket-ship type
take-off performance.
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Polishing an Old Classic Plane continued
Now to the polishing: this is a bicep building exercise. I give it a light shine every
3 months and a major polish annually. I seldom employ labour to assist in the
polishing as it is so easy to damage the aircraft’s skin. Nowadays with social
distancing protocols, additional help is even more difficult to utilise. The
lockdown has permitted me to spend 5 days at my Pilot Cave at Fly Inn Estate
with about 5 hours input daily to achieve a wonderful shine. I believe I have
tried almost all known polishes for an alclad surface including NuVite, Wadpol,
Meguiar’s, Mothers and many more. . .
By washing the plane with water, any undried area becomes stained by the lime
in the local water and is difficult to polish away, so I avoid the water. The first
step is to remove any oily patches with a mild degreaser and bug stains with
FW1 spray. For the next step, I apply Met-All aluminium polish or PRO 90 with a
Shield orbital electric polisher to one section at a time, such as under a wing and
on the under surfaces of the ailerons and flaps on that side. That action with a
fine grit leaves a greasy black mess which I allow to partially dry while I do tea. I
then wipe off the dried polish by hand and then apply Shield Miraplate by hand.
This removes any Met-All residue. When this polish dries to a white haze, I again
wipe that off and then use a wool bonnet on the polisher to buff the surface.
This leaves a protective layer of wax that prevents oxidation. I then stand back
and ogle the underwing before I give the upper surface of the wing a similar
treatment. It is then time to head home, a one-hour drive away.

Barrows Bearhawk build update
Wayne Giles (Chapter 322) by Karl Jensen

Barrows Bearhawk build update
The Barrows Bearhawk Patrol is a
tandem two-seat aircraft, that was
developed
from
the
fourseat Barrows Bearhawk. The
Bearhawk Patrol is designed to
improve on the Piper Super Cub.
There is also a Bearhawk
Companion, a two seat in side-byside configuration variant as well as
the latest version the Bearhawk 5.
Wayne built a Bearhawk Patrol
which is now seen regularly, owned
and flown by Jeremy (Moose)
Woods. Wayne also built an LSA
version which is ideal for training
with its docile taildragger habits and
fuel economy. The LSA version is
powered by a 100 hp Continental 0200D and built an LSA version which
is ideal for training with its docile
taildragger habits and fuel economy.
the Patrols are powered by 180 hp
IO-360’s. Both models are robust
and have a 6-hour endurance which
is most useful in SA where avgas is
not that readily available.
The latest 2 aircraft are being built
in Wayne’s workshop at Fly Inn
Estate. Wayne whose business is
industrial refrigeration. He builds to
a high standard and his attention to
detail is astounding. His personal
aircraft has a green and yellow paint
job and his friend Paul Apostolides’
plane is red and yellow. The helpers
have named the one aircraft Cyril
and the red one Ju Ju. He has
incorporated several upgrades from
his 1st efforts, mainly as far as
windows and doors and full glass
instrument panels, yaw dampers
and autoflight systems, but no
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change to the original structural design besides the addition of Hoerner
wingtips. Both Cyril and Ju Ju will be fitted with these wing tips.
Hoerner was a German aerodynamicist who is credited as being one of the first
engineers to acknowledge the existence of the wingtip vortex, the corkscrewshaped wake that forms on a wing's outboard edge. The Hoerner wingtip was
specifically designed to minimize the effects of wingtip vortices on lift, drag,
stability, and control. It will be interesting to see the effect of these wingtips on
the Bearhawk Patrol.
Both planes have massive 29” tundra tyres that could safely land across the
furrows of a freshly ploughed field. ‘Back Country’ flying is becoming popular
and these aircraft certainly fit that bill as well as having a respectable cruise
speed of 120 knots (140 mph) at moderate power. The LSA cruises at 110 mph.
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Bearhawk Aircraft introduces six-place aircraft
On 21 May, Bearhawk Aircraft announced the introduction of its largest
Bearhawk model to date, the Bearhawk 5. The new aircraft was designed by
engineer Bob Barrows and is the first in the line-up of Bearhawk aircraft to use
a 300-horsepower engine, seating up to six occupants.
According to test pilot Rollie van Dorn, the Bearhawk Model 5 made its first
flight on 3 May and since then at the time of writing the prototype has flown
more than 20 hours in testing and is exhibiting excellent flight characteristics.
Further flight testing has confirmed the airplane’s 3,000 lbs (1,360 Kg) gross
weight. The Bearhawk Model 5 has been under development for two years.
Slightly wider and longer than the original four-place Bearhawk, the new design
is powered by a spec-built Lycoming IO-580 engine. The first Bearhawk Model 5
was built in collaboration with avid Bearhawk builder Collin Campbell of Bolivar,
Missouri. Collin has scratch built a fleet of different Bearhawk models and has a
reputation for outstanding workmanship.
Mark Goldberg, President of Avipro / Bearhawk Aircraft, manufactures quick
build kits of the Bearhawk models. Mark has been eager to announce the Model
5 for some time. Mark said: “Here is a brief history of how this design came
about. A friend of design engineer Bob Barrows requested that Bob create a
larger version of the Bearhawk 4-Place as he is a big guy. Bob did the drawings
for his friend who began construction. However, health issues forced him to quit
working on the project and it sat for about a year. One day I was talking to Collin
Campbell who told me he was getting bored now that his Bearhawk LSA was
finished and flying. A ‘light bulb’ suddenly came on in my head and thus a plan
was hatched for Collin to finish the Model 5 project. There is no one in the
world, except Bob himself, more qualified to have built this prototype than
Collin.”
In many ways, the new Model 5 can be compared with the Bearhawk 4-place
the way the Cessna 185 is compared with the Cessna 180. Just like the two
Cessnas, both the Model 5 and 4-place use the same wing. The Cessna wing has
174 sq. ft of surface area whilst the Bearhawk wing has 186 sq. ft with its Riblett
airfoil. Compared with the 4-place Bearhawk, already bigger than a C-180, the
Model 5 has a wider, longer fuselage and features a larger engine. Specifically,
the Model 5 is two inches wider than the Bearhawk 4-place and its cabin is
fourteen inches longer. Overall length of the Model 5 is twenty-four inches
longer than the 4-place. There is room in the Model 5 for fifth and sixth seats in
the back or, alternatively, extra cargo space. The Model 5 has considerably more
interior room than a C-185. Whilst the Bearhawk 4-place can use four-cylinder
Lycoming engines, up to the parallel valve O-540 series, the Model 5’s smallest
engine will be the six-cylinder 250 / 260 hp Lycoming O-540. The Model 5 has

