
 
 

 
 

IBMFC NEWSLETTER OCTOBER 2008.   Part One  - Civil Edition 
 
 
 I am beginning another newsletter by commenting about the weather! Did we 
actually have a summer? Many aviation events were cancelled, including RIAT, which 
must have been very disappointing for so many people. The RIAT organisers could not 
have taken the decision to cancel lightly and it must have been a blow to them, the 
exhibitors (everyone from the burger van owner to the display pilots) and the enthusiastic 
public looking forward to a good day out. Judging by the photographs I saw the grounds 
were a complete quagmire.  

We have had a brief spell of good (ish) weather but fog intervened to stop play and 
that was followed by the Met Office issuing another weather warning. If it’s not one thing 
it’s another but I suppose that’s part of the fun of aviation. In all seriousness maintenance 
of currency must be a problem this year for many pilots and I hope this will not translate 
into incidents / accidents later on. Given the weather and the exorbitant cost of fuel this has 
been the worst year I can remember in the fourteen years I have been flying. Perhaps some 
of you reading this can remember other bad years but 2008 will, I’m sure, be remembered 
as a difficult and disappointing year for private and commercial pilots alike. 
 As well as weather and fuel GA has had to contend with changes to maintenance 
arrangements, Part M Subpart G and LAMP, which will have driven owners and engineers 
alike round the bend! Add to this the forthcoming ATSOCAS changes and I think we’ve 
had more than our fair share of upheaval. Don’t misunderstand me I am one hundred per 
cent in favour of doing things properly e.g. use of radio and transponder, fly in a 
professional way, proper planning etc, but I do still have reservations about ATSOCAS. 
Everyone I have spoken to, and this includes military and civilian controllers as well as 
pilots, cannot see the need for these changes. I wrote a very detailed email to the CAA 
regarding ATSOCAS, and in all fairness I did receive an excellent response, so I do now 
understand more the reasoning behind the changes. However I do still have reservations 



about the necessity for such sweeping alterations. I suppose only time will tell and when 
everyone forgets in March that they will have to ask for a Basic Service (yuk – doesn’t it 
sound dreadful) instead of a FIS all radio call wills take longer etc etc etc. 
However, these changes are here to stay so please take time to log onto the Airspace and 
Safety Initiative website and familiarise yourselves in plenty of time for March 2009. 
 http://www.airspacesafety.com/content/ 
 On a bright note there is so much to put into this newsletter that I’ve split it into two 
parts – Civil and Military which will follow shortly. I hope you find the items interesting 
and realise that in spite of the weather we have been enjoying ourselves! 
     

Clare 
  

             
 
EVENTS                                                                          Clare Grange  

 
1. Talk by John Farley titled 'The Story of Jet VSTOL Development in the UK'. 

Venue: IBM Hursley Clubhouse on 24th November 2008. Time: 19:00 with a 19:30 
start. There will be a charge of £5 per person for this talk but that will include a 
glass of mulled wine and a mince pie. Please contact James Mason. 

 

 
 

 
 
 



2. Visit to Farnborough ATC Wednesday 22nd October. There are six places only       
which have now been taken. However it is possible to organise a further visit if 
sufficient people are interested. This is an event for pilots only. Please contact 
Clare.  

 
 

 
 

3. Talk by NATS on the forthcoming ATSOCAS changes and matters ATC. One of 
the FISOs from London Information will also be joining us to answer any questions 
you may have. Contact Clare. 
Date: Friday 9th January 19:00. Venue: Osman Room, Hursley Clubhouse. 

      
 

3. IBMFC AGM Friday 30th January 2009.Venue: Osman Room, Hursley Clubhouse. 
Time: probably 19:00 

 

     

          This is me!!!  



 
 
Isle of Man TT Races – 30th May      Sarah Waters 
 
 
Anyone with a passion for fast motorbikes and airplanes then this was the ultimate 
weekend! 
There seems to be a natural law in aviation; that the existence of suitable flying weather 
conditions is inversely proportional to how much you want to go. Hence many occasions 
when we’ve really wanted to go somewhere, the weather intervenes and changes our plans. 
Plan A and B are common (in fact often C, D and so on). 
 
