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     Editor’s Notes  

This month I would like to begin by wishing you 
all (belatedly) a Happy and successful flying New 
Year.  The year ending December 2007 rallied as 
far as the flying hours were concerned, the final 
total being just short of 740 for the year.  Thanks 
to you all and maybe we can top 800 hours in 
2008 if we get a better May/June. 
 
First point of note is hearty congratulations to 
Paul Smith who flew solo for the first time on the 
18th February.  A big well done to him!  I would 
also like to give you an update on some of our 
budding airline pilots.  Joanne Lyall has started 
her integrated course in Jerez and said of her first 
few weeks Òhey it was good thanks Ð lots of work 
but the weather is great!Ó  And more recently 
ÒSpain is good.  Ground school is ok, but 
desperate to get flying.Ó  Graeme Jones recently 
sent this message to Jack ÒJust thought I'd let you 
know, I passed the first 7 exams, so was very 
pleasantly surprised.  IÕm well into the next 7 
now, so working hard for them also.Ó 
 
Can I give you an early reminder that the AGM 
for the EFC will take place on Monday the 14th 
April at 7.30 pm in the Clubhouse.  Please come 
along and support the committee and have your 
say in how the Club is run.  As always 
nominations for the new committee for 2008/2009 
will be welcome Ð see the notice board in the 
Club.  New members are welcome.   
 
Please also note that is important to pay your 
subscription prior to the 1st April in order to be 
issued with your new membership/ID card and to 
be able to continue to fly under EFC regulations.  
 
Also we're very lucky to have been offered a talk 
on helicopter flying in the Army Air Corps by 
Major Iain Johnston AAC, who is a Qualified  
Helicopter Instructor and currently a staff officer 
(flying training) at the Army School of Flying at 
Middle Wallop.  He is also the son of Club 
member Gordon Johnston. 
The talk will be held at the club on Friday 21st 
March at 7.30 p.m. 

 
In this issue we have the final part of AlexÕs 
flying adventures in the USA, a member profile, 
and a Safety Matters article from Tom Ward and 
an account of a perfect trip to Northumberland, as 
well as an account from Gordon Johnston     
on flying the Chipmunk. 

Member Profile  

Name: Tom Ward 
Age. Mmm the number 62 comes to mind but 
I canÕt remember if thatÕs my age, my  
IQ, or my shoe size. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Last known Job:  As an engineer with 
CAA/NATS. Ini tially based near Gatwick and 
was part of the communication installation 
team. This took me around most the UK 
airports and remote radio sites. The main 
project at the time was the ÔnewÕ Scottish 
Centre (which is now the ÔoldÕ). This meant 
going to such exotic places as Shetland in 
November, Tiree in January and Lewis in June, 
which was brilliant. I was posted to Edinburgh 
Airport in 1977 just as 07/25 was becoming 
operational. We were responsible for the 
maintenance and repair of the radar, comms 
and nav aids systems. To give you an example 
as to how technology has changed, when I 
arrived at Edinburgh the NDB ÔUWÕ consisted 
of two cabinets, 6 feet high by 2 feet square 
with shelves full of valves and huge electronic 
components and with an array of dials and 
meters on the front of the cabinets. By the 
time I retired it comprised on a 2 foot high by 2 



 

 
 
foot square cabinet si tting on a bench and a 
couple of printed circuit boards with a few 
integrated circuits. Over the same time, the 
engineering manning levels had gone from 21 
to 6. 
Flying Training: I started my training at 
Fife in June 1989 and passed my GFT in May 
the following year af ter 51 hours and 15 
minutes. But the weather was better then and of 
course so were the students! Af ter bashing 
around for a bit I started my IMC Rating in 
January the following year and completed it in 
May. The autumn of that year saw the closure 
of Fife (in which I played no part) so I joined 
Edinburgh Air Centre where I did my Night 
Rating and several renewals of my IMC Rating. 
The commercial training and the Instructor 
Rating was done at Perth with the extremely 
patient Sandy Torrance. 
 
I got involved in flying as a bit of an offshoot 
from work. The downtrodden engineers did not 
have any financial help to get their PPL whilst 
the student ATCOs did a PPL as part of their 
training. However, once I had my Licence the 
CAA gave me an allowance of £650 a year for 
refresher flying. This went quite some way to 
helping me build up my hours. Now nobody gets 
anything! 
 
Total Hours 
1450, of which 940 are Instructional. 
Furthest Flight 
Having learned to fly later in life the journey 
length was regulated by the capaci ty of my 
bladder, which was far exceeded by the 
endurance of the aircraf t. So this was probably a 
flight that took me from Edinburgh to Fife to 
pick up an old friend then over to and down the 
west coast and eventually landing at Islay for 
lunch. This later provided the nav flight for my 
Commercial Licence.  
 