the ability to use the heavier anglevalve cylinder Lycoming O-540 and
IO-580 of 300 and 315 hp
respectively.
The prototype Model 5 partly owes
its outstanding performance to the
Lycoming IO-580 at 315 hp. A threeblade Hartzell 82-inch diameter
carbon fibre Trailblazer propeller
completes the package with its
really strong take-off thrust and
climb. At a gross weight of 3,000 lbs
(1,360 Kg), with utility category
strength at full gross, the 1,512 lb
(686 Kg) empty weight of the Model
5 results in a plane that is expected
to carry double its own weight.
Cruise speeds around 160 mph are
also expected as 156 mph TAS, at
3,500 ft and 24-squared, or 72percent power, which was seen
during tests. Reduced economy
lean-of-peak fuel flow speeds of
around 145-150 mph and 14.5 to 15
GPH are also anticipated. Take-off
performance was 220 to 300 feet.
Landings were kept to under 650 ft
as the wet, muddy runway
conditions in the very middle of the
1,350-feet runway allowed use of
only half the strip. Rollie van Dorn
reported: “Collin did a beautiful job
building it and he and I worked
together for the three days I was
there to get as much done as we
could. The Bearhawk Model 5
offered no surprises on take-off or
climb out. With all that power,
‘things’ happen quickly.” Rollie also
noted power-on stalls to be less
than 40 mph.
The Bearhawk line-up includes twoplace Patrol, Companion and LSA
models. The 4-place and new Model
5 fill out the larger end of the lineup with excellent carrying capacity.
All are available in kit or plans and
excel at accessing remote airstrips.
Two-place and four-place Bearhawk
kits are now shipping, including a
Bearhawk four-place Model B
shipment to New Zealand. Bearhawk
aircraft are renowned for their
rugged construction and large cargo
areas.
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Divine Intervention … Just before Christmas 1968
Simon van Garderen (Article submitted by Derick van Schalkwyk)

Shortly before Christmas of 1968 I was a member of 1 Squadron, SAAF, flying
Sabre jet fighters out of Air Force Base Pietersburg. The following is what really
happened to me……..
My flight logbook of 18th October 1968 simply states:
09:15 Self Solo IRE-test (u/s GCA!!) Sabre 380 1 hr 25min (Major Zeeman)
The Canadair Sabre VI was designed as an interceptor fighter, capable of
supersonic speed in a vertical dive. It was a single seater, with beautifully
swept-back wings and an abundance of power: brakes-off to 40 000 feet in 8minutes! Every pilot that flew them, fell in love. Being a single seater, it was a
very, very personal relationship – nobody could ever fly with you and show you
how. You were taught in a flight simulator, which was pretty good, but the real
McCoy of 8 tons is always more thrilling.
Professional pilots have to cultivate the ability to fly safely in cloud, which blinds
them and takes the horizon away from view. It is called Instrument Flying and
we get a stringent test every year to prove our prowess. In a single engine
fighter, this is obviously a problem. What we did, was to do the test in the flight
simulator first, to prove that you could stay inside the laid down limits, but you
could fly the simulator like a ham-fisted idiot, because the older simulators had
no movement like the modern ones.
After the simulator test, you then have to fly so neatly that your testing officer
can sit in formation on your wing – jerky flying would make that impossible. To
cover your bets, you always asked the best formation pilots to test you! It was
why I asked my old friend and colleague, Major Daan Zeeman to test me. I was
to fly Sabre 380 and he flew his own machine, with his name on it, Sabre 363.
We took off from Air Force Base Pietersburg in the tight formation that fighter
pilots pride themselves for. At 500 feet above ground, I slipped a mask down,
covering my dark visor – all I could see now, were the instruments. To see
outside, would require a gross head tilting, which Daan would see immediately