In this case, plan A was a weekend on the Isle of Man for the TT races, an awesome 
superbike road race with each lap being thirty-seven and a half miles on ‘normal’ roads, 
without equal anywhere else in the world. This race has been running for a long time, last 
year being the centenary year. It attracts people from all over the world and it had been a 
long time ambition to experience this. We’d finally planned to accomplish this by flying in 
(weather permitting!).  
 
We approached the weekend holding our breath and crossing everything. There were 2 
planes from the club going; I was flying with hubby Nigel Waters in a PA28 and Jason 
Bamford with son Michael and Derrick Baker in their PA28. Weather looked OK so it 
looked to be on, hooray! By Wednesday, weather was not the issue, it looked like both 
planes would be out of action! Ours because the diesel Warrior was ‘suddenly’ due a 50-
hour check and Jason’s because the 100-hour check was due. It went to the wire and by the 
Friday we were due to leave, by calling in some last minute favours, both planes just 
managed to scrape airworthiness. 
 
We left Elstree on the Friday about 1.30pm and Jason left Bristol about 4pm. We had 
planned to fly to Blackpool for a cup of tea/break/loo stop/change into immersion suits and 
so on and then onto Isle of Man (Ronaldsway airfield) to get there by 6pm. Jason and co 
were flying direct to rendezvous at Ronaldsway by 6pm also. The race was on. 
 

 

Mixing it with the ‘big 
ones’ at Blackpool 



Our run to Blackpool was below 2,000 ft under the clouds all the way and very hazy. 
Landing at Blackpool was super easy (from my point of view), there’s a big recognisable 
landmark similar to one in Paris!  
 
We took a short walk onto the seafront and then back to put on the ‘sauna-suits’. Despite 
the discomfort we’d decided to put them on for the crossing; as we thought we’d look right 
‘charlies’ if we went in the drink and had immersion suits sitting in the back of the plane 
and thinking to ourselves, ‘why aren’t we wearing them?’ 
 
We headed towards the Isle of Man about 3,000 ft. As we got closer we could hear Jason 
heading in about 30 miles away. The race had started early, who would make it in first. 
Jason had the faster plane, but we were closer. Nigel made a call to let Jason know we were 
there also. As luck and engineering would have it we took the chequered flag and landed 
first. 
 
The Isle of Man is a very attractive island, mountainous to the north and very green. We 
landed on the southern part of the island and found a taxi to the campsite we’d booked (had 
to wait an hour first – fortunately there was a pub). At the campsite a very disorganised 
American lady Warden gave us very confusing instructions about where to pitch our tents. 
To be slightly fair to her, the campsite was pretty full. We pitched the tents where we 
thought we were safe and went up to the local pub to watch the bikes.  
 

 
 
After watching bikes and refreshing ourselves for a while, unable to get any real food (a 
missed opportunity by the locals we thought) we went back to the campsite to cook up 
sausages intended for breakfast on Nigel’s now famous ‘Avgas Stove’. About midnight, as 
we cooked our sausages in torchlight, the disorganised Warden appeared and threw a fit. 
We were instructed to move immediately as we’d camped under some large trees that the 
Forest Commission had banned anyone from camping under. The consequence of the 
campsite breaking this rule would be immediate closure of the campsite (bit dramatic we 
thought). The reason for this was not totally convincing but involved the potential 



imminent collapse of these trees falling onto campers and their tents and killing them. 
Images of police arriving and instructing the whole campsite to move at midnight, let alone 
the Forest Commission doing midnight surveys was intriguing. However, being law 
abiding citizens we obliged and moved forty feet to where she was happy, still close to 
these trees but apparently safe. She did not fare so well with another group that had also set 
up in this area, which included a stroppy solicitor that informed her she could go and get 
the police, as they were not moving. Said police turned up and we left them to it. The next 
day more tents appeared in this area and the Warden appeared to have lost the argument, 
inertia increasing with the masses. The campsite fortunately remained open. 
 
