
 
 

 
 

IBMFC NEWSLETTER SEPTEMBER 2007 
 

A few months ago I was reading one of the general aviation magazines and 
one particular phrase has stuck in my mind. The phrase stated “Access to the sky is a 
right not a privilege.” I cannot bring myself to agree with this as I firmly believe that 
access to the sky is very much a privilege (one we’ve all had to work very hard to 
attain) – in fact driving is a privilege. Do we really want incompetent and dangerous 
drivers on the road (there are enough already) because they regard it as their right to 
be there? The same goes for pilots and the sky.  

 
Like the roads the sky has become very crowded and again like the roads we 

have to share it with many different types of machinery. Unlike the roads (which it 
has to be said have many tragedies) any mishaps in the air have the potential to be far 
more devastating and the media just love to report anything detrimental about 
aviation! Infringements seem to have become a perennial problem and again this year 
the Red Arrows have had irresponsible pilots barge their way through the associated 
RA(T). Why is this happening when there has been so much publicity on this subject 
plus the fact NATS and AIS are trying hard to come up with ideas to help address this 
problem? Whilst I am sure the majority of pilots are responsible, and horrified when 
they realise they have inadvertently committed an infringement, I also believe there is 
a resistant core of pilots who will not plan, will not read NOTAMs, won’t use the 
freephone number and there are some who deliberately turn the transponder off (if 
they have one) so they can fly through controlled airspace without, they think, being 
traced. I’ve heard this from the horse’s mouth as well as other reliable sources.  

 
We live on a small island, with a great deal of controlled airspace, and we 

must all try to limit our chances of an infringement with the associated, potentially 
dire consequences. I believe there is one way to avoid many of these infringements 



and that is complete and thorough pre flight planning which, having spoken to many 
pilots (no one in this club), seems to be regarded as a bit old hat now. Good planning 
takes time and patience but I do feel that, (particularly since the advent of GPS), it’s a 
skill that is being discarded. I am not anti GPS but do have a healthy scepticism 
towards it for all the reasons we know about. There is no substitute for proper 
planning and that includes everything associated with the flight.    

 
On to a brighter note. The club has been quite active over the last couple of 

months with the visit to AIS, the informal trip to the Culdrose Air Day, (two aircraft 
attended this) and Jon Butts’ trip to Hawarden with his father and James Mason. I 
understand they had a good day out and it sounds as though the trip became a scenic 
tour of Wales. Dave T and I had our usual annual flying holiday with PORK reaching 
pastures new. On the down side the summer barbecue was cancelled due to lack of 
support. Thanks go to those who did wish to attend but our chefs were travelling a 
long way and the event really was not viable. On the positive side it is very nice to see 
the increased activity in the club and the user group is being used well.     

 
We seem to be enjoying a late summer which has, sadly, been tinged with a 

variety of accidents including the fatality on the Isle of Wight. Please all fly carefully 
and enjoy the little good weather we appear to have this year. 

 
Clare 

 
 
A big thank you to those who have contributed to this newsletter. I already have 
(James!!) material for the next one! Keep the articles coming. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



EVENTS                                                                          Clare Grange  
 
1. Wednesday September 26th 2007.     
 Fly – In to RAF Valley. This event is now FULL 

   
 
 

2. Thursday October 25th. 13:00 – 15:00 
Visit to London Area Control Centre, Swanwick. 
This visit is for pilots and group size is strictly limited to ten. 
This event is also full. It may be possible to schedule another visit if there is             

        sufficient interest. I already have a reserve list. Please let me know if you are              
interested 

                
4. Saturday 1st December. 
Visit to RAF Museum, Hendon. All welcome. This will be an informal event but it 
would be nice to meet up and have lunch in the museum restaurant. 
 