and fail me on the spot. We climbed to
15 000 feet for a GCA-stall, with almost
full power acceleration on recovery – it is
extremely disorientating , as the great
acceleration sloshes back the fluid in the
inner ear, telling the pilot that he is
looping the loop. You grit your teeth,
ignore your screaming brain and believe
the instruments – not lekker.
We
continued to 30 000 feet for the steep
turns at high Mach numbers. Several
other tests are performed on the way
back, ending in a radio compass let-down
procedure, followed by radar positioning
for landing – the so-called Ground
Controlled Approach or GCA.
When we switch over to the GCA
frequency on Channel Golf, Daan does
not check in. I call him, still nothing. I
turn my head and tilt it far back to see
Daan – yes, he is still there on my right
wing, pointing to his ears and then giving
thumbs-up; he can hear. He points to his
oxygen mask with its built in microphone
and gives a thumbs-down; his mike or
radio
transmitter
is
“u/s”
or
unserviceable. Happy that he is alive and
well, I give him a thumbs-up and
continue the exercise – not clever, for he
cannot warn me now if anything goes
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Divine Intervention continued …
wrong. But then, fighter pilots are extremely confident people and nothing can
happen to me anyway.
GCA calls me, saying that it will be a PPI-approach or Plan Position Indicator
approach; his sensitive precision radar is broken down, so he can only see us in
plan view, but will tell us what height we should be at each half-a-nautical-mile
distance. I acknowledge, as we are qualified to do precision and PPIapproaches. The GCA controller then starts his continuous commentary-type
controlling……..Listen:
“Spades, you are on centre line, 6-miles from touch-down, check your gear
down and initial flap setting completed for intercepting the glide slope at 5
miles. At 5-miles set up a rate of descent of 670 feet-per-minute at 140 knots.
You are 5 ¼ miles now…”
The Sabre weighs almost 7 tons at this stage and travels at 260 Kph. Its inertia
will carry it for a quarter of a mile before it responds, so I stick up my gloved
right hand, making the sign of an ostrich eating and select full flaps down. Daan
will see my hand signal and will do the same, I hope….
“Spades you are coming up five miles, see that your rate of descent is 670 feetper-minute. At four miles you height should be 6500 feet, you are at 4-miles
now, check and adjust accordingly….. When you land, your altimeter will read
4100 feet above sea level….”
Today is one of those special days, where everything works out perfectly: as he
says now, the altimeter needle swings past 6500 feet. I grin in my oxygen mask
– oh, the joy of perfection…..
“Spades you are coming up 3-miles, where your height should be 5900 feet, you
are holding centre line perfectly, 3 miles now, check 5900 feet and adjust
accordingly….”
I have this GCA nailed! Perfect again …..same at 2 miles. Lovely….
“Spades, you are coming up to 1-mile. At one mile you should be at 4700 feet.
You are at 1-mile now, check and adjust accordingly. You are coming up half-amile…..”
“Oh, my God Simon! Pull up!!!”, screams Daan, terror in his well known voice. I
have heard this voice for the last eight odd years and will recognise it anywhere.
What’s this then? I am on a perfect centre line, on a perfect glide slope? I
throw my head back and peek from underneath the mask, fitted over my
visor….. My Sabre’s whole windscreen is filled with blue gum trees, with the
Tom Naudè school just beyond, full of children at 10:30am on a weekday….. I
am flying a 7 ton monster at almost 300 Kph and half –a-ton of fuel on board. I
am going to take out the second floor of the school. My whole being rebels: not
like this Lord….Please…. Not while I am doing it perfectly? It all runs in slow
motion now. I open the throttle and pull back the stick. The Sabre clears the
trees and school with what feels like Angström units (10 to the power minus six
millimetres!) I tear off the mask from my visor, in time to see Daan slipping
underneath me and landing on runway zero-one. I call him. He does not
respond. I call GCA, telling them that the glide slope leads into the ground right
at the school and not the ¾ of a mile beyond. I ask for another GCA, this time
without the blooming mask. The glide slope again leads straight into the ground
at the school…..
I land. Taxi in. Park next to Daan’s Sabre 363. Daan sits on his parachute, in the
shadow of the tail fin of his Sabre. He smokes Texan, which only lasts for three
pulls, before it turns to angry ash. I sit on my parachute next to him, my knees
knocking rather noisily. I smoke my Peter Stuyvesant. I do not even get two full
pulls out of it, before it turns to ash.
“What the hell happened there?”, he asks.
“Don’t know. The Tower says the barometric pressure we set, is correct…..oh,

ja, and how did you get your radio
working? Had you not warned me, I
would have flown straight into the
school….. no ways would I have
peeked….”
We look at each other and we know.
We just know. Shivers run down our
spines.
“Sir, are you O.K.?”, asks Flight
Sergeant Dekker, the Radio/Radar
technician.
“Yes, Flight. But please check out
Major Zeeman’s transmitter on
channel Golf.”
I still see him lowering the two
shiny radios out of the belly of the
Sabre. One is the receiver and one
is the transmitter. On the front of
each is a cover, held with wing-nut
Dzus-fasteners. Inside the covers are
the crystals, looking like the fuses on
a modern car – a thingy as big as a
small finger nail, mounted on two
shiny probes.
Vividly I can still see him twisting
the wing nuts….. he turns around
grinning.
“Channel Golf, Major?” he says,
opening the panel. His hands go
very still.
“Sir, there is no
transmitter crystal in channel Golf.
Nobody but God could have spoken
to you on this channel…..”
“He did, Flight…..Goodwill to
men…..
“To most people, the sky is the
limit.
To those of us, who love aviation,
the sky is home.” Anonymous.
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Crossword Prize
Prize Sponsored by Aviation Direct
Crossword 02 June 2020
The winner will receive a copy of Airfields Directory of Southern Africa AND your choice of an annual subscription of
either Easy Plan or Easy Cockpit. Prize is not transferrable . Total value of this prize is R2150.00
June Winner
Thanks to Karl Jensen for his accurate submission. He wins the prize and gets the winners MACH point. Well done Captain
and thank you for participating.
Thanks to Aviation Direct for the fabulous prize, which we are certain Karl will enjoy !
The crossword was undertaken to increase interaction and participation and takes some time to put together. This was
done purely for readers entertainment. Unfortunately with only one submission / response / comment on the
crosswords over the last two months, this will be discontinued.
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Build your very own,
flying Spitfire!
How would you like to build your
own, flying model of the world
famous World War Two Spitfire Mk
II? Follow the easy steps set out in
these pages and you may have it
flying even before the sun sets!
Let me help you do it using the
simple line drawing at the end of
this pamphlet, if you like. Just make
a photocopy of the drawing for
yourself and enlarge it a bit, or even
use a proper factory blueprint from
the internet, if you so wish. That’s
the first step.
The second step is, carefully cut
around the outline of the fuselage
and then, the wings: we’ll
sometimes refer to those as the
“main plane”, and the “tail plane”.
Now, paste the paper cut-outs of
the wings and the fuselage onto a
piece of cardboard (say part of a
used breakfast serial box). Then,
carefully cut along the outlines of
these, as you did with the drawing
and voila: you have your templates!
What you do now, (I suspect you’ve
already guessed it!) is to place these
onto pieces of used cardboard that
will become your wings and also the
fuselage. You will find the same
cardboard templates may be used
for this, over and over.
For the wings, use ordinary single
ply cardboard. For the fuselage,
thin, corrugated cardboard works
best.
WARNING! Make sure the flutes in
the cardboard for the fuselage run
lengthwise, from nose to tail,
otherwise your new fuselage will
bend and break like nothing! Now
doesn’t that look good? You are well
on your way to completing your own
Spitfire!
Look at the drawing to see where
the main plane should go. With a
sharp hobby knife or such, carefully
make the slit (I recommend that
Mom or Dad should help you with
this), about 8mm from the bottom
of the fuselage.