How do you apply health and safety to the TT races? The next day we found a great spot 
for watching the races on the high street. We could see the racers coming round a sharp 
bend at the top of the street with then a long run down the high street in front of us. The 
street then dropped away at the other end before a sharp bend to the left. Marshals were 
standing by at every section where you were allowed to stand to control the crowds and for 
‘health and safety’. Derrick had been to the TT before and commented on how there were 
more restrictions on where you could stand this year. We stood on a slightly raised part of 
the high street with no barrier in front of us, with 170mph superbikes racing no more than 
6ft from us. We weren’t allowed to stand on the lower level part of the pavement because 
that would have been dangerous. You do the maths!  

 
 
 
The weather was fantastic, super hot and sunny. The only problem that we had no 
sunscreen creams with us (hadn’t thought to need any). After an exciting day watching 
superbikes and sidecar races, we worked our way through the fields over hedges and fences 
and backstreets to get to the pub (all the streets being locked-down for racing), to watch the 
next practice sessions. When the streets were opened up again, we went back to the 
campsite and freshened up. Then we took a taxi (which we’d pre-booked) to Douglas for a 
meal and to watch the stunt-riders entertainments. Finally back to the campsite about 11pm, 
in consideration for the 2 pilots’ whingeing about not being too tired to fly home tomorrow. 
Despite there being lots of party noise in the campsite we slept well.  
 
Next day we were up fairly early, helped by lots of noise. Many bikers were trying to beat 
the police out onto the streets – this being ‘Mad Sunday’ where anyone and everyone gets 
to try the race circuit themselves. Normally this has a high mortality rate associated with it 
so we were unsure of what we were going to see. It was busy on the roads with every sort 
of bike and costume known to man. We watched the action for a while before packing up. 

175mph...through the high 
street…with the front wheel 
in the air.!! 



On the route back to the airfield one of the roads was closed due to an accident so we had 
to detour.  
 
Coming back, the weather was challenging. We routed towards Wallasey VOR speaking to 
Hawarden radar service. We started at about 2,400ft not able to see anything ahead but sea 
visible below, but by the time we reached the mainland we were below 1500 feet VFR as 
we were going into Liverpool airspace. Jason was skirting around this so could stay in the 
clouds. About 30 miles out, the GPS decided to go on holiday. It stayed out for about 20 
minutes. Good job we weren’t relying on it, eh! In close to the coast, Liverpool asked us to 
route around the coast down the Dee estuary ‘if we didn’t mind’ as they had incoming. We 
obliged and got a nice thank you from them on departing for helping them out. Jason was 
ahead and at higher altitude. After asking permission to speak directly to us, he informed us 
that visibility was perfect above 3,600ft. We were very happy to go from a paltry 1500 ft 
(with Welsh mountains coming up on the right somewhere ahead) to the said perfect 
3,600ft. It was better but not what I would have called ‘perfect’ (still plenty of clouds and 
haze around but not quite so many mountains!).   
 
We were heading for Shobdon to meet a friend and Jason was routing straight home for 
Bristol. The GPS decided to wake up eventually. By the time we got to Shobdon there were 
patches in the cloud and we took opportunity when clear of higher ground to descend 
through them to land at Shobdon. The weather was clearing and after a nice cup of tea we 
headed back to Elstree, at the end of a perfect weekend. Jason had had a fairly poor viz trip 
back to Bristol, but also made it back without incident.  
 
It was a perfect weekend. Sunshine, bikes, flying, camping, good company, planes could be 
used again,  … what more could anyone want! 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



Islands By Islander        Dave Thomas 
 
 
Earlier this year Clare and I went up to Kirkwall in the Orkneys for a week of sun, fun and 
relaxation. Given the vagaries of the weather, we elected not to take G-PORK, but to risk 
life, limbs and luggage by making use of BA via Terminal 5. 
As usual, we drove up to IBM Bedfont and parked the car there prior to taking a taxi to T5. 
As T5 at that time had only been open for three weeks, we were very concerned about the 
potential of losing our baggage so we packed as much as we could into our hand luggage 
and left the rest to pot luck and the baggage handling system.  
T5 was very unimpressive. It may be huge, but apart from that, it’s just plain boring and 
very similar to any other large airport terminal. Frankly, there didn’t appear to be enough 
food outlets, not enough loos, and far too many really upmarket duty free shops – the sort 
that have no prices on display and that you are reluctant to venture into because the 
assistants look ready to pounce. 
 