 

 
 



VISIT TO AIS                                                  Jeff Moreland 
 with contributions from Gary Jones 

 
On Wednesday Wed 11th July several of us went on a Flying Club visit to  
the UK Aeronautical Information Service (AIS) at Heathrow, and the Terminal 
Control Centre in West Drayton. AIS is based in the old control tower at terminal 2, 
so there was no real excuse for navigational errors in getting there. We split into 2  
parties, half getting a talk on the AIS website, while the others went up to the 
observation deck, then swapping over. Like all pilots in the Club, I'm somewhat 
familiar with the website, but even so I learnt quite a lot more about it from the talk.  
 
There wasn't time to see all the options, and I'm sure that many of the things that were 
new to me will already be familiar to many of you, so I'll just say that I was  
sufficiently impressed that I decided that the next time I used the site I'd explore it a 
bit more thoroughly, rather than just get the NOTAMs and logoff.  One useful piece 
of information was that all briefings are stored after you see them, so it is worth 
writing down the Briefing ID field you supply and the unique reference number 
(something like R2201525) which appears at the top of the report, so that the briefing 
can be recalled later, should you need to prove that you did brief yourself correctly 
before the flight. (Though I *really* hope that none of us ever need to use this in 
earnest!) 
 
The view from the observation platform is stunning, you can see an amazing amount 
of territory from up there, especially to the south. Our guide also pointed out a 
number of privately owned airliners - pity IBM's variable pay wasn't up to much this 
year, I could quite fancy a 747. The tower is still capable of being used in case the 
new one has problems, but it is due to be decommissioned later this year, and will be 
removed.  
 
After lunch we went on to LTCC at West Drayton, which is already rather quiet, and 
is due to be closed around the end of the year, when ATC and the military staff move 
to Swanwick.  We saw (from a viewing gallery) the radar controllers at work.  We had 
a talk from an airman who investigates airprox reports.  They can recall recordings 
from ATC radars all over England and Wales (Scotland has their own unit) to see just 
what happened. In one of the replays they showed the planes came so close that the 
dots actually merged on the screen - I can only imagine how the controllers felt when 
they separated again and the two planes went their separate ways. We were supposed 
to visit the D&D cell, but this had to be cancelled because they were already dealing 
with two separate, but simultaneous cases of lost pilots.  I'm glad to say that neither of 
them made the TV news that night, so I guess the outcome was successful.  
Altogether a day that combined the best of everything about the Club, it was 
informative, useful and fun.  Many thanks to Clare for organising it!   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



A Tale of Two Cities          Chris Thompson 
 
Several of you who were brave enough to stay the whole duration of my CriCri 
presentation last year heard the tale of the broken exhaust.  For those of you fortunate 
enough to have missed it I will bore you with a quick summary. 
 
I had been doing some formation flying with Paul Ambrose in his Pitts S2-B and he 
was one of the main display items for the London City for their annual Fun Day and 
Air Display in 2006.  
 

 
 
In July 2006 I was fortunate enough to be invited to fly in as well.  This involved a 
fair amount of discussion with the display organisers along the lines of: Airspace, 
Permit Aircraft, no transponder, not showing up on Radar (can’t think why!), slot 
time, routing, etc., etc.  Once all this was organised I mentioned to them (tongue in 
cheek) that I was not sure what all the fuss was about since as I was a twin I could 
come straight there over London from Popham.  The guy on the other end of the 
phone then said “don’t push your luck”! 
 
On the actual day in July 2006 I set off just behind Paul in the Pitts and was trundling 
along the pre-authorised route.  I should mention that it is difficult to use a chart in the 
CriCri (as it is twice the size of the aeroplane) and the technique I have evolved is to 
draw the lines at home then colour copy it on to an A5 sheet so it fits on my knee. 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
As you can see the route took me to Alton, Kenley, the QE2 Bridge, than back along 
the river to EGLC.  This enabled me to skirt most of the built up areas and always 
peel off to the right if there was a problem and also necessitated talking to 
Farnborough, Biggin, Thames Radar then London City. 
 
