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This month’s meeting From that moment on I have no recollection 
as to what happened next. However, I was 
seen to turn downwind and slowly lose 
height before turning again on to a base leg 
but in the execution of this final turn the right 
wing stalled and the aircraft immediately fell 
to the ground and broke up on impact. 
There was fortunately no fuel loss .and no 
fire. 

Robbie Keene, the Director himself, talking 
about this year’s European Championships. 
We aim to start at 8.15. 

----------- 
A very near thing by Andrew John 
 
I am very lucky indeed to have survived my 
recent accident in my Himax. Now, some six 
weeks later, apart from hobbling about on 
two crutches at home, there are no visible 
scars remaining from my near vertical 
impact with the ground from about 250 feet 
above the Welsh mountains on to a small 
gliding site from which I had just taken off. 
Fortunately the impact was witnessed by 
two people who came to my rescue 
immediately and called the Emergency 
Services. I was lifted by the Welsh Air 
Ambulance Service helicopter to Swansea 
Morriston Hopital where I spent three weeks 
recovering. 

 
This was an avoidable accident in my view. I 
recall that it had been my intention, when 
turning back over the site, to fly past the 
buildings to show my friends the Himax. I 
did not make enough allowance for the fact 
that this was an unfamiliar site and therefore 
required a much greater safety margin with 
height and stalling speed, added to which 
with higher ground up wind there was an 
increased risk of rotor.  
 
My recovery has been greatly speeded by 
all the visits, messages, cards and 
telephone calls which I have had from so 
many of you to wish me well. Thank you so 
much, it has made a huge difference and 
only goes to prove what a great 
camaraderie exists between pilots. I am 
looking forward to meeting many of you 
again in the near future 

 
So, what went wrong? This was my first visit 
to this site so I made sure I was well briefed 
by JH before we left. An excellent flying day 
with a light south easterly breeze put us 
overhead the small gliding site by mid-day. 
Following an hour on the ground with friends 
we lined up for take off. JH left first and 
headed away north east before I followed. 
The take off was normal, after which I turned 
right with a climbing turn which was 
witnessed and also considered to be 
normal.  

----------------------- 
Quote of the Month 
“Sometimes I watch myself fly. For in the 
history of human flight it is not yet so very 
late; and a man may still wonder once in a 

 



while and ask: how is it that I, poor earth-
habituated animal, can fly? 

Safety 
With the end of the flying season looming it 
is time to be thinking of looking after your 
aircraft during the winter period. It might be 
cosily ensconced in a nice hanger but that 
does not mean that the weather avoids it. 
Most hangars are open to the atmosphere 
and unheated so dampness is a major factor 
to consider. Products such as WD40 are 
fine but they only last for 40 days and are 
not really inhibitors. (Note:- Our winter is a 
little longer than 40 days!)  

 
Any young boy can nowadays explain 
human flight -- mechanistically: " . . . and to 
climb you shove the throttle all the way 
forward and pull back just a little on the 
stick. . . . " One might as well explain music 
by saying that the further over to the right 
you hit the piano the higher it will sound. 
The makings of a flight are not in the levers, 
wheels, and pedals but in the nervous 
system of the pilot: - physical sensations, 
bits of textbook, deep-rooted instincts, burnt-
child memories of trouble aloft, hangar talk.” 

You should make a point of running the 
engine on a regular basis and that means 
warming it up properly not just seeing 
whether it will start. The object is to ensure 
that all moisture in the engine and exhaust 
system is dispersed otherwise corrosion will 
occur and that means costly replacement of 
parts come next Spring. 

— Wolfgang Langewiesche, ‘A Flyer's 
World.’' 

----------------------- 
Hadzor Airfield – (52015’30”N 
002006’58”W) 

 Some members who used Long Marston 
many years ago might remember that this 
airfield was about to start operating but had 
problems with the local community when it 
came to obtaining planning permission. It 
was a classic case of NIMBYISM. The date 
of the Inspector’s visit was well publicised so 
the local residents were aware of what was 
happening. It was proposed to fly an aircaft 
so that the Inspector could judge for himself 
what the noise implications were. At the 
appointed time the phone lines went into 
melt down with complaints about noise. 
However, the reality was that the weather at 
the time was rain and visibility was almost 
zero so nothing actually flew! It’s all in the 
mind as they say! 