Our first leg was from Heathrow to Aberdeen on an A320. As usual I just sat down and 
started to read my book whilst Clare studied the view from the window, watching the flaps, 
the air brakes, the undercarriage, the clouds, and even the scenery when there was some to 
see. The flight was uneventful and we arrived a little late, but purely because we had been 
delayed on departure from Heathrow. The airport in Aberdeen was very civilised and we 
were able to watch a number of aircraft and helicopter movements whilst we had a brief 
snack. The gate for the departure to the Orkneys was quite a hike from the main gates, but 
the plane (a Saab Metroliner) was waiting for us and departed on time. In no time at all we 
could see the Orkneys in the distance and began to descend; it was a lovely sight – islands 
everywhere, Scapa Flow in the middle, and just a brief glimpse of Kirkwall as we came in 
to land. The airport is a lovely place – small, efficient, relaxed, and welcoming. They have 
two main aprons, one for inter island flights and one for the long haul flights i.e. Aberdeen, 
Inverness, Glasgow etc. Contrary to our expectations, and much to our delight, our baggage 
had arrived intact, so after collecting it we went to pick up our Ka and headed off into 
Kirkwall to find our hotel.  

For the next few days, we wandered all over the ‘mainland’, visiting all the 
traditional tourist attractions including: 
The Churchill Barriers – built by Italian labourers during WW2 to limit access to Scapa 
Flow to German submarines, particularly after the sinking of the Royal Oak by Hauptmann 
Prien in U-47 with the death of 833 crew members. You can still see oil coming to the 
surface from the wreck. 
The Italian Chapel – built by the Italian PoWs out of two Nissen huts and beautifully 
decorated inside. After seeing so many war films showing what the British PoWs got up to, 
it’s interesting to see things from the other side. After the war, some of the Italian PoWs 
came back to Orkney to help to restore the church and there are still some very strong links 
between Orkney and the PoWs and their families. 
We also visited the Tomb of the Eagles – a prehistoric tomb at the end of a long walk that 
can only be entered by lying on your back and pulling yourself along on a small trolley.  
The two ladies who gave us the introductory talk at the nearby visitor centre were both 
English as was the owner of the nearby café - the beginning of a familiar thread. They 
amused us by saying that Neolithic women were on average 5’ tall then one of them looked 
at Clare and said “About your size.” Hilarity all round     



    
       Tomb of the Eagles 

 
We also visited Skara Brae – old stone-age village discovered some time ago because parts 
of it were exposed by coastal erosion. We were amused to learn that the previous weekend 
some Russian VIPs had visited to add another stone in the ‘walk through the ages’ section. 
This was because there was a stone dedicated to the first man on the moon but nothing to 
celebrate the first man in space – now rectified! 

 
 

      
 



Hoy – the island off to the south west where ‘The old man of Hoy’ is situated – a much 
climbed rock pillar – it was too far for us to walk to, given the weather. We looked around 
the Lyness museum which contains many relics from the time when Scapa Flow was the 
home of the Home Fleet. There are also lots of exhibits back to the time when the German 
fleet was scuttled shortly after the end of WW1. The most impressive exhibit was the only 
remaining oil tank which had been opened up to contain various vehicles etc. relating to 
that time, it was cavernous and had an incredible echo. We were also able to see a historic 
film about Scapa Flow – well worth a visit. The three people we met when we arrived were 
all English! 
Maes Howe is a must. This is in the middle of the mainland and is an old prehistoric burial 
mound – booked visits only. Fascinating. They have a web cam which is enabled on 
21/Dec to demonstrate that the entrance tunnel is aligned with the rising sun – we shall be 
watching. 
There are also lots of other sights to see and enjoy, too numerous to mention here. 
But, one day whilst we were exploring, we stopped off at the airport for a cup of coffee and 
a bun. Clare was fascinated by the Islanders and wandered off to find out some more about 
them. She came back very excited explaining that it was possible to go on an island 
hopping flight for £30 each; this offered a choice of many of the outer islands, and was 
available provided there weren’t any real passengers wanting to go to the outer islands. We 
chose to go on the day when we could visit Papa Westray and North Ronaldsay and luckily 
there was sufficient room for sightseers. Never having been in an Islander before we were 
both very impressed with it. The takeoff roll is very short, with the nosewheel lifting almost 
as soon as we started to move. We flew at 1000’ over Shapinsay, Egilsay and Westray 
before landing on the 475m long gravel runway on Papa Westray. The pilot joined on final, 
and made an excellent approach before landing. The landing roll was very short and took 
up less than half of the runway. About four people left from the back of the plane along 
with a load of luggage and one new passenger embarked, sitting up front next to the pilot. 
Weight and balance didn’t seem to be all that significant. After another short hop we 
landed in North Ronaldsay with another 475m gravel runway. An old lady came on board 
and it was clear that the flights were frequently used as ambulance flights as she was 
heading for a hospital on the real mainland 
.     
 