At 2000ft somewhere between Guildford and Epsom I noticed that the starboard 
exhaust started to move about a bit.  This concentrated the mind slightly and I began 
to watch it very carefully when, before my eyes it began to slowly disintegrate.  There 
was no choice but to make a “U” turn and head back to Popham as I could not 
continue to London City with such a problem.  Having made the decision to turn back 
the exhaust came off completely and I was left with the expansion box trailing in the 
wind and a loss of about 15% power on the right engine.  Having ascertained that the 
expansion box could not actually come off I returned to make an uneventful landing at 
Popham, more annoyed that I had not got to London City than the fact that the 
exhaust had broken. 
 
The photograph below was taken outside the hangar after arrival at EGHP.  The 
damage was never visible on the pre-flight inspection because the break occurred 
round the rivets inside the expansion box and it all looked fine from the outside!  On 
further examination, both exhausts were found to be the same so the whole lot came 
off for repair. 
 
 
 



 
 
So, in true aviation fashion, all the bits were taken to Airweld who did a magnificent 
job of relieving me of the usual three figure aviation £££ and after a couple of weeks I 
was able to sport two fine new flexible pipes and shiny stainless steel ends on my 
expansion boxes. 
 
Moving swiftly on to 2007…. 
Paul Ambrose managed to get me an invitation to EGLC for 2007.  The planning this 
time was fairly straightforward since I just resubmitted last year’s approvals and 
routing.   One thing I forgot to mention was that I knew I would be marginal on fuel 
duration for the whole return trip, particularly if I got asked to hold anywhere for any 
substantial time.  London City has no Avgas and I require pre-mix two-stroke 
anyway.  This was solved by carrying a 2-litre coke bottle full of pre-mix fuel under 
the seat behind me.  This was put in at EGLC, thus giving me a further 15 minutes 
flight time!  In the event I only used 14 litres (out of my 23L total) for the whole trip 
anyway! 
 
Two weeks before the actual date, the faithful CriCri Becker radio decided that it was 
not going to display any digits on the LCD screen (which did not help one decide who 
one was going to talk to)!  Some furious re-engineering resulted in the aged ICOM 
being installed as a temporary measure on the same bracket as the Becker. 
 
I was given a slot time of 14:15 to 15:00 which was wide enough even for me to hit.  
The weather on the day was terrific with visibility of 30 miles.  I have flown to Biggin 
a few times in the CriCri but the thrill last Saturday of approaching Kenley at 2400ft 
and looking across to the Dome, knowing that just over there was the final destination 
was fantastic.  Some careful manoeuvring round Biggin to keep some degree of green 
stuff below me took me up to the QE2 Bridge then Thames Radar released me to 
EGLC.  Interestingly, they never did see me (told you so)! 
London City ceased formal operations for the day at 13:00 local and they then 
lowered the radio cover to be “City Radio”, viz. the same as Popham, so everything 



was being done on an “at your discretion” basis while Thames Radar were busy 
keeping everyone else out of the way. 
 
Joining overhead for a left hand circuit into runway 28 gave the following sight for 
sore eyes but definitely concentrated the mind as the only place to go with an engine 
failure (if you could not make the airfield) was going to be a ducking in the good old 
River Thames.  It was quite interesting in the slippery CriCri trying to fly the PAPI’s 
as they are set up for a 5.5 degree approach for obstacle clearance and this resulted in 
me coming in quite fast, almost at idle power. The runway is 1500 metres so even 
without brakes it was not a problem. 
 
The climb out on departure was also interesting as EGLC wanted us to basically stay 
over the water and go round a large block of flats right in the apex of the left turn out!  
We were also warned of a large magnetic variation on our compass if we entered the 
turning area at the threshold of R28 due to magnetism in the piling that supported it! 
 

 
 
 
Here are a couple of pictures just to show I actually got there! 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 
That’s all folks! 



Go West Young Men.      Danny Elliott 
                            

I first got the idea of a rally to the Culdrose Air Show whilst reading the 
events calendar in Pilot magazine. This reminded me of our previous visit some years 
ago mid week when we had a good turn out and the weather was uncharacteristically 
nice. This was a one off special by invitation. I don't remember who it was organised 
that one (It was probably Clare – (yes it was - Ed) Anyway it seemed a good idea for 
a return trip and this time there was an air show as an added incentive. So it was a 
case of pen to paper, or fingers to keyboard, and putting a note round on the forum.   
 