Favourite Route 
Another stunning flight was done whilst in 
Australia where I took off from Bankstown in 
Sydney in a C172 and flew to the Blue 
Mountains. This is a massive wilderness park to 
the west of Sydney. Not particularly high at 
3500Õ but i ts vastness is spectacular. A C172 
went down a month earlier and they were sti ll 
trying to locate i t!  We returned to Bankstown 
via Sydney Harbour with superb views of the 
Opera House and Bridge. Another favouri te 
route is ÔKel ty to the BridgesÕ (af ter a session in 
the circuit at Fife). 
 
Worst SNAFU 
Where to start? Leaned the Mixture control 
instead of pulling out the Carb heat (twice). 

Orbiting for about 10 minutes whilst looking for 
an airfield directly below (bloody low wing 
aircraf t). Landing R/W 24 and missing the turn 
off at hold Bravo (yes Bravo). However, the 
most embarrassing which was viewed by my ex 
colleagues in the tower was a take off from 
R/W30 for the Dalkei th Lane with the usual lef t 
turn. This meant dodging around a couple of 
helicopters on the way out (thanks ATC!). 
Fast-forward a couple of weeks and in the pub 
for an ATCOs farewell libation to be 
confronted by an ATCO. ÒTom! Put up your 
lef t armÓ which I managed to do. ÒExcellent, 
now put your right arm upÓ. No problem (that 
was the other one). ÒGood, now the next time I 
clear you to take off on 30 for the Dalkei th 
Lane with a right turn you will know which way 
to turnÓ. Al though I replied correctly, I did the 
usual lef t turn. Expect the unexpected, learn 
from your mistakes and the mistakes of others 
etc etc. Did I? On a recent departure again from 
R/W30 for the Dalkei th Lane as I was 
thundering down R/W30 in CI (if indeed CI can 
thunder) when the ATCO called out Òthat will 
be a right turnÓ! I acknowledged this and 
mumbled to myself about not supposed to issue 
instructions on the take off run. I t was only 
when back on the ground that Alistair 
confirmed the ATCO had instructed a right 
turn. What had I read back? Answers to me on 
the back of a £5 note!! 
 
Future Dream 
Runway 08/26 to be restored to service. Oh! 
And a pay rise for the Instructors. 

IMC Rating under threat 
The UK IMC rating is under immediate threat  
We need your help please.  
If many reports are to be believed when EASA 
takes over FCL next year national  
ratings will be abolished.  Existing IMC holders 
will no longer be able to use their rating.  
Training towards the grant of an IMC rating will 
also cease.  
 
This will be one of the most disastrous 
developments for GA this century.  
It affects you if you are:  

¥ A private pilot  
¥ A private pilot with an IMC rating, training 

towards a rating, or intend to do so at  
some time 

¥ An instructor  
¥ A Flying School or Fixed Based Operator  
¥ A Flying Group  
¥ Operate an airport  
¥ Operate any form of maintenance 



 

 
 

organisation  
¥ Provide equipment or supplies to pilots  

IMC training will cease.  
Aircraft will be used less. Equipment to maintain 
the IFR status  
of light aircraft will no longer be purchased and 
nor will the associated training aids.  
It will be have an impact on every pilot or 
organisation in the UK.  
Please support the campaign to resist the 
imposition of changes that will reduce  
flight safety and will have a wide impact on GA 
in the UK.  
Please visit the website WWW.UKIMC.ORG 

Safety Matters  
Resetting Circuit Breakers. 

It is generally accepted that a ÔpoppedÕ CB can be 
reset. However the AAIB Bulletin of 7/2007 has a 
report on an incident in a Cessna 172 involving 
the 60A Alternator CB, which may cause a 
rethink of this procedure.  
Shortly after take off on a local flight, the pilot of 
the C172 noticed an anomaly with the fuel gauges 
and suspecting a fuel problem he called a nearby 
airfield but received no reply. On checking the 
circuit breakers, found one had tripped and he 
reset it. He then called the airfield again and 
explained his problem during which time smoke 
and flames started appearing from behind the 
instrument panel. The pilot diverted to the airfield 
but during the approach the engine stopped and 
the pilot carried out a successful landing in a 
nearby field. 
It is suggested that the CB he reset was the 60A 
alternator circuit breaker which probably tripped 
shortly after the engine start and the Pilot failed to 
notice this as the aircraft checklist called for a 
check of the CBs before engine start.  
Resetting the CB resulted in a high current and 
consequently a high alternator output power. This 
output was then applied through the reset CB to 
the aircraft wiring, which melted the insulation 
and led to the smoke and flames. 