                         
     



       
 
 
 
 
The flight back to Kirkwall took us over Sanday, Stronsay and Shapinsay again, all at 
1000’. It was a great flight, and well worth the £30. When we returned to the terminal, the 
Loganair receptionist started to make out certificates for us thinking that  
we had been on the shortest scheduled flight in the world i.e. from Papa Westray to 
Westray, about 5 minutes, but then realised that we been on a different flight. Shame really. 
I have to admit that we were both tempted to sign up for another trip! Next time.  
 
 

 
   



 
During our week the weather was excellent; we had expected it to be cold and wet. Cold it 
was, but a high directly overhead meant that we had little rain – we had chosen a good 
week. When we questioned people about the Englsh influence, they all said the same thing 
which was that they had emigrated from the south of England to extricate themselves from 
the rat race and move to somewhere where the pace of life was much slower. They all 
seemed to love it. One lady mentioned that if it wasn’t for the English the population of 
Orkney would be declining and went on to say that her two daughters between them had 
ten children! 
At the end of the week, we returned to the airport, and embarked on the Metroliner to head 
back to Aberdeen and the on to T5 at Heathrow. The return flights were uneventful, and 
once again our luggage arrived at the same time as we did. 
We would both thoroughly recommend a trip to the Orkneys. It had been our intention to 
fly up there in G-PORK this summer, but believe it or not, the weather put paid to that 
idea! Next year perhaps?  
 
For those of you who like webcams, there are two at Kirkwall airport… 
For island flights - http://www.kirkwallairport.info/capture1.jpg 
For long-haul flights - http://www.kirkwallairport.info/capture2.jpg 
 
 
 

 
G-BJOP's instrument panel. Very different to the Falcon 20 in part two of this newsletter. Both great 
machines! 
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It was in mid-August when Mike Hughes, the Chairman of the Hiltingbury Community 
Association, telephoned to say he had booked the Red Arrows for our annual Fete and it 
was now up to me to make it happen. As Treasurer, I was momentarily paralysed by the g-
force of the statement and quickly saw Red –  yes, the Fete’s bottom line. 
Mike came to the rescue and explained that to get the Red Arrows for a flypast didn’t cost a 
bean, and was book-able via a form downloaded from the Internet. It did depend on a close 
transit from a scheduled display. In this case the transit would be from an aerobatic display 
on the Isle of Wight back to base at Scampton.  
We had confirmation from the Event Coordinator in Cranwell and I was given a few forms 
to complete. The most important pieces of information  included the GPS coordinates for 
Hiltingbury Rec and the timing and maximum altitude of any ground activity which could 
affect flight safety. Would the red-tailed hawks from the Birds of Prey display try to take-
on the red RAF Hawks. I had to find out.  
At this point our advertising machine jumped into action. Ten thousand leaflets with a Red 
Arrow back-drop were printed. We updated our web-site to include this star attraction. We 
contacted radio and television. It was incredulous that our insignificant Fete could host a 
flypast by one of the world’s premier aerobatic teams. Realists in the Community 
outnumbered believers. 
Three days before the event we were at least optimistic about the weather but the Reds had 
not called to give us their flypast time. After a wee cajoling Cranwell got in touch with the 
Reds for us and gave us the flypast time – 13:24 – this would be Hiltingbury’s finest 
minute!  
Two days before the countdown we promoted our Event outside the Hiltingbury schools 
with the appropriate flyers (paper ones, not pilots). We glowingly passed on the 13:24 time 
information to the children and parents. The excitement was obvious although many 
thought it was a stunt and wanted re-assurance that we were not staging an enactment using 
red wheelbarrows. 
 