The local branch of the “Furry Creatures 
Club – Homeless Section” will also be 
looking for suitable winter quarters so make 
sure that they choose somewhere other 
than your aircraft to build their home and eat 
desirable parts of the fabric. 
 
If your storage is rigged or semi-rigged keep 
an eye on the top of the wing for any bird 
droppings and remove them as soon as 
possible. 

----------------------- 
(Editor’s Note:- The following tale of a flight 
to Orkney seems appropriate with the 
coming of Halloween!) 
 

 A Cup of Tea on Swona or An Orkney 
Time-Warp - by Bartholomew Heycroft Myron Burak and Barbara visited the airfield 

recently and received a warm welcome. A 
landing fee is payable and a number of 
microlights are hangared there 

 
I try to hold on to reality, and the well-remembered 

taste of that excellent cup of tea. 
 

Hadzor Airfield 

My next door neighbour Steve (Slade) was a 
good friend, especially when he from time to 
time asked me if I would like a short flight in 
his micro-light aircraft. We had had more 
than one trip on a long summer’s evening, 
seeing the Bristol Channel from an entirely 
new perspective. I was getting quite blasé 



about it, but definitely not blasé enough ever 
to turn the offer of a flight down! 
 
This time, it was not a short flight at all. The 
plan was for a flight of three micro-lights to 
go up to Orkney for a long weekend; and I 
had been asked if I would like to come as a 
passenger. Silly question; it was an 
opportunity not to be missed to visit a really 
unusual and out-of-the-way part of the 
British Isles. I had read about the many 
archaeological remains up there such as the 
Neolithic village of Skara Brae and the many 
standing stones. My father had been based 
in Scapa Flow at the beginning of the 
Second World War and had told me 
something of the place. 
 
Our flight up was not without event. A micro-
light has no artificial horizon, so cannot fly 
except with full visibility. There is never any 
question of flying up through a cloud to the 
top, and if the cloud settles to ground level, 
it is impossible to fly at all. Crossing water 
can only be done with great care, and 
definitely only if the far side is visible.  
 
We were fine until we got level with the Lake 
District, when cloud lifted to allow us safely 
to cross the Solway Firth to Scotland; it was 
nonetheless a real ‘hold your breath’ ten 
minutes. We were forced to stay on the 
coast round the Scottish lowlands, after 
which our route took us up past Arran and 
on to Oban overnight. The following morning 
we delayed take-off an hour in hope, and 
were delighted when the cloud lifted to allow 
us to go through the Great Glen past Loch 
Ness and so up the East coast. Only tiny 
clouds affected us over the scarily broad 
Pentland Firth, giving us what was for 
Orkney a very unusual warm sunny day with 
a light East wind when we landed on the 
private airstrip of Lamb Holm half way up 
the isles to the capital, Kirkwall. 
 
Our organisation was fully working, with 
friends meeting us there. Mobile telephones 
work just fine air-to-ground and ground-to-

air! Soon we had a hire car to hand, and had 
refuelled. 
 
“Shall we drop over to St Margaret’s Hope 
and book in to our bed and breakfast?” 
“No, we have the whole afternoon to use. 
It’s a beautiful fine day.  Let’s fly!” 
“I want to see the Old Man of Hoy” 
That was my contribution, a fated one as it 
turned out. 
 
All three planes took off, with the two friends 
who had greeted us and arranged things 
delighted to be offered a 45 minute flight. It 
was a first time up for both Jeff and Sue. 
 
I had always wanted to see the Old Man, 
since watching the programme on TV 
several decades ago in which Chris 
Bonnington managed to climb this near 
thousand foot sea stack. It was every bit as 
spectacular as expected, even if dwarfed by 
the 1400 foot cliffs just along the coast from 
it.  
 