Be sure that you also make it about
8mm longer than the width of the
main plane. This is so you can slide
the main plane forward or backward
when you take your Spitfire up for
its test flights and it needs some
fine-tuning to fly level.
Now slip the wing into its slot
(carefully - don’t bend or break it!)
and pull it through until the fuselage
sits right in the middle (see the
dotted line on the wing in the
booklet).
Now, also cut a slot right in the tail
end, for the tail plane to slide into,
about 6mm from the bottom. Take
care with this: see how the tail
plane has to slant slightly upward in
the rear? This is to keep the Spitfire
from diving. Now, slide the tail plane
in there. Add a little screw through
the nose (see the spot?) for balance
(remember, your model does not
have that great big V12 Rolls Royce
Merlin engine in front) and, there
you go. It’s time for your first test
flight!
Take hold of your Spitfire (lightly)
underneath the main plane with
your thumb on one side and your
index and middle finger on the other
and push the aircraft away from
you. Almost as if you’re playing
darts. If the Spit dives too much,
move the main plane forward a
little, or bend the trailing edges of

the tail plane up a little, for more
lift. If its nose pitches up or it tends
to fall out sideways instead of
gliding far and smoothly, it’s stalling.
Put a heavier screw in the nose, or
move the main plane back a little.
Should it stray from the straight and
level, check that your main plane is
quite straight and flat. If it is, slide it
a tad in the direction of the turn.
That should do the trick.
Don't give up if the first few flights
won't work. Stick to your guns! Keep
flying, observing, adjusting - until
you get it just right. Also watch the
wind direction, and don't throw it
too hard, it's not a cricket ball. We
call a pilot who applies unnecessary
(be sure you learn how to spell that
word!) force to the controls ‘ham
fisted’, and you are not that. The
Spitfire is best known for its sweet
response to the controls. In other
words, easy does it!
Fix your eyes on a point some
distance from you where you would
like it to land, hold your Spitfire flat
and level as described above,
breathe, and push it away from
yourself. And watch her glide! You'll
be surprised to see how well Mr
Mitchell's beautiful elliptical wing
design flies, even in plain, flat old
cardboard.
I’ve made these models in 90, 135,
200 and even 290mm wingspans.
The bigger models do better in Balsa
wood, I must say. And man, do they
fly!
Go for it, enjoy, but be careful to
keep your fighter dry, otherwise the
wings will warp. Well, mind you,
then you just make another one!
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Basic gliding tips

If you launch into the breeze (headwind), what will your Spitfire do? It will climb, because the wind speed determines rate
of climb. By the way, if the wind is too strong or you’ve thrown it too fast, may climb steeply, stall, and dive. Then, usually,
it won’t have time to pull up, and crash.
What happens with a tail wind (blowing from behind)? It won’t glide well at all or only for a short distance, and might even
dive into the ground. Wind coming from starboard (the right)? It will turn left. If the wind comes from port (the left side), it
will turn to starboard. You will soon learn your Spitfire’s tricks and I’m sure you can expect to enjoy endless hours of fun.
Remember though, homework always comes first! If you’d like to read about great Spitfire adventures during World War
II, I invite you to look for Spade Grip, by Filius Gratus, on Amazon Kindle. Or, you could write me at
kallievandermerwe1@gmail.com for an electronic copy.
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Delivering a Baby
By Dr Mike Brown
What was I thinking? I’ve always considered myself to be reasonably sane, fairly
level-headed, not given to impulsive behaviour – well, not too often.
Yet here I was, a grown man in the latter half of his 60’s, hankering after a baby.
Not just any baby, however, but a Bowers Fly Baby. Specifically ZU-EXM, an
open cockpit, single seat low wing monoplane taildragger built in 1968 in the
USA by Steve Ward and imported into South Africa in 2007.
I’d seen this beauty at an EAA National Convention at Margate some years
previously, and it had piqued an interest, filed away in the dark recesses of my
aviation mind where my long-suffering life partner has no access.
Browsing through the classifieds on Avcom in April 2019, there it was: Bowers
Fly Baby for sale! Should I? Dare I? I took the plunge and called Ryan Beckley,
the advertiser. My question to him was: “Tell me why I shouldn’t make you an
offer?” He couldn’t think of a reason, leaving me with the decision. I hesitated
for a couple of days, then took the plunge and emailed him an offer for the full
asking price, or less if he felt so inclined. After a short wait, I had my answer:
“Sadly, you’re too late, it’s already been taken for the full asking price.” Regret,
resignation and relief washed through me in equal measure - silly old fool,
belated midlife crisis, probably for the best. Yet, now I couldn’t get the idea out
of my mind.

Jack Taylor Airfield, Krugersdorp

few days later I sent Ryan another
WhatsApp saying that should the
sale fall through for whatever
reason, I might still be interested. A
day or so later, he advised me that
the original buyer had had second
thoughts (apparently a single seater
taildragger for a novice taildragger
pilot wasn’t such a good idea), and
ZU-EXM was mine if I still wanted
her. This time I didn’t hesitate, and
did an EFT within minutes of
receiving the banking details – I had
my baby: EXM was mine!
Hoops and hurdles followed –
change of ownership, new ATF,
insurance etc., all done long
distance as I’m based in Cape Town
and my Baby was at Krugersdorp.
Hang on – Krugersdorp to Cape
Town, how do I get the aerie from
one to the other?
Brian Appleton had recently bought
a Decathlon which had been based
at Morningstar in Cape Town, and
he and “The General” (Brian
Stableford) had flown it from
Morningstar to Rand. I spoke to
Brian, saying it sounded like a fun
excursion, and that I thought I might
do it myself in the Fly Baby. I’d done
the trip a number of times, both
ways, in various aircraft over the
years so I had a fair idea of what
might be in store. But, in an open
cockpit single seater, cruise speed
75-80 knots, endurance 2 or so
hours? My only other experience of
long-distance open cockpit flying
had been in a Tiger Moth (ZS-OSS)
from Port Alfred to Krugersdorp
many years previously, with the late
Martiens Steyn. Brian suggested
taking the wings off, and
transporting it by road, but a quick
call to Kevin Hopper who had
assembled the Fly Baby when it was
imported quickly put paid to that
idea.
The plan started to take shape when
I was invited to host the EAA Flying
Legends Talk Show at the newlyrefurbished Auditorium with Scully
Levin as my guest, an opportunity I
jumped at. Mango to Lanseria on
Thursday morning, some prep time
with Scully before lunch, a quick trip
to Krugersdorp to see the aircraft 24

