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As with the other single seat Fighters that Jack had
learned to fly, no trainers for Meteors, so it was a
matter of reading the POH notes and off you go. He
found the aireraft to be fairly predictable and forgiving
in flight, but oh so slow and heavy to accelerate, with
the take off being a real dragged out affair - and there
were no overshoots, because the time taken to spool
up the early Derwent engines could be 15 seconds — by
which time one had landed - or crashed.

A friend of Jack’s, Bob Large, thought that the alarmist
stories then beginning to circulate amongst the Pilots
concerning the Meteors ability to kill Pilots when an
engine failed, were overrated, so he switched off the
engines neat to the Air field one day and glided in for
a deliberate dead stick landing without a problem, but
that is not to say that they weren’t a bit of a handful at
times.

The range was extremely short, with an endurance of
only 45 minutes or so, and if you lost an engine below
300mph, it was not possible to continue flying, due to
the large engine asymmetry. Also, although they now
had a bubble canopy, there were as yet no ejector
seats, and anyway it was doubtful that one could bail
out, due to the higher speed and high tail. Another of
Jacks friends was one of the first on the Sqdn to fly
with drop tanks to supplement the endurance. As they
watched him take off, they were convinced that he
wasn’t going to make it, however he did, just clearing
the boundary hedge by a few feet, as his machine
crawled slowly into the air. One way or another
though, they did lose an awful lot of Pilots on the early
‘Meat boxes’, which was how they earned that
nickname.

Another problem was that the fuselage was weak just
in front of the tail, and Jack was spotted by the
Conttroller, landing in a full stall attitude, as he did
with Spits and Mustangs. A tail strike would have
broken the fuselage, so they pointed out the etror of
his ways, and thereafter in all landings the aircraft was
powered onto the deck, which he found to be a bit
alien, but he got used to it. Flying these eatly jets was
a matter of trial and error, and they wrote the book as
they went along.

Jack and Robin were still resisting Commissions, and
together with another NGO, Des Axfotd, were the only
non-comissioned officers in the RAF now flying Jets,
and because they didn’t share the mess with the
Officers, but ate in the Sergeants mess, were odd men
out once again.

Fighter types all seemed to have Dogs, and Bob Large
used to take his Dog ‘Bambi’ with him when he flew
his ‘Meat box’, without raising too many eyebrows. He
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kept it in the cockpit behind his head. A visiting Test
Pilot treated them to an inverted fly-by, close to the
runway one day, and then instead of pushing the stick
forward to climb out, smacked it in to the runway, in a
ball of flame and black smoke. On anothet occasion,
someane landed and started to taxi with the flaps stili
down. An irate Senior Officer stormed out from the
crew hut, jumped up on the wing, reached inside the
cockpit without a word, and to the surprise of himself
and the Pilot, yanked hard on the U/Cart lever and
yaised the wheels — still he didn’t have as far to step
down as he had to climb up, and everyone had a good
laugh - except him of course.

Jack meanwhile had resumed the role of ‘dogsbody’.
Since he was the only one who had a twin rating he
did a fair amount of fetching and carrying in the
Squadrons Airspeed Oxford. On one occasion he
landed at an Airfield and got bawled out by the
Controller when five Dogs jumped out of the Oxford
behind him, and on another he had to go and pick up
a load of Lobsters in Wales for a banquet.

It seemed funny to Jack that here he was flying some
of the most sophisticated Aircraft in the world, at that
time, but he had to go into the local Town on the Bus,
because he only had a Motorbike licence, and couldn’t
legally drive a Car, but this was common to mamny
Servicemen in those cash strapped days.

The RAF and Jack parted in 1946, and he went back to
Civi street and Illustrating. His time in the Service was
undoubtedly made more difficult by his refusal to
accept a Commission, but for their own reasons he and
his mates didn’t want to become Officers. They had
joined up to fight an enemy that at the time seemed to
be on a roli, and although the odds against them were
huge, they pitched in to do their bit. Howevet, once

the War was won, even though they loved flying, they

preferred to help build the peace.

Jack didn't get to fire his guns at the enemy and never
really did anything especially heroic - except he was
one of a select band that flew the first Jets - and that
makes him a bit of a Hero in my book.

A TST does the Bleriot Centenary

Bash

In the in very infancy of aviation (in July 1909), Louis
Bleriot was the first person to fly across the English
Channel, from Calais to Dover. In July 2009, the
100th Anniversary of this important aviation event was
commemorated by a re-enactment of that epic flight.
A large number of microlight, ultralight and GA
aircraft participated in the re-enactment. Ted Snook
went along on the re-enactment flight to represent the
Thruster community.
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Tom Brearle(ifot the TST that carried Ted to France and back), out of his
immersion suit after the crossing, and looking pleased with himself and with

November Uniform - It never missed a beat in over three hours running.

WE CELEBRATE POSSIBLY THE MOST IMPORTANT
EVENT IN AVIATION

When I realised that the Centenary of the great man's
first practical use of an aeroplane was about to
happen, and that the event would be celebrated on
both sides of the Channel, 1 surmised that the event
would be marked by a glorious gaggle of Microlights
crossing the Channel in the wake turbulence of old
Louis.

At least that's how it would probably have turned out
if it had been organised by us and the French ULM
Pilots — but the French authorities grabbed hold of the
event and it was the French Pilots that went over to
follow the route, while UK Pilots were allowed to fly
over — not the actual route, but to Deal, because Dover
was notamed for a UK display by the time that we
were allowed to leave - still we all paid out homage to
the great pioneer as best we could. Anyway the
French individuals were charming, it's only the Gallic
authorities that are, as ever, either less than helpful or
have trouble organising a p**up in a wine bar.

{ had been offered a seat in a TST, that was making the
trip, but at the last moment 1 was let down, so I
hurriedly got onto friends who subscribe to the TOSG
Bulletin, and Tom Brearley posted an offer which I
grabbed on to with both hands ~ thanks Tom.  Nick
Brook also came through, but it would have taken a
week to organise that one, so reluctantly, I declined his
kind offer
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We planned to fly over to
France on Friday the 24th
July, with a return on the
25th, the actual Centenary
day. But there was some
doubt that the event was
going to happen at all, as the
weather forecast was a bit
5 dire - ceilings of under 500ft,
| thunder storms, and high
winds.

" I had a text message from
| Tom on my mobile to say that
. he had got from Exeter to
| Popham, where he had
stopped overnight