Eagle eyeing the Red Arrows movie clip: http://www.gridlight-design.co.uk/hca/ 
 
Then, one day to go, and a message came from the special one, Red 3, a Flight Lieutenant 
Mike Ling who had just communicated with Southampton Control. They told him they 
were usually “very busy on Sundays” and he was advised to call back again on Sunday 
morning  - the day of the Event. This was a real flight-in-the-soup situation and our morale 
took a nose-dive. We decided to keep the wraps on this latest and worrying piece of 
military intelligence. 
I couldn’t just ignore the issue so I called Clare for the Southampton ATC manager’s email 
contact details. I could have made a phone call but as a worthless GA pilot and a member 
of the vociferous IBM Flying Club I felt I was on the wrong side of the thresh-hold. So 
instead I wrote a sob-story email explaining how hundreds of children would be bitterly 
disappointed if the flypast was a no-show.  
No response came to the email (I found out later that the Manager was off duty). I then had 
the brainwave of finding a Hiltingbury resident who was a real-life Flight Controller and 



could present our case to his Southampton peers. After a little trawling I found a Swanwick 
Area Controller who lived locally. Not only was he approachable but also he planned to 
visit the Fete.  

On our behalf he kindly called the Southampton Watch Manager and explained the 
situation. The Manager responded that he didn’t think that the Sunday flypast would be an 
issue. Morale once again soared with the Hawks. 

We never heard anymore until the appointed minute when, to the roar of delight from 4000 
onlookers, TEN Red Arrows screamed across Hiltingbury recreation ground in their full 
smoke livery.  
As you can imagine from then the superlatives came gushing out from all those who had 
witnessed this incredible flypast spectacle over Hiltingbury Rec. It was Realists 0 Believers 
1.  Red Barrows 0 Red Arrows 1. 
And, as the formation passed over, it occurred to me that for all three parties; our 
Community Association, the Southampton ATC, and the RAF, I had just experienced a 
glorious wing-wing situation. 
Roger Clark 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Photograph - James Hodgson.  http://www.j-hodgson.co.uk  
 
 
 
 
          
 
 
 



Recently GASCo have kindly published the article below in their Flight Safety magazine 
which all aircraft owners automatically receive. If you do not automatically receive Flight 
Safety you can do so by paying a small subscription. 
www.gasco.org.uk  
 
Aptitude, Attitude and Airspace. 
 
 It is no exaggeration to say the airspace infringement problem is very serious indeed. 
With 650 infringements, into NATS controlled airspace, reported for 2007 urgent action is 
needed to try to remedy this situation and certainly to prevent it getting any worse. This 
figure does not take into account infringements into non NATS airspace or infringements of 
restricted airspace such as that surrounding the Red Arrows' displays. It will indeed be very 
serious for general aviation (GA) if the situation deteriorates further, as it's not beyond the 
realms of possibility for the various bodies / authorities concerned to look at ways of 
curtailing GA activity. 
 Why is the infringement problem happening when there has been so much publicity 
on this subject and much work has been carried out in trying to find ways to alleviate it? 
Both AIS and NATS generally are approachable and keen to reach out and help, particularly 
to correct any misperceptions which do seem to occur. A visit to AIS is very useful indeed 
and I defy anyone to return from such a visit saying he / she hasn't learnt something new. A 
visit to Swanwick is also very educational and, having taken several groups there, all the 
feedback has been very positive indeed. Comments such as: "Oh, I didn't know that." "That 
visit really opened my eyes." and "Now I know that I'll do things differently." 
 Measures taken to address the infringement problem include the recent introduction 
of the very much extended Farnborough LARS, a variety of listening squawks and London 
Information now has its own squawk. Advice and tips are available on various GA websites 
and in the GA magazines. There are also presentations, e.g. from NATS, to try to highlight 
this issue. These measures demonstrate the serious nature of the infringement problem and 
how seriously safety is taken. However, much as these measures are laudable, and 
everyone involved is to be congratulated, they are in a sense treating the symptoms (which 
is right and proper) but not tackling the underlying disease. The problem(s) need to be 
diagnosed and the correct treatment implemented.  
 Reasons for infringements seem to include such things as: GPS problems (dead 
batteries, incorrect input of flight details, outdated or inaccurate database, loss of satellites), 
distraction e.g. sick passenger, lack of NOTAMs, weather problems (whether inadequate 
pre flight briefing or unexpected deterioration), navigation errors, incorrect pressure 
setting, misreading of chart and, very sadly, pilots deliberately choosing to turn off the 
transponder and fly through controlled airspace. Basically all these reasons, with the 
exception of the last (there are no words to describe something so blatantly irresponsible 
and dangerous) and perhaps the second, are covered under one heading and that is 
planning.  
 A few months ago I was reading one of the general aviation magazines and one 
particular phrase has stuck in my mind. “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 (which we’ve all had to work hard to attain) and a great responsibility. 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. The roads have 
many tragedies but any mishaps in the air have the potential to be far more devastating and 