 
The Old Man of Hoy 

 
We carried on across the lower end of the 
island (Hoy = High Ey or high island); and 
then past the oil terminal of Flotta to cross 
the bottom of Scapa Flow. Our aim was to 
reach South Ronaldsay and follow it up to 
our landing strip, now a mere dozen miles 
away. 
 
“Getting a bit misty.” My comment was into a 
microphone in front of my mouth, since I 



was wearing a headset containing small 
loudspeakers in the ‘ear muffs’. This was an 
absolute understatement. A moment before 
we had been flying in clear air at 2000 feet, 
both the other planes visible on our flanks. 
Now we were in mist, no horizon visible in 
any direction, no other planes in sight. 
Below us the only gap in the mist showed an 
island in the Flow called Swona.  
 
“Yes.  Keep quiet, Bart. I’m concentrating. 
This is Kilo India calling India Yankee and 
Echo Echo. Come in please.” 
 
I could see Steve was worried, this pesky 
mist had appeared as from nowhere. 
Throughout the journey the three light 
planes had stayed in visual contact at all 
times. He called again, but was met by an 
echoing silence; very worrying indeed. We 
were now faced with a major problem. As 
Steve called unavailingly the sea mist called 
locally ‘haar’ was beginning to roll in over 
Swona, having already completely obscured 
Flotta and Hoy behind us and South 
Ronaldsay in front. Steve performed a sharp 
turn to keep Swona in view, and lost height 
rapidly. As he levelled out, he reached up to 
his left and pressed some buttons on the 
radio set, intending to go to an emergency 
frequency. He sent out a rapid message, 
hoping that it would be picked up. 
 
“Kilo India landing on Swona. Will radio 
again as soon as I land. Please 
acknowledge.” 
 
There was no acknowledgement, and Steve 
now concentrated on landing quickly 
through the misty haze which was spreading 
over the island. As we descended we could 
see the narrow waist of the island as the 
least misty area, with a few buildings 
disappearing in the haar to one side. There 
was smooth area of turf bounded by a small 
cliff at one end and a stone wall at the other. 
Steve decided to land towards the wall, 
since, as he told me afterwards, a low speed 
collision might damage the plane a bit, but 
falling off the edge of the cliff could have 

damaged its contents, namely us. He was 
able to make one pass to check that the turf 
was level and without holes, and also 
mercifully with no animals. We could see 
large cattle standing at the sides of the flat 
area, and got another glimpse of houses 
through the mist; then it was time to land. 
 
I give it to Steve, the turf was definitely not a 
smooth landing strip, but the landing was 
fine. He had slowed down to way below the 
normal landing speed, coming in over the 
cliff edge as low as he dared. We bumped to 
and fro, and one tussock caused a 
dangerous swerve, but by then the plane 
had lost most of its speed. We came to a 
relieved halt within ten yards of the wall as 
thick mist swirled round us. 
 

 Scapa Flow 

 
We sat unmoving for a moment, before I 
took my head set off, as did Steve. “Thanks 
Steve,  that was a great bit of piloting. What 
now?” 
“I can’t take off in that length.” 
“Blimey.  Oh dear.” 
Before our conversation could develop, two 
figures loomed up through the haar, two 
middle-aged farmers; or to be accurate a 
farmer and his wife.  Steve and I got out and 
moved to meet them. 
“Why have you landed here?” 
“No choice, the mist came down and I can’t 
fly in mist.” 
“Ah. This haar can last a few days.” 



“Even then, the field is too short for a safe 
take-off.” 
With an ‘Excuse me.’ Steve put his headset 
back on and tried to call Merv and Chris 
“No answer. I’ll try the coastguard.” 
Watched by the couple, he tuned to the 
emergency frequency and tried to call up the 
coastguard. It was to no avail. 
“How do you contact the mainland?” 
“We don’t. We tak the boot across the Flow.” 
“My friends will be absolutely panic stricken, 
but perhaps they can guess where we are 
and get a boat out here?” 
“No Orcadian will tak a boat oot in this haar.” 
“What about the lifeboat?” 
“They might come oot if they think you are 
doon in the water. But how do they know 
where to look, and how can they look in the 
haar?” 
 