and make sure everything was in order, a trip to the shops for 3 x 20 liter jerry
cans, aerosol tyre inflation cans, basic tools for running repairs, tiedowns and
then host the Talk Show on Thursday night. Conversion to type on Friday
morning, complete flight planning on Friday afternoon, depart Krugersdorp for
Cape Town Saturday morning. Simple – Bob’s your uncle!
Well, that was the basic outline but as the saying goes – the devil is in the
details. So in reality quite a lot of planning went into making it happen. Using
EasyPlan, I sketched out several possible routes with the basic principle that no
leg was to be longer than 2 hours, preferably 1.5 hours at a planned 75kt ground
speed. Fuel needed to be available at each stop, as a capacity of 60 liters and a
burn of 20 liters/hour made for a need to refuel everywhere. Avgas availability
has deteriorated over the years, as has the number of useable small town
airfields and potential overnight hangarage. I made numerous calls to people,
some old acquaintances, others complete strangers, as I worked out possible
routes. The aviation fraternity is amazing – complete strangers offered to find
Avgas, meet me at remote airfields, provide overnight hangarage. Finally I had a
plan, and then the large scale radio control flyers decided to commandeer
Oudtshoorn (FAOH) for themselves over the exact weekend! Would the Fly Baby
be accepted as a large scale model – maybe not quite! Oh well, back to the
drawing board.
With all that done, there was just the little issue of arranging a conversion so
that I could fly the aeroplane (legally). How do you convert to a single seater?
Carefully, fearfully! Fortunately Dale de Klerk and Brian Davidson at Alpi
Aviation are based at Krugersdorp, and the recommendation was to do some
time in the J3 Cub to refresh my tailwheel skills in something with somewhat
similar performance, and once judged safe (if not competent), to then be let
loose in the Fly Baby. Piece of cake really – I’d done my initial tailwheel rating in
a J3 at Fisantekraal Airfield with Dietlind Lempp back in May 1983, so nothing to
it!

FATP, Bloemfontein
Brian was a real gentleman, but that’s what one expects from an Old Grey from
Port Elizabeth. He sat patiently in the back of ZS-NAM, while I did my best to
scare him and myself to death. After an hour of circuits and bumps, he’d had
enough and commanded me to stop the torture. Getting his own back on me, he
said I should strap myself into my Fly Baby and do a few circuits at HMS
Krugersdorp.
Now, for those of you who are not familiar with Krugersdorp Airfield, let me
paint you a little picture. It’s miles above sea level (elevation 5499’), actually it’s
also miles above ground level, perched on a hilltop, it’s narrow (29 meters) and
it’s short (842 meters). It’s not known as ‘HMS’ for nothing – the approaches
resemble what I expect an approach to an aircraft carrier must look like.
Intimidating. Misjudge, and you’re either in the poo farm, or in a game reserve
fighting off lions or smeared against a mountainside!

So there I sat, at the threshold of
runway 08 (uphill), praying for a
mag drop so that I could abort the
whole silly idea! Not really, and the
little 85 horsepower Continental
was purring like a Swiss watch,
eager to allow me to test my
resolve. Some 50 minutes of touch
and go’s later (mostly wheelers,
with the occasional 3-pointer when I
ran out of ideas and airspeed), I’d
scared myself enough to call it a day.
Brian, who had been watching from
the safety of the clubhouse, duly
signed me out – I do need to send
CAA medical department a note to
make sure they check his eyesight
more carefully this year! Thanks
Brian for your faith in my ability!
Conversion done and dusted, and all
ready to go – just the small matter
of finalizing the logistics. Early on in
the route planning process, I’d
realized that attempting the trip
without backup wasn’t wise. One
option had been to fly my Debonair
to Johannesburg, and to ask
someone to fly it back in loose
formation with me in order to
provide logistical and moral support
– there were legs on the route
where I’d need to stop, but where
fuel was not available, so I needed
some way to tanker fuel for the Fly
Baby.
When that didn’t work out, I
enlisted (well, arm wrestled and
won!) the support of Wayne Powell,
who agreed (volunteered would be
an untruth!) to drive a support
vehicle with all the necessary items,
luggage and most importantly,
additional Avgas in 3 x 20 L jerry
cans plus a water-separating funnel.
So I duly rented a Renault Sandero
for a one-way trip from Lanseria to
Cape Town and we were good to go.
Saturday morning 21 September
2019 arrived after a restless night,
and armed with a favourable
weather forecast from Deon van der
Mescht for the entire route over 3
days, off we went to Krugersdorp to
pull the Fly Baby out of her hangar,
fill the tank with 60 liters of Shell’s
best, check oil, kick tyres and twang
the landing and flying wires to 25

FADA, De Aar
ensure proper and equal tension there are horror stories of wings parting
company with the fuselage where these wires have been incorrectly tensioned,
the reason Kevin Hopper discouraged any idea of taking the wings off.
The plan was simple. I’d get airborne and set off for my first stop at Kroonstad,
where I had confirmed that fuel would be available, while Wayne would wait to
see me safely airborne and then he’d drive to New Tempe, Bloemfontein, which
was to be my second stop. He had a handheld radio and cellphone with him, so
we could maintain contact en-route, and plan diversions if necessary.
Shortly after taking off from Krugersdorp, with my trusty Garmin Pilot 3
attached with Prestik to a corner of the panel, my iPad with EasyCockpit running
and strapped to my right thigh and a flight log strapped to the other leg, I will
admit to a moment of doubt. I had a total of 0,8 hours experience with the
aeroplane and there I was, out in the breeze, thinking I could get to Cape Town
safely!
As the sprawl of greater Johannesburg and environs slowly gave way to more
open veldt, I started breathing more comfortably, slowly realizing that this was
indeed possible. The aircraft was performing beautifully, even if the piloting of
said aircraft still left something to be desired, but I was getting the hang of it.
The loose tension of the landing wires (while in flight, the strain is taken by the
flying wires out of sight below the wings), shimmering in my peripheral vision,
was disturbing at first but as the flight progressed I became more comfortable.
Kroonstad duly appeared in the distance, and leg 1 was completed safely if not
elegantly.
Leg 1 Krugersdorp to Kroonstad - Leg time: 1.5 hours. Leg distance: 100 nm.
Average ground speed: 67 kts. Fuel: 30 liters.
Good! Fuel burn is approximately as advertised at 20 liters/hour, so I should be
OK for the legs as planned. One worry settled!
With the Baby duly refueled, and myself rehydrated, the next leg to Tempe
went uneventfully. I was settling into a rhythm, and feeling more comfortable
with the handling. With no elevator trim and of course no such luxury as an
autopilot, it requires constant hands on attention to maintain a flight path
vaguely resembling straight and level. This accounts for the lack of any
photographs taken while in flight – not enough hands and nowhere within easy
reach to stow a camera.
I arrived at Tempe before Wayne and the Renault, despite my fuel stop en
route, which must be a positive for the benefits of general aviation over driving,
even with the most basic of light aircraft.
Leg 2 Kroonstad to Tempe - Leg time: 1.6 hours. Leg distance: 108 nm. Average
ground speed: 68 kts. Fuel: 35 liters.
The next leg was planned to Gariep Dam (FAHV), with a hangar available for the
night, but the weather was beginning to look a little ominous, at least for a