This soon produced results and Jon Butts came up offering to take an SR.20 
G-CMLS out of Bournemouth, his spare seats immediatly taken up by James Mason 
and yours truly so that was one in the frame already. This was soon followed up by 
Nigel Waters and a colleague in PA 28 G - EGTR from Elstree. Then Jim Farquhar in 
a Bolkow 208C G ATVX plus a colleague. John King and Brian Metters in C180  G - 
AXZO  ex Bourne Park . Finally Robin G - TOUR with John Bond, with whom I 
usually fly, joined in.  That made five in the frame and I was well satisfied with that. 
There was the usual hassle of organising insurance waivers of course, but we are used 
to that, the only thing I couldn’t solve was the price of AVGAS at Culdrose. I still 
don't know what 1one cubic metre of avgas runs out at per litre. 
Well it was all too good to be true; Culdrose decreed no departures for home before 
18.30 on the day. That did it, and some of the more distant based and slower aircraft 
had to reluctantly drop out, leaving just Jon's crew in the SR 20 and Nigel & co in the 
PA28 and so it was. 

 
 

 
Danny, Jon and James 

 
 



Come the day of the trip I took the 50 mile car drive to Bournemouth picking 
up Jon and James on the way. Flying down I sat in the back and changed places with 
James on the way back, with the reverse journey from Bournemouth home. Having 
safely arrived at Culdrose, we got swallowed up by half the population of Cornwall 
representing the Welcoming party. Well no, they were the air show crowd quite a lot 
of people actually. And what an air show it was, you name it, it was there - anything 
from WW1 triplanes etc to an F16 and all doing their best to show they were the best. 
There was some pretty smart and accurate flying, thoroughly entertaining. We also 
had a good wander around the stalls and hangar exhibitions of which there were quite 
a lot covering many aspects of the station and locality and domestic pursuits of the 
service folk there.The weather was excellent the whole time and of course we had 
pasties for lunch - really tasty too.  

It was during a short lull at about four o'clock when the NCO co-ordinating air 
visitors came up and said: 
"If you want we can get you away by about 4.30 if you like if you can be all ready to 
go!!!!!!!   
I DON'T BELIEVE IT!!!! - as someone used to say.  However we got away OK and 
the flight back was just as smooth as the first even though Jon let me do the handling 
most of the time. I must say the SR 20 is quite a nice machine to handle. One needs a 
week or so’s course to learn about the avionics and another to get all the handling 
techniques. Well that was this year’s trip out west done and I can recommend another 
sometime or other. Now let's see where we can go. 

 Danny 
  
I understand Nigel should be known as Nigel “Search and Rescue” Waters from now 
on as the flight to Culdrose was eventful. He assisted ATC in locating a microlight 
which had apparently gone missing. Fortunately this situation had a happy ending and 
the microlight pilot was safe and well. He eventually turned up at Culdrose!!! (Ed) 
   
  

                           
 

   Super Nige 



G-PORK Visits Wellington’s Horse!                                 Dave Thomas   
 

 Last year, Clare & I attempted to go to Copenhagen for a holiday; our planned 
trip in G-PORK was cancelled because I had to undergo a minor op and then our 
scheduled trip was cancelled because of the terrorist threat! This year we decided to 
give it another go. 

Our plan was to fly from Bournemouth to Ostend, in order to clear customs, 
and then on to Bremerhaven where we would stay for three nights, before moving on 
to Copenhagen (Roskilde). After three nights in Copenhagen we would move on to 
Berlin for three days, returning to the UK via Liege.  

Once again the dining room table was covered in charts, the club Bottlang, 
kneeboards, pencils and rulers. The lines were drawn, airspaces checked, turning 
points determined, and MSAs calculated. It seemed more like planning a military 
campaign or a moon shot than planning a holiday! 