We knew we were safe, but Merv and Chris 
would be having kittens about us, as we 
were about them. It appeared that there was 
just no way to let them know. We introduced 
ourselves to the couple, James and Violet 
Rosie. They owned Swona and ran a herd 
of cattle on it. We had landed quite close to 
the waist near the North end of the island 
where the houses and barns were. I have to 
say that their accents, though delightful, 
were hard to understand. Definitely not the 
same soft Scots we had tuned in to in Oban 
the evening before.  
 
“Come up to the hoose and have a cup of 
tea. The haar may clear later.” 
 
We could only accept gratefully, though 
Steve put in the big metal screw pegs and 
tied MIKI down, just in case a wind got up 
suddenly. It was most unusual in Orkney to 
have a still warm day, and as James 
assured us, a haar was inevitable under 
these conditions. We should have checked 
local knowledge more carefully before 
embarking on our flight; Perhaps Jeff and 
Sue hadn’t thought of it, being keen to get 
their flight? 
 

The small house was cosy, with a driftwood 
fire in the grate, grateful now the mist had 
cooled things down. The kettle hung on a 
peg over the fire in a delightfully old 
fashioned manner. We could see that the 
lighting was gas, presumably bottles of calor 
gas which had been brought over from the 
mainland. The furniture was remarkably 
well-made, with a definite nautical flavour. I 
noted that on the wall above the 
mantelpiece was a brass plaque with 
‘Pennsylvania’ engraved on it. Seeing where 
my eyes were fixed, James said: 
“Pennsylvania. That was a ship wrecked on 
Swona when I was a lad. There were 
several families on Swona back forty year 
ago, we all went oot and got some stuff from 
the ship.” 
“What about the crew?” I asked 
“Oh don’t you worry about them. We weren’t 
wreckers, it was just that the ship got caught 
in the tide race at the point, and came onto 
the rocks. She was totally stuck, with the 
bows jammed in a geo, that is a cleft, in the 
cliff. The crew all got off with no problems, 
and then later a syndicate from Stroma 
bought the wreck and cleared it good and 
proper. It was a rich wreck and made 
several men’s fortunes.” 
“What did you get from it?” 
“No more than a few bits of furniture. More 
like souvenirs than anything else.” 
 
I was ashamed to doubt him, soft spoken 
gentleman that he seemed.  
 
By now the fresh-made tea had brewed, and 
we had our mugs poured out, hot and 
strong. Even the milk was fresh, of course, 
but undoubtedly unpasteurised. I would not 
have liked to milk one of the wild-looking 
cows out there, but the Rosies must have 
been doing it all their lives.  
 
It was high summer in Orkney, so we did not 
expect darkness for some hours yet. Steve 
wanted to see how he might take off, so we 
walked out across to MIKI. The field 
continued flat beyond the wall. 



“Could I take a bit of that wall down d’you 
think?” 
“Is that to get a longer take-off run?” 
“Yes.” 
“Coom and look by the hoose. From by 
there you have a longer run to the cliff.” 
So Steve and James disappeared into the 
mist back towards t he house, and returned 
shortly with Steve smiling. 
 
“We can manhandle the plane across that 
boggy bit, then there is a good enough run 
all the way to the cliff from the house.” 
 
So we spent a half hour shifting stones and 
found that there was no foundation to the 
wall, so the gap was quite smooth. Then we 
manhandled the plane through the gap, 
across the soft section and positioned it 
ready to take off, just by the house with 
enough run to be well in the air before 
passing over the cliff edge. Steve paced this 
out in the mist again, and expressed himself 
satisfied. 
“All I need now is for the mist to lift.” 
“You are welcome to stay till the morn if it 
doesn’t lift before dark.” 
 
At that time of year, dark was a very relative 
and truly brief period. We went back into the 
house, but no sooner had we sat down than 
suddenly more light came through the 
windows, as the haar magically cleared and 
the sun poured down. We stepped out at 
once, ready to take advantage of any even 
temporary good visibility. Sure enough, 
South Ronaldsay had appeared only a few 
miles away. Steve was anxious to depart, so 
we thanked the couple profusely, 
apologising for the gap in their stone wall. 
 