novice single seater open cockpit
taildragger pilot. The wind was
starting to gust a bit, and the sky
had that look of wind about it. A
quick call to Peter How, who lives in
Gariep, confirmed my suspicions. He
was hanging onto a flagpole at
nearby
Adamsfontein
airfield,
hoping it wouldn’t take flight. He
also said that the wind was likely to
drop towards evening. So, time for a
burger and a coffee for me, a beer
for Wayne.
With the afternoon slowly winding
down, and another 100nm between
Tempe and Gariep, I judged the
weather to be acceptable. Airborne
out of Tempe, I set course for FAHV,
passing De Oude Kraal, Edenburg
and Springfontein before reaching
the fairly mountainous area shortly

FAHV, Gariep
before the airfield at Gariep Dam.
Here I took care to keep on the
windward side of the larger koppies
as far as possible before seeing the 2
tar runways appear on cue.
Fortunately the wind was straight
down one of them, so the landing
was fairly uneventful – the
advantage of flying a single seater is
that there are no witnesses! Jaco
arrived with his bowser to fill the
tank, and I parted with a King’s
ransom for the pleasure! But I did
get space in the communal glider
hangar where I settled the Baby
while waiting for the Sandero and
Wayne for my lift into ‘town’ – I use
the term loosely!
Leg 3 Tempe to Gariep - Leg time:
1.3 hours. Leg distance: 98 nm.
Average ground speed: 75 kts. Fuel:
27 liters.
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So, day 1 done and dusted without any scratches on the aerie. The Baby
performed as advertised, and I was starting to feel slightly more in command of
her actions. Accommodation arranged, Wayne and I made our way to Tjailatyd,
according to TripAdvisor the best restaurant in Gariep for a meal and a
celebratory glass or two of alcoholic beverages.
Sunday morning dawned slightly cool and a little hazy, with the remains of some
low ground fog still lingering. We made our way to the airfield, and after a
careful preflight to exclude any stowaways under the cowling, and a long taxi to
the start of the furthest threshold in order to warm the little C85 Continental, it
was off to De Aar for the next leg. After circumnavigating some patches of
ground fog, the flat expanse of the Karoo soon revealed itself as the air slowly
warmed up. Ground progress was fairly leisurely, with a headwind taking its toll.
The dorpie of De Aar with railway tracks meeting and extending in every
direction appeared out of the developing haze, and I negotiated a fairly
respectable wheel landing on the rather rough gravel strip. Taxying up to the
hangars, I was delighted to find Louis was already there waiting with his bakkie
and a trailer with 2 drums of Avgas, as arranged. My joy was relatively shortlived, though, when he advised that they had refueled another aircraft for an
unplanned emergency flight, and his supplies were limited. We filled the Baby,
and then waited for Wayne to arrive with the jerry cans, and were able to
squeeze a further 60 liters out of the drums.
Leg 4 Gariep to De Aar - Leg time: 1.4 hours. Leg distance: 78 nm. Average
ground speed: 56 kts. Fuel: 28 liters.
Bidding farewell to Louis and his empty Avgas drums, I set off for Victoria West
where Wayne would meet me so that we could fill up the Baby from the jerry
cans he was carrying to this refueling stop – no fuel available at Victoria West
these days, a far cry from the glory days of 1932, when Imperial Airways
recognised Victoria West as a refueling aerodrome for their London to Cape
Town service.
Arriving at FAVW, I circled several times inspecting the windsock and the
multiple runway options (14/32; 18/36; 08/26). Spoiled for choice, but with a
wind that seemed to be shifting direction regularly, I eventually settled on what
appeared to be the most favourable runway and made my approach. As I rolled
out, I found that the wind had shifted again and I’d landed with a bit of a
tailwind. Oh well, no harm done!

FAVW, Victoria West
Taxying up to the hangars and old fuel bay, it was sad to see the derelict
condition of the once magnificent Art Deco terminal building, built in 1953 at
the height of the Wool Boom.

The Sandero and Wayne finally
arrived, and we decanted fuel from
the jerry cans into the Fly Baby,
making sure to ground things
properly to prevent static discharge
and
potential
disaster.
Leg 5 De Aar to Beaufort West - Leg
time: 1.3 hours. Leg distance: 62
nm. Average ground speed: 48 kts.
Fuel: 30 liters.
The windsock was dancing merrily in
the stiffening wind, and I started to
become anxious about the next leg
to Beaufort West. Although Deon
van der Mescht had predicted
acceptable conditions en route and
for the landing at FABW, reality and
predictions appeared to be
diverging. A call to the Ops Manager
at AIFA confirmed my suspicions.
The wind was blowing strongly at
Beaufort West, although he was in
the town and not at the airfield, so
unable to give further details.
Decision time. An unplanned night
stop in Victoria West, a one horse
town where the horse had died
some years back, and a longer day
to get to Cape Town on the
following day, or set off for Beaufort
West knowing that it might be
challenging.
Weighing the options, I decided to
press on, with the knowledge that it
was a short leg of only 60nm, so it
offered the ability to turn back to
the relative safety of Vic West if
things got uncomfortable. Beaufort
West has a long tarred runway these
days, very different from when I
used to do some Red Cross Air
Ambulance flights into there in our
trusty Aztec and Chieftain back in
the 1980’s, and there is a gravel
cross runway for emergency use.
Those who know the area will also
know that the westerly wind blows
across the escarpment to the right
of my direct track, and when it is
pumping it can induce significant
turbulence. And it was starting to
pump! Shortly after take-off, with
Victoria West still visible out to my
right as I crabbed into the wind to
maintain track, I started to think
about those all important flying
wires keeping the wings in place.
The landing wires above the wings27