Photograph taken from the AAIB report 7/2007 

 
Later inspection of the voltage regulator showed 
some heat damage and it was confirmed on test 
that it was not controlling the voltage and a fault 
in the regulator had caused the fire. 
According to the AAIB report there are another 6 
occurrences in the CAA database of smoke 
appearing in the cockpit of Cessna 172s. 
The Pilot Operating Handbooks for the clubs 
PA28 aircraft describe the action to be taken in 
the event of an alternator failure. Amongst the 
actions to be carried out is a check of the 
alternator circuit breaker. They only ask you to 
check it! Unfortunately it does not state what to 
do if it has tripped. 
The POH for the PA38 states in the event of an 
alternator failure the Alt light will come on and it 
advises you to check the CB, but again it does not 
say what to do if it has tripped however you can 
reset the 5A field CB. 
The POH for CI deals with electrical malfunctions 
including alternator failure but no advice about 
resetting the Alt CB. 
In the absence of a definitive course of action it 
may be as well to follow the recommendation 
given in the AAIB report: 
ÒIt is recommended that EASA, in conjunction 
with the CAA, publish specific information aimed 
at discouraging the resetting of high power CBÕs 
on light aircraft such as those that control 
alternators whilst in flight unless considered 
essential for the safe continuation of flightÓ.  
Given the above, it may be useful to remember 
that in the event of an alternator failure it is still 
acceptable to reset the alternator by switching it 
off for a few seconds then back on, but if the Alt 
CB has tripped it maybe as well to follow the 
above recommendation and leave it out. Provided 
the electric circuits are reduced to a minimum the 
battery in the club aircraft should provide power 
for at least 50 minutes. This should ensure a safe 
return or diversion to another airfield should any 
of the above occur. 
Whilst on the subject of resetting CBs it may well 
be worth bearing in mind the action to be taken in 
Section 10 ÔSafety TipsÕ of the PA28/38 POHs 
where it states. 
ÒBefore attempting to reset any CB, allow a 2 to 5 
minute cooling off periodÓ. 
The full report of this incident along with 
photographs of the damaged wiring and 
components is in the AAIB Bulletin7/2007 
available in the club. 
 
Tom Ward 
 



 

 
 

 
 
GT at Fishburn 

Into the Wide Blue Yonder Final Part 

 
It is now late July 1945 and with the course 
nearing completion we were busy making 
preparations for our final qualifying cross-country 
flight to El Paso on the Mexican border.  If our 
travels so far had not brought home to us the sheer 
size of the U.S.A., this flight of 2,200 miles would 
certainly do so.  These flights were arranged at 
intervals over a period of about six weeks, so that 
any disruption to the normal training programme 
would be kept to a minimum. 
 
We would fly over four states Ð Texas, Colorado, 
New Mexico and of course Oklahoma, with seven 
landings, four on the outward trip and three 
inward.  These were Amarillo, La Gunta, 
Albuquerque and El Paso, followed by Midland, 
Forth Worth and finally Miami.  Each Harvard 
would take two cadets, acting as pilot and 
navigator, changing places at each stop.  The 
navigator occupied the rear seat where he could 
relax in comfort, the stick being removable and 
stowed away to leave room for his paperwork. 
 
The arrangements were that six HarvardÕs would 
set off at 10-minute intervals, followed by a 
Harvard flown by two senior instructors who were 
held responsible for the whole exercise.  No 
Harvard was authorised to leave for the next leg 
until the instructors had arrived.  The La Gunta to 
Albuquerque leg was a notoriously difficult one 
for both pilot and navigator since it involved a 
long climb to 11,000 feet through a pass in the 
Rocky Mountains.  As this was the only pass 
within several hundred miles, accurate navigation 
was essential. The final run to El Paso was childÕs 
play, following the Rio Grande for most of the 
way. 
 

It is now 15th August 1945, about 8.00pm on a 
sweltering summerÕs day and the PX (canteen) is 
alive with cadets, finalising the dayÕs paper work 
or writing for a ground exam Ð all to the 
accompaniment of Bing CrosbyÕs ÒDonÕt fence 
me in!Ó from the enormous juke box in the corner.  
Suddenly a mechanic rushed in Ð the same 
mechanic who had confirmed the oil leak in my 
recent gear-up escapade and described the 
contents as Ònot much moreÕn a spittle I guess!Ó Ð 
he elbowed his way to the juke box and switched 
it off.  ÒTime to make whoopee you guysÓ he 
cried ÒIts over Ð the war Ð its all overÓ. 
 