“Don’t you worry, I’ll have it all back before 
night!”  Said James. 
“Will you let me take a photograph?” Asked 
Violet; so we posed by MIKI while she 
produced an ancient and super-old 
fashioned camera, and in the now-bright 
sunshine, took a snap.  
“It will be in colour, too!” Her comment 
seemed odd to us at the time, but passed 

without any reaction as we were thinking of 
other things. Both Steve and I had taken lots 
of aerial photos earlier in the trip, but 
somehow it had not occurred to us to take 
any on Swona. 
 
“Hold on!  I’ll get my camera out and take 
one of you two.” 
 
I got out my digital camera and switched it 
on; at least I tried to. It wouldn’t operate. 
“Oh flip, I need to change the batteries.” I 
muttered to Steve “I’ve left the spares in my 
rucksack in the car.” 
 
So no photo got taken by us. Steve then 
gave the engine a full warm-up, and off we 
went. I have to confess to some nerves as 
we accelerated towards the cliff, but the little 
plane lifted off with aplomb and rapidly 
gained height. We did a circle to cross our 
takeoff field, and were able to wave to the 
couple beneath, who waved back, and then 
we headed out across the sound. Next time 
I looked back, the mist had rolled back in to 
cover Swona, but ahead it was still totally 
clear.  Suddenly, the radio came on. 
 
“India Yankee calling Kilo India. Where are 
you?” 
“Kilo India climbing out of Swona, passing 
through 1000 feet.” 
“Ah! I see you now. We are still at 2000’, 
ahead of you.” 
 
The other two microlights were ‘Eurostars’ 
with low wings, so could not look down so 
easily. MIKI with its high wing looked down 
more easily than up. Now we knew where to 
look, we spotted them up there not too far 
ahead. 
 
“What happened to you? Our radios worked 
just fine but yours suddenly didn’t answer for 
a minute.” 
“I was going to say the same about yours! I 
was caught by the haar and landed on 
Swona for an hour.” 



“An hour?  I don’t think so. We’ve just kept 
on a straight course and there you are just 
behind and below us.” 
 
We could find no rational explanation for our 
subjective experience, though we had a 
good face-to-face conversation about it as 
soon as we landed on Lamb Holm. 
 
“Pennsylvania you say?” Orkney Jeff 
chipped in. 
“Yes, a wreck on Swona forty years ago.” 
“More like seventy. It was 1931, I am sure. 
We can check when we get to the B&B” 
He would say no more. When we got to the 
Hope, there was the pub we were staying at: 
“The Pennsylvania”. The sign showed a ship 
wrecked against a low cliff; obviously as 
described by James and Violet. Inside the 
walls had old photos and an account of the 
wreck, whilst some of the furniture looked 
very familiar. Up behind the bar was a well-
polished and rather worn plaque with 
‘Pennsylvania’ on it. It also looked familiar. 
 
“Is Cyril here?” Jeff asked the lady who was 
registering us 
“Yes, he’s out the back doing some 
cellaring.” 
“If he’s not too busy, ask him to come in.” 
“Cyril!  Cyril, come on into the bar. Jeff 
Smith wants a word with you!” 
 
A voice from outside floated in. “What! What 
does Jeff want?” 
“Get your butt in here Cyril. I want you to 
meet some people.” Jeff called 
 
Cyril came in wiping his hands on a cloth.  
His accent was the same, and as difficult to 
understand, as that of James and Violet. 
“Cyril Rosie. Meet my friends, who have 
flown up here in small planes. They are 
booked in here for a couple of nights.” 
“Pleased to meet you. You must be on 
Lamb Holm?” 
“Cyril, tell them who James and Violet Rosie 
were.” 
“James and Rosie? My old uncle and aunt, 
used to farm Swona till Violet took sick 

about thirty year ago. They’re both dead 
now, of course.” 
 
I swallowed hard. His comment was for me 
a real conversation stopper. The last thing to 
have passed my lips was a cup of tea in a 
mug handed me by the sameViolet; unless I 
was seriously mistaken? 
 