We had planned to fly out on Saturday 28/Jul, but the weather on the continent 
was poor so we delayed our departure until the following Tuesday. Having loaded the 
plane, checked the NOTAM, sorted out the GENDEC and filed a flight plan, we 
donned our lifejackets and headed along the south coast towards Dover. The flight to 
Ostend was uneventful but we were glad to be on our way at last. Rather than fly to 
the French coast and fiddle with three charts we flew direct from Dover to the KOK, 
which cuts off the corner with little extra water to fly over. As usual Ostend were very 
helpful and Clare executed a perfect landing. We refuelled both the plane and 
ourselves before departing to head for Bremerhaven. The landing fee was about £20 
but anyone who flies in there between Friday and Monday until the end of September 
will pay half that!  

For some time now I have wanted to fly over the Frisian Islands adjacent to 
the German North Sea coast – the trip to Bremerhaven offered me the opportunity to 
do that provided I could find a way through Dutch airspace. After studying the maps 
carefully I was happy that I could fly over Edam and Gouda (!) and then along the 
west coast of the Ijsselmeer right up to the coast as long as I didn’t exceed 1400 feet. 
The MSAs in that part of the world are all rather low as one might expect, so that was 
the plan. Because we would be flying for some time over sea, we put on our life 
jackets and headed towards Holland. We had to make a small diversion to avoid some 
parachuting that was mentioned on the NOTAMs, but that was not a problem. I talked 
to Dutch Military initially before switching to Amsterdam Information for a FIS. It 
was clear that Holland had also been subjected to a lot of rain, but given the 
geography of Holland, it was actually difficult to work out which parts were flooded 
and which parts were genuine lakes. I was happily flying along at 1400 feet when 
Amsterdam requested me to descend to 1000 feet if I could because they had IFR 
traffic coming into Schipol. Sure enough, as I was descending, we could see the 
traffic passing above and in front of us. One of the interesting things about Holland is 
that the roads disappear! We tend to fly using traditional navaids plus the RNAV box 
backed up by good old mark one eyeball. Main roads are always useful features to 
follow and bridges over rivers/canals always stand out. In the UK, and most other 
countries in Europe, roads cross rivers by bridges. It is therefore off putting when you 
are looking for a bridge as a particular landmark but cannot see anything. After a 
while you realise that the road has just disappeared only to appear on the other side – 
clearly a tunnel – but they don’t stand out of the landscape as well as a traditional 
bridge. 



Once we were clear of Amsterdam’s airspace we were passed back to Dutch 
Mil, so I requested a climb to 2500 feet which was immediately approved. I was 
therefore rather amused about five minutes later when Dutch Mil asked me where we 
were! 

After a short water crossing we reached the Dutch Frisian islands followed by 
the German Frisians. These islands are all quite small – about the size of Alderney; 
they all have their own airfields and appear to be very exposed to North Sea gales – 
rather isolated places to live. A few of them are tourist resorts – in fact at our last 
Flying Club committee meeting we had a guest from Germany (he was working with 
Tim Clark) who was due to arrive on one of the Frisians at about the time we flew 
over. I have yet to mail the photos to him. Once we left the Frisians, we flew down 
the River Weser, looking for Bremerhaven airfield. The airfield is just outside the 
town to the south east almost on an island between the main river Weser and a smaller 
river known as the Alte Weser. After we landed we taxied to a small parking area 
where we were able to make use of our recently acquired screw-in tie-downs - they 
worked perfectly. We spoke briefly to the tower and then enjoyed a beer whilst 
sorting out a hotel and waiting for our taxi. The hotel was about 15 minutes walk from 
the town centre (we know, we walked it! – several times – Ed!). 

Bremerhaven is an interesting town, being the port where most of the 
emigrants left Germany to seek out a new life elsewhere between 1850 and 1950 
(more later). They also have an interesting ship museum, a bizarre zoo, trips around 
both the harbour and the container port, and a large shopping centre. The hotel had 
free wireless internet so we were able to check the weather, NOTAMs and even book 
our hotel in Copenhagen before we left. On Friday, the weather looked good, so Clare 
filed a flight plan for Roskilde and away we went. 