FABW, Beaufort West
were snapping about in the wind, slack one moment then taught the next, and I
could imagine the flying wires out of sight below the wings doing the same.
Tightening my straps – I felt quite vulnerable in the open cockpit with nothing
surrounding me – I pressed on, unwilling to turn back into what I’d come
through and trusting that things would get better after I “turned the corner”
after passing the edge of the escarpment which stretches to just north of
Beaufort West. I purposefully drifted to the left of track, further from the
escarpment and more along the line of the road and railway line that link the
two Karoo towns, hoping to escape the worst of the rolling turbulence, and to
have an option for an emergency landing if necessary.
Picking up the road and railway line, I turned to my right and headed directly
towards the airfield at FABW. Ground speed on my trusty GPS showed about
40kts as I headed into the teeth of the gale. A King Air called that he was on the
descent for the airfield, asking about local conditions. In my most professional
pilot voice, I advised that there was a high overcast with a base of approximately
3,000’, with a westerly wind which I estimated at about 40 kts. Breaking with
professionalism, I then also advised that I was in an open cockpit, single seater
taildragger and that I hoped my wreckage would not obstruct his landing!
Some 10 miles out, I made the decision that the runway in use had to be the
main drag (08/26) and that I was going to do a straight in approach onto 26. I
called on the airfield frequency just to make sure there was no other lunatic in
the sky, positioned the railway line to my right and inched my way to the
threshold which eventually appeared ahead of me. I knew this had to be a
successful approach and landing, there was no chance that I was going to do an
overshoot or a go around!
With the wind virtually straight down the runway, I crossed the threshold and
flew the aircraft down towards the runway surface until the mains touched,
then I urged the stick firmly forward to make sure we were planted and eased
the throttle back, pushing the stick forward as the speed bled off, until I could
land the tailwheel at a very slow walking pace. Coming to a halt, facing directly
into wind, I gingerly started turning to backtrack towards the relative safety of
the hangars, stick into wind in the turn, stick forward taxying downwind until I
cleared the runway for the King Air to use without any wreckage obstructing it.
Once in the lee of the nearest hangar, I shut down despite the protestations of
the hangar attendants who wanted me to go elsewhere. I sat quietly for a
moment, thanking Steve Ward for building such a strong aeroplane, Kevin
Hopper for ensuring that she had been rigged properly, Peter Steyn at Ultimate
Aircraft Services who had done the most recent inspection for the ATF, and all
my instructors who had given me sufficient knowledge and confidence to make
it possible. Had I been foolhardy, irresponsible or just plain dumb for pressing on
with the leg from FAVW to FABW? All of the above, I admit.
Leg 6 Beaufort West to Prince Albert - Leg time: 1.2 hours. Leg distance: 60
nm. Average ground speed: 50 kts. Fuel: 25 liters.

I pushed the Baby into the
cavernous hangar, not brooking
any protests about moving to any
other hangar, and closed her up
for the night, while promising to
be there bright and early the
following morning to allow the
C172’s out for their morning
exercise with the AIFA students
and instructors.
Despite my slow progress across
the ground, I had still arrived
ahead of the Sandero and Wayne,
so had time to chat to the pilots of
the King Air. It turns out they
were on a mercy flight, and had a
doctor on board. I’d have been
more comfortable on final
approach knowing there was a
trained medical professional
available should the need have
arisen!
Dinner that night at the Wagon
Wheel Country Lodge was
lubricated with slightly more adult
beverages than was probably
wise, although the adrenalin that
was still coursing through my
system quickly burned that away!
Sadly the Karoo lamb left a lot to
be desired.
Day 3, Monday 23 September,
dawned crisp and clear, with no
wind! After completing the
necessary formalities, it was time
to complete the Karoo crossing. I
made sure to check the flying
wires carefully, attachment points
and tension all seemed intact
despite the battering they’d taken
the previous day.
I set off for Prince Albert as my
next stop for refueling from the
trusty jerry cans, the alternative
to Oudtshoorn which had been
ruled out by the large-scale RC
flyers. I’d been to Prince Albert a
few times over the years, my first
exposure being a night landing in
an Aztec with lights provided by
cars, an ambulance and a police
vehicle. Today was bright and
sunny, and after a smooth flight
conducted mainly within the vast
AIFA general flying training area, I
alighted gently onto the gravel
surface at Prince Albert, amazed
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to find a TBM parked on the cross cross runway. The Sandero, Wayne and fuel
eventually arrived, and we tipped about 18 liters of Avgas into the tank to top
me up for the next leg to Robertson.
Leg 7 Prince Albert to Robertson - Leg time: 0.9 hours. Leg distance: 62 nm.
Average ground speed: 69 kts. Fuel:18 liters.

Prince Albert
The route to Robertson took me over the Swartberg mountains south of
Laingsburg, which entailed a climb up to about 6,000’ for a safe crossing. My
passage over the previous 2 days had been over mainly familiar flattish terrain,
so this was a new sensation as I climbed initially to cross the mountains and then
descended into the Klein Karoo along Route 62, past Ronnie’s Sex Shop,
Montagu and into the Robertson valley. Fortunately the air was smooth, as I
don’t think I’d have taken kindly to another bumpy ride. I’d advised Wayne to
make his way directly to Fisantekraal Airfield, north of Cape Town, as a detour
to Robertson would have taken him several additional hours. Robertson airfield
was a familiar sight – back in 1973 it had been a turning point on my solo cross
country flight from DF Malan, and of course I’d been there several times over
the years, most recently to a delightful fly in breakfast hosted earlier in the year
by the local flying club, at which I’d had the pleasure of meeting a couple of the
instructors who had taught me to fly at UCT Flying Club, operating out of the
then
DF
Malan
Airport
(now
Cape
Town
International).
Leg 8 Prince Albert to Fisantekraal - Leg time: 1.5 hours. Leg distance: 113 nm.
Average ground speed: 75 kts. Fuel: 30 liters.