Three days later, the base was officially closed 
and all flying ceased.  For the last time we packed 
our kit bags and set off Ð disappointingly of 
course without the coveted ÒwingsÓ Ð for the U.K.  
The whole exercise had in the event been no more 
than an exotic holiday Ð a grand tour Ð and all at 
the taxpayerÕs expense.  It was one of the points 
made by a cadet in a verse which he wrote for the 
August 1943 magazine and which I reproduce 
below: - 
 
With Apologies to Shakespeare 
Now, co-pilots and Britons in exile 
Hath not our wing-co made this life more sweet 
Than that at other camps? Are not these skies 
More free from peril than those at home? 
Here feel we not the penalty of Adam 
Condemned to toil and doomed to know in life 
But one fair face will we not all recall 
In days to come the captivating smile 
And shapely form of some Miami maid? 
Or chance a little hand, well aimed 
Making the bold one blush. 
 
Then thereÕs the icy tones and well-meant chiding 
over the intercom which baring out faults for all 
the world to know.  Even till we shrink with 
shame, we smile and say, ÒThis is no flattery Ð 
hereÕs a counsellor.  That firmly persuades me 
what I am!Ó  Would I not change it. 
 
Alex Findlay. 

Flying the Chipmunk T10 

 
The RAF chose the DHC Chipmunk for its 
Elementary Flying Training with good reason. If 
you can master a Chipmunk there is a fair chance 
you can master anything. For a generation brought 
up on black and white films of aces hurling their 
Spitfires and Hurricanes around the skies it looked 



 

 
 
small, cute and docile. Well, we were innocent 
then. 
Weeks of ground school out of the way it was 
time for the Real Thing. 
First there was the collection of a parachute then 
the signing of the Form 700 before climbing in to 
the plane. Those in the know kept their parachute 
straps loose until they were in the cockpit. The 
innocents did them up tight and then did an 
impression of a hunchbacked crab shuffling out 
and trying to clamber onto the wing. 
Most amusing for the old hands. The parachute 
was also the seat cushion. Not exactly 
comfortable. 
 
 

 
 
Starting was a wonderful ritual with a cynical 
airman standing by the prop. Switches off, Prime 
(as the airman wound the engine backwards a few 
turns), Contact and then Start by firing a cartridge. 
The Gipsy Major roared into life and the 
instrument panel settled into a wild blurred dance. 
And then the classic ÔChocks Away!Õ You canÕt 
see much out the front when you taxi a tail-
dragger, so you weaved your way along the 
taxiway towards the runway. Brakes had to be set 
up before you set off. There was a Ôfly-offÕ 
handbrake, which you set against the rudder bar 
brakes. Get it wrong and you could end up with 
no directional braking. Only once the brakes 
failed on me and I ended up in a rose bed. But 
thatÕs another story. Checks complete, it was line 
up carefully and, when cleared, open the throttle. 
This is where the fun starts. The Chipmunk tries 
desperately to veer off to the edge of the runway. 
Only instant brake and rudder will stop it. As you 
gain speed you lift the tail Ð this time gyroscopic 
precession forces you mightily off the other way. 
And finally as you raise the nose to lift off, she 
lurches off to one side again. On one of my early 
take-offs as I raised the tail I shot off to the left 

and on to the grass. My panicky squeak of ÔWhat 
do I doÕ was met with the terse reply ÔYou are 
flying it Ð you decideÕ That was Horace Gallop in 
finest, bravest instructor mode. I carried on with 
the take off and got airborne pointing straight at a 
pair of hangars. I only got between them by lying 
the Chippy on its side and shoving on a boot of 
top rudder, all to the sound of HoraceÕs laughterÉ  
Once airborne, things got a bit calmer (unless you 
were flying with Horace of course). Keeping the 
ball in the middle was a constant concern as was 
trimming. The handling was very pleasant. A 
proper stick with throttle at your left hand. For us 
students, the carb heat was wire locked to hot. No 
chance of getting it wrong.  
 