Our first major point of interest was the western end of the Kiel canal which 
joins the Baltic with the North Sea thus enabling ships to bypass any storms in the 
North Sea. 

 

 
The Kiel Canal  



At the southern end you can just make out the locks, and then watch the canal 
disappear off to the north east as a wide ribbon of blue. As you fly over Germany you 
cannot help but notice the massive numbers of wind farms – they grow like weeds and 
it would seem that more are being added every day according to the NOTAMs. As 
you continue over Denmark, or even head back over Holland, the change in landscape 
is very noticeable – wind farms suddenly become few and far between. The next 
major landmark was the huge bridge between Fyn and Seeland. It starts out as a 
combined rail/road bridge, but half way along there is an artificial island where the 
railway burrows down undersea while the road continues over a bridge. Why? Once 
again we had our lifejackets on because of the amount of water crossing. Roskilde is a 
fairly large GA airport to the west of Copenhagen. Its main attraction is that the 
landing fee is affordable as compared with Kastrup which requires a small mortgage. 
Roskilde Approach asked Clare to descend to 1400 feet to keep clear of gliders – they 
seem to have gliding sites everywhere around – which she duly did, and after a short 
while we landed in Roskilde adding another country to our growing list of countries 
we have visited by Tiger. 
 
 

     
 

           Roskilde - Final for 29  

The major disadvantage of Roskilde is that in order to reach the centre of 
Copenhagen you first need to take a taxi to the station and then the train into 
Copenhagen itself. But, the trains are frequent, reasonably priced, and have double-
decker carriages – no loading-gauge problems here (you can tell I have to cope with a 
bit an anorak on these trips– Ed!) Once we arrived at the station we took another taxi 
to our hotel which was very close to the centre, and Tivoli Gardens. I won’t bore you 
with details of our experience of Copenhagen, except to say that we had planned to 
stay for three nights, but left after two. It was noisy, grubby, and very expensive. We 
did have a nice canal boat trip and a good bus ride around the city, but after that we 
were struggling for things to do. I’m afraid that it wasn’t a case of ‘Wonderful, 
wonderful, Copenhagen’ for us. We had also been monitoring the weather and noticed 
a new frontal system coming in from the west that could cause problems for us 
coming home.  



According to our estimates if we continued as planned to Berlin, we could be 
stuck for a long time, but if we headed back to Bremerhaven it was a real possibility 
that the system would pass through during the second night allowing us to return 
home via Ostend. So, after some revised planning and consultation of the NOTAMs 
we walked to the station, and headed back for Roskilde. At Roskilde we refuelled the 
plane (66p a litre – one of the few cheap things in Denmark), and took off heading 
south for the island of Lolland. Once again, I was a bit confused by the lack of 
bridges, but other landmarks helped to confirm our position. From the south of 
Lolland we headed across a short water crossing to travel down the German coast 
until turning west just north of Lubeck. It was interesting to note again the sheer 
number and size of the wind farms once you cross into German skies. We headed 
west next to the north of Hamburg, admiring the airport in the distance to the south. 
Finally I talked to Bremerhaven again and approached along the Alte Weser, joining 
downwind right hand for runway 16. After a reasonable landing we again taxied to the 
concrete/grass parking and then headed back for the same hotel we had stayed in 
earlier in our trip. As an aside, one of  the most frequent aircraft flying in and out of 
Bremerhaven is an Islander which commutes two or three times a day to Helgoland 
out in the North Sea. It’s clearly a very busy workhorse – I can’t remember just how 
many times we saw it during our stay in Bremerhaven, but it always seemed to be 
around. 