can include unimaginable dreadful trauma, bereavement, turmoil and upheaval the 
repercussions of which will stay with those affected forever.  
 We all require a certain amount of aptitude in order to be able to fly i.e. our ability 
to manipulate the controls and to learn the various exercises / skills etc but it is often 
forgotten that our attitudes play a very significant part in our overall performance. Several 
times I have heard the following comment about flying: 
"All you need to know is how to take off and land because the bit in the middle's easy." 
If the bit in the middle is so easy why are so many infringements occurring? 
Another remark is: "If you can't fly from A to B without planning then you're not up to 
much." It's that bit in the middle again and the important word in the above remark is 
planning. The attitudes displayed here leave a lot to be desired yet these pilots are capable of 
manipulating the controls, have passed the various exams and therefore demonstrated the 
aptitude to fly.  
  

 
Reds - Synchro Pair.                                                                                            Picture by Bruce Maliphant 

We are all human and all equally fallible. I am sure the majority of pilots are responsible, 
conscientious and horrified when they realise they have inadvertently committed an 
infringement. However, I also believe there is a resistant core of pilots who will not plan, 
will not read NOTAMs, will not use the AIS freephone number, and will not bother to 
check the weather etc. These pilots think it is their automatic right to get in their machines 
and take to the skies regardless. We live on a small island, with a great deal of controlled 
and complex airspace, and the days of those magnificent men in their flying machines have 
gone. Of course, the men are just as magnificent but their machines have changed 
dramatically - from microlights right across to high performance turbines, both single and 
twin, and jets all coming under the umbrella of general aviation. Times have changed and 
all pilots (regardless of what they fly) must understand that. We fly in the UK, which is 
complicated, and frankly if you can fly safely and well in the UK it provides a very good 
basis for you to fly elsewhere. Learning to fly in "Dear Old Blighty" is, in my opinion, a 



positive thing - as long as you've had a good instructor who teaches all the right things 
including planning, use of the transponder and radio!  

 
We all have a duty to fly as well as possible and to 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 seems to be a skill that is in decline. Good planning takes time and patience but I do 
feel that, (particularly since the advent of GPS), it’s a skill that is being disregarded. I am 
not anti GPS (it's very impressive and a useful tool) but do have a healthy scepticism 
towards it for all the reasons we know about and, again this is just my opinion, I believe it 
is making people lazy so preventing actual thinking and reducing awareness. This sort of 
scenario is also being seen on the roads but finding yourself on the wrong road is somewhat 
different to finding yourself inside controlled airspace! There is no substitute for proper 
planning and that includes everything associated with the flight. 
 