“Who made us a cup of tea then?” It was all 
I could think of saying. Steve rescued me. 
 
“We landed on Swona an hour ago, caught 
out by the haar. We were welcomed by 
James and Violet Rosie, who made us a 
good cup of tea. The haar lifted and we took 
off again.” 
“That’s not possible at all. I was over on 
Swona last week; no one has lived there for 
more than thirty years.”  
 
There was a short pause of puzzlement. 
Then Cyril asked a question. 
 
“Is your plane a small one, with the wings 
above the fuselage?” 
“Yes.” 
“Are its registration letters G-MIKI?” 
“Yes.  Why d’you ask?” 
“Hold on. I want to show you a photograph.” 
 
Cyril disappeared into the back regions and 
re-appeared a minute late with an old photo 
album in his hand. 
 
“I’m sure this is the one. It’s in here 
somewhere.” 
He riffled through the pages and emerged 
triumphant. 
“Here!  Look at this!” 
 
It was a page of badly faded and very small 
colour prints, largely of cattle and farm 
buildings, but one recognisably of James 
standing posed against the door of the 
house in which we had had our tea earlier 
that afternoon. And there it was: a picture of 
a plane with Steve and I posed in front. I 
would not have recognised us at all, so 
badly faded was the colour. However, I 



could just read the letters on the side of the 
plane: G-MIKI. 
 
“Aunty Violet had an old camera, and just 
before her final illness she took a roll of the 
new-fangled Kodachrome. I put these prints 
into the album thirty years ago, to remember 
her by. I wondered about the light aircraft 
which she and Uncle James told me about.” 
 
I finish with a comment of Steve’s, made 
after the third pint last night. 
 
“I’m glad that Orkney time warp didn’t hit us 
over Skara Brae!” 
“Why’s that Steve?  It would have been 
interesting!” 
“No way would we have got a decent cup of 
tea.” 
 

 
 
Author’s note: 
I have landed on Swona in haar, but only by 
boat. The Murray Arms in the Hope has not 
been renamed after the famously rich wreck 
of the Pennsylvania on Swona in 1931. Cyril 
Rosie (Annal) owns the island once farmed 
by his aunt and her husband, Violet and 
James Rosie; but farms on South 
Ronaldsay. he is not landlord of the pub. 
Many details are, however, accurate.   
 
For Sale 
 
Kolb Twinstar Mk III G-MYKB 582 Rotax 
low hours, serious STOL superb visibility, 
fixed wing, enclosed. Heavy landing now 
repaired but needs reassembly of perspex, 

recover of cockpit fabric, respray front 
cockpit, engine checkover and all rubber eg 
engine hoses, tyres. All complete with tailor 
made trailer fully enclosed for transport and 
hangerage (wings fold and push/winch in) 
c/w radio, headsets, full build drawings & 
plans. Sensible offers to Doug Young Tel 
01594 810410 

 
Magellan GPS 2000 in perfect working 
order (rugged, durable, waterproof and build 
tough!). Complete with the original box, 
instruction manual and carry case. Also a 
swivel mount for the same unit for dash 
mounting in your boat, snowmobile 
microlight etc. 
 
Takes 4 x AA batteries. It’s not a rolling map 
but it does the job and its full of all the local 
(and some not so local) landing spots to 
save you adding them in.  
  
Sensible offers to - Ed Wells on Club Night 
or 01452 830951 evenings 

(Editor’s Note: - Ed also mentioned that he 
wishes to sell one of his present People 
Carrier cars but as they are not classed as 
aircraft the advert has been withheld – you 
have his phone number if you are 
interested!) 

Scara Brae ------------------------ 
Dates for your Diary 
26th – 27th November – BMAA show at the 
NEC, Birmingham 

------------------------ 
Title Photo 
The aircraft featured this month is the C42 
of Bruce Drake who, members will know, is 
a well travelled pilot. So much so that next 
month we hope to have him tell us about his 
adventure to an international microlight 
gathering in Poland 
 

Bill Austin (Editor) 
01684 833484 
bill@austin65.freeserve.co.uk 
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