During our second stay we visited the emigration museum which was really 
fascinating. You enter via a dockside scenario with models of émigrés standing 
alongside the side of a ship with their luggage. You then enter into a room where 
there are hundreds of drawers which contain details of individuals who took the 
plunge. Some have only limited information but some have pictures, memorabilia, 
and a lot of information, but nothing about what happened to them in the US! You 
move on through a gallery showing the different ships (packet boats, basic steamers 
and then more modern ships) and the facilities on board. Next is a mock-up of Ellis 
Island and the immigration process. Then you come to another room where there are 
individual displays relating to some of those whose details you had seen earlier, 
giving details of what happened to them in the US. Most of them were successful! 
Finally there is a short film show in both German and English which features 
interviews with some of the émigrés and some of the descendents of those who 
emigrated in the 19th century. It was really fascinating. Next year Bremerhaven are 
opening a ‘Klimathaus’ which will feature the ten or so different climates ranging 
from the Arctic to the Sahara – featuring the plants, the animals, and relevant 
information. It looks very interesting. Bremerhaven is well worth a visit. 

Our penultimate leg took us from Bremerhaven to Ostend with Clare at the 
controls. Unfortunately our hope that the bad weather would pass through overnight 
was not well founded. Everything suggested it would but when we arrived at the 
airfield the cloudbase was at about 500 feet and showing no signs of lifting. The 
forecast was far better, and evidence from around the area suggested that things would 
improve. By late morning, things were little better and even though the tower were 
reporting a cloudbase of 1100 feet, some guys went aloft and came back reporting that 
the cloudbase was actually at 700 feet. We waited. Two aircraft came in from 
Cologne – and reported that the viz was poor and that the weather in Cologne was 
even worse. We never understood exactly why they left in the first place, and feel that 
they probably had had to stay the night!! Eventually, the cloudbase lifted to just over 
1500 feet, which was our MSA so we took off. We had checked with Emden (about 
50 nm to the west) as well and their weather was much better. Yet again there were 



wind farms as far as the eye could see. From Emden we headed for Groningen 
(switching to Dutch Mil Info), over the top of Arnhem, and then to the west of 
Eindhoven before threading our way between the TMAs of Antwerp and Brussels. 
We then passed just south of Gent and then on to land at Ostend. It was a long and 
tiring leg, including a couple of avoidance manoeuvres from aircraft we’re convinced 
did not see us, but the pilot did a superb job as ever.  

Thunder and lightning were reported at Bournemouth and we were both tired 
so we decided to put PORK to bed and find a hotel in Ostend, have a beer, and then a 
nice meal. The beer was simple, the hotel trickier, and all the restaurants appeared to 
be full. But, we found one in the end right on the sea front and had an excellent meal, 
served by a guy who used to be an air steward (and seemed to need regular physical 
contact - Ed!)  

Next morning we were able to check the weather at EGHH and it was fine, so 
we went out to the airport and then headed airside. There was a long queue of people 
waiting to go through security, but we noticed a separate entrance for flight crew so 
chanced our luck.  
Almost immediately we were descended upon by a security man; we identified 
ourselves as private pilots and we were whisked through security procedures (with our 
own X-ray machine), through emigration, and then just pointed at the airside door. It 
was a wonderful feeling to be able to bypass the long queue. The flight home was 
uneventful – it was good to see the white cliffs, Shoreham, the IoW and then to call 
Bournemouth Tower at Hengistbury Head with the runways in sight. We did have a 
slightly bizarre call from Tower (after talking to Approach) as we were heading to 
join downwind right for 08 – ‘G-RK what is your destination?’ ‘Bournemouth, G-RK’ 
I replied after which the normal exchanges took place!  

During our trip we flew 12 hours, visited three airports in three different 
countries and came back needing a holiday. The biggest surprise was the variation in 
fuel prices, ranging from 66p a litre in Denmark to 150p a litre in Bremerhaven. 

Main points: Planning, planning, planning; watch the weather; don’t skimp on 
charts; keep your eyes open!  

 
 

Note – Wellington’s horse at the battle of Waterloo was called ‘Copenhagen’. Having 
deferred our holiday because of the weather, Clare and I went to Stratfield Saye – the 
house that was given to Wellington by the British after his victory at Wellington. 
Copenhagen is buried there and has his own tombstone beneath a huge tree in the 
grounds. 
  