 
 
All involved in GA have a role to play in tackling the infringement issue. Education 

must start from day one of training and continue throughout training and beyond. 
Instructors have a duty to instil the highest of standards in their students and all pilots have 
a duty to be responsible and not become blasé or complacent about aviation.  Post PPL can 
be a difficult time for some, and understandably so, but it is imperative to keep 
communication and continuing education as priorities. There is so much to learn and keep 
learning in aviation - you never stop learning. It has to be said that some pilots are afraid to 
ask advice as they do not want to look silly in front of their friends and peer group pressure 
plays a considerable role in many situations - I know this only too well. I have horrid 
memories of being teased on one particular occasion, coming into a strange airfield and 
unhappy with the approach, so I went around which was absolutely the right thing to do. 



However, to a certain couple of people watching on the ground it was the cause of much 
amusement and asinine remarks. I hasten to add this has not prevented me from making the 
right decision, and I have no hesitation in going around, but I was somewhat dismayed and 
upset at the attitude portrayed. At the time it was hurtful but I have developed a thicker skin 
since. 
 Pilots need to understand that controllers are busy and dealing with more than is 
always apparent over the radio. Just because the radio appears not to be busy doesn't 
necessarily mean the controller is sitting there playing Sudoku! Equally, controllers need to 
understand that flying is demanding and the workload can be very high particularly to 
someone inexperienced. As a pilot it's easy to tell the good, professional controllers and I'm 
sure the controllers say that about pilots. It is embarrassing to hear how badly some pilots 
struggle with the radio and I understand totally the frustration controllers must feel. Gaining 
a Radiotelephony Licence is not difficult but it does require practice to keep a good standard. 
Being afraid of controlled airspace and ATC will not remedy the situation. Most controllers 
wish to help. However, it has to be said controllers, like pilots, are human and we all have 
our "off days". If a controller appears to have got out of the bed the wrong side don't let it put 
you off. Remain calm and professional but do not fly into controlled airspace without 
permission. I mentioned the word professional because a professional licence is not required 
in order to fly in a professional way.  
 The measures being taken to tackle the infringement problem will, I am sure, have a 
beneficial effect but GA cannot rely on ATC to keep it out of trouble. General aviation really 
needs to take a proactive approach to this problem and to somehow relay the correct 
messages e.g. planning, transponder, radio to all sectors of the GA community. I think there 
is a lack of communication post PPL, many pilots do not even know which websites to gain 
information from and I even met one newly qualified PPL who had not heard of AICs. This 
was revealed on a visit to AIS which, as mentioned previously, is very valuable. Addressing 
these issues means somehow reaching out to those pilots who will not attend meetings, 
presentations, are not part of clubs (or if they are it's just for social reasons), fly rarely and 
are generally uncommunicative. Attitudes do need to change.   
 I gained my wings at the beginning of 1995 and my flying has taken me to many 
different airfields in the UK, throughout Europe and to a very limited degree in  New 
Zealand and South Africa. I also undertook considerable further training which, apart from 
providing enhanced skills, also gave me an increased awareness of many aspects of aviation. 
The observations I have made in this article are literally what I have gleaned over those years 
both directly and indirectly. In summary these are the issues I believe require addressing: 
�  Quality of education and training at basic level. More emphasis to be placed 
on all aspects of planning, navigation, radio and transponder use.  
�  Awareness of controlled airspace and all it involves. The dangers of 
infringing controlled and restricted airspace e.g. Red Arrows. Educate students about 
NOTAMs, the AIP and AICs etc. 
�  More emphasis on human performance / factors would also be valuable. This 
particular subject has always been the poor relation of the main PPL subjects but it is time it 
was afforded greater priority.  
�  Greater awareness and appreciation that the sky is shared with many different 
types of aircraft. Airmanship and consideration to others. 
�  Continuing awareness / education after basic training particularly with regard 
to the importance of planning. Many PPLs do not know where to access information and do 
not keep up to date with changes.  



�  Motivation of the resistant core of pilots who seem not to care, are reluctant to 
attend meetings and generally wish to “do their own thing”. How to access these pilots and 
convey the correct messages is, I think, the hardest thing of all. 
 Finally I would like to finish with a quote from the American football coach, Lou 
Holtz: 
      “Ability is what you are capable of doing, motivation determines what you do and 
attitude determines how well you do it.” 
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Many thanks are due to those who have contributed to this newsletter. Please keep the 
articles coming! 
Clare 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