 
Stalling was a bit more interesting than a Cessna. 
Some buffeting and then a massive wing drop as 
you hammer headed down. Pick up the wing with 
rudder and then recover normally. As one who 
suffered really, really horribly from airsickness, 
this wasnÕt a lot of fun though I did get used to it. 
Aerobatics were again pleasant to fly but needed 
lots of attention to rudder. Right rudder feeding in 
progressively as you entered a loop, left as you 
gained speed recovering to straight and level. And 
woe betides you if you didnÕt fly through your 
own wake. 
Then back to the circuit with the unforgettable 
MFFHHB (My Friend Fred Has Hairy B****) 
downwind checks. Approach at 70 kts and then 
flare for a classic 3-pointer landing. Not easy, 
especially with a crosswind. And still very prone 
to swing and ground loop. Much trickier than 
putting the main wheels on and then letting the 
tail wheel settle, but that was the whole point. It 
took a bit of practice. Rather a lot in fact. After 



 

 
 
yet another session of dual circuits and many 
bounces, we cleared the circuit and Horace gave 
me a demonstration of his aerobatic routine, low 
level between two lines of pylons. I would have 
been terrified if I hadnÕt been so busy filling sick 
bags. I just wanted to climb out and throw myself 
out of the cockpit. I even got as far as opening the 
canopy. Horace rather unsympathetically made 
me fly it back to the airfield and land. Then he 
promptly climbed out and sent me off solo. You 
have never seen a more careful and gentle circuit. 
The only time I lost directional control on landing 
was at the runway intersection so I landed on one 
runway and came to a stop on another one. No 
damage done. Circuit consolidation was fabulous. 
The great thing was being able to slide the canopy 
open on climb-out and enjoy the Yorkshire 
sunshine before having to close it again 
downwind. Every 3 circuits you had to leave the 
circuit and come back for an overhead rejoin. 
Great practice.  
Some intrepid pilots would spin the Chipmunk. 
Not me, not for anything at that stage of my flying 
career. The Chipmunk was and still is very 
sensitive to centre of gravity when spinning. Put a 
light student in the front and a big instructor in the 
back and it could all go pear-shaped. When 
Chipmunks were in service, one a year spun into 
the ground.  
Of course, just when you were really getting on 
with the Chipmunk, it was end of course and the 
survivors were posted to Jet Provosts for Basic 
Flying Training. But thatÕs for next time. 
 
Gordon Johnston     
 
Engines:  
Gypsy Major MK 8 
 
Speed:  
173kts (Max) 90kts (Cruise) 
 
Endurance:  
18-gallon fuel tank giving 3 hours of duration 
 
MAUW (Max all up weight):  
2100 lbs 
 
Display Weight: 
1861 lbs Dimensions:  
25Õ (Length) 34Õ(Width) 
 
Capacity: Pilot + 1 
 
 
 

A Trip to Fishburn and Peterlee  

Another September fly out day at EFC and as 
usual the weather was duff for the destination.  
Bob Peacock, Malcolm and I decided that it was 
pretty good down the East coast and that a trip to 
Fishburn, Peterlee (on the old Shotton colliery) 
and back to Edinburgh might just work a treat.  
GT was available all day so a plan was hatched.  
Bob to plan and fly the leg direct to Fishburn, a 
grass strip to the N of the Teesside CTR.  
Malcolm would then fly the short trip to Peterlee 
and finally I would do the return trip up the coast 
back to Edinburgh. 
 

 
 
This trip had everything, a grass strip with an up 
slope on runway 26 at Fishburn, not to mention a 
free landing voucher and cafŽ with hot and cold 
drinks.  A very friendly staff greeted us and made 
us very welcome, and there were lots of 
interesting aircraft visiting and resident.  How 
many can you spot from the photo? 
 
Malcolm then moved to the left seat and did the 
short five minute flight to Peterlee.  On arrival we 
had a slight delay to allow the aircraft to drop its 
next lot of parachutists Ð the airfield is operated 
mainly as a parachute centre Ð and with a light 
wind, we needed most of the 640 metres of the 
grass runway to land safely. 



 

 
 

 
 
After a short stop and another free landing thanks 
to a voucher from Pilot magazine it was my turn 
to fly.  The wind had just turned to slightly favour 
the southerly direction, which left me with a 
dilemma Ð use the 640 metre grass strip or the 
parallel 550 metre (but only 7 metre wide) tarmac 
strip.  In the end I opted to start my take off run 
lined up with the tarmac but on the grass section 
NW.  This enabled me to do a short field take off, 
starting on grass, but transferring to tarmac for the 
latter part of the take off run.  An odd sensation, 
but with light wind and three of us in GT, this was 
the safest course of action. 
 

 
Malcolm hiding the Tony Blair plaque at 

Fishburn 
 

 

 
Bob Peacock at Peterlee  
 

 
 
The parachute centre at Peterlee  

 

 
 
The return trip was just perfect and we flew the 
whole way at 1500 feet with perfect visibility and 
calm conditions to land back at Edinburgh.  This 
was an ideal learning experience for me, and 
sharing the costs as well as using the landing 
vouchers, made a great end to my first full year as 
a PPL.  
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