Fisantekraal

I spent some time chatting to Eric
Cook, owner of Master Tech AMO.
My Globe Swift had been
meticulously maintained by Vince
Seagrave, previous owner of Master
Tech when it was still based at
Vereeniging Airfield, before Vince
moved to Robertson. Sadly Vince
passed away from leukemia a few
years ago, and Master Tech is now
in the very capable hands of Eric.
With sufficient time elapsed to allow
Wayne to get to Fisantekraal before
me, it was time to set off on the
final leg. I’d deliberated for some
time about the last route during the
planning
phase,
taking
into
consideration possible low cloud
over
the
mountains,
wind,
turbulence and wind shear crossing
the mountain ridges, scenic versus
direct routes, etc. In the end, I opted
for the “safe” route which generally
allows passage to the Cape
Peninsula from the east.
Turning out after take off, I headed
towards the Breede River and
followed that to the Brandvlei Dam
just south of Worcester and then
northwards along the valley towards
Tulbach before crossing the
Hottentots Holland mountains via
the “Gouda Gap” near Voelvlei Dam.
With the dam on my left, there
before me lay the Cape Peninsula
dominated by the sight of Table
Mountain in the distance, with the
Indian Ocean to the south and the
Atlantic to the west. Almost there!
While the objective was to get the
Fly Baby to Morningstar, that would
have to wait a while until I’d sorted
out additional hangar space, so the
interim arrangement had been to
hangar
her
temporarily
at
“Grootfontein International”, Prof
Frans Grotepas’s grass strip
between
Fisantekraal
and
Morningstar. Logistics, the practical
issue of having Wayne find the
destination and a somewhat
nervous disposition about tackling
the narrow strip at Grootfontein
after a long day, and I opted for the
relative comfort of Fisantekraal with
its wide paved runways, allowing.
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FARS, Robertson
options in the event of any crosswind conditions The familiar sight soon
appeared – familiar as Fisantekraal was the venue for many of my early touch
and go landings when learning to master flight (I’m still learning), and it was
where I’d done my first solo take off and landing on 15 July 1974, and also my
first “dead-stick” landing (thanks Del Colussi, and Cherokee 140 ZS-IEV).
Taxying in after landing on runway 23, I found Wayne and the Sandero had
beaten the little Fly Baby to the destination for the first time! But in our
defence, I had loitered a little too long at Robertson, and taken the scenic route
along the Breede River.
Leg 9 Fisantekraal to Morningstar - Leg time: 1.3 hours. Leg distance: 82 nm.
Average ground speed: 63 kts. Fuel: 32 liters.
So, mission accomplished, or almost – I completed the last 2 legs to
Grootfontein and then on to Morningstar a couple of weeks later after sorting
out hangar space.
Excluding that final hop, I had spent 3 days crossing the country in an open
cockpit single seat taildragger:
9 legs, with 12.0 hours on the clock over a distance of 763 nm at an average
ground speed of 63.6 kts, burning a total of 255 liters of Avgas at 21.25 l/hour.

Morningstar Airfield, Cape Town

This flight would not have been
possible without ground support –
the range of the aircraft and
availability
of
appropriately
located and useable airfields in the
central reaches of South Africa,
coupled with the lack of Avgas at
so many of our deserted airfields,
made the logistics challenging. So
my immense thanks are due to
Wayne who made himself
available
to
drive
from
Johannesburg to Cape Town, with
doglegs to meet me at remote
airfields in order to lug the
indispensable jerry cans of Avgas
and provide me with snacks and
rehydration en route!
Wayne’s “View from the Ground”
provides some additional insight:
“What a pleasure to read! It was
like I was back in the right seat of
an awfully constructed French
hatch, breaking speed limits in
every province as I listened to
rugby commentary, trying to keep
up with the 'Baby and the mad
Doctor who had no respect for my
ETA's as I was unable to travel as
the crow flies. Great achievement
and a wonderful experience”.
Lessons learned:
Planning is pivotal – I made plenty
of phone calls while developing the
proposed route, to establish fuel
and hangar availability at potential
landing points
Weather forecasting – Deon van
der Mescht is a Wizkid when it
comes to extended forecasts, and
he produces very user friendly
documents to cover your planned
route, take off and landing times
weather forecasts for each airfield
and upper (in my case 1,000’–
1,500’ AGL) winds
Weather doesn’t always respect
the forecaster’s model! So make
sure you have given yourself an
adequate window of time, and
that you have alternates available
Don’t allow yourself to be rushed –
plan to have more than enough
time available, don’t fall victim to
‘get-there-itis’
We are losing airfields in the rural
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areas at an alarming rate, and those that remain are often not as well maintained as they ought to be. The local farmer or
doctor with his ‘Boere Boeing’ or C210, a hangar and a couple of drums of Avgas at rural towns is more and more a thing of
the past
Would I do it again? Hell yes – just as soon as my “new” Globe Swift ( now experimental, with a Lycoming 0-360 and constant
speed 3-blade prop) is ready, I’m ready to undertake another “cross the country” journey! Maybe this time I’ll go the coastal
route, and take my time enjoying the beauty of our coastline.

Art Deco Airport Terminal at Victoria West
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EAA FLYING LEGEND TALK SHOW
16 JULY 2020 @18h30
KARL JENSEN interviewed by Scully Levin
Karl needs no introduction and we believe he has many, many more stories
to tell than we have heard. Karl will be interviewed by Scully Levin at this
Talk Show. We can only expect a great evenings entertainment from Karl
and Scully.
As the Talk Shows have now officially joined the virtual revolution. We ran
our first Talk Show successfully, this next Talk Show in July will take place
as an online live broadcast again. Members will be sent the connection
details a week before the event. If you are not yet an EAA member, please
take this opportunity to join us. Simply reply to this email.
rsvp@eaa.org.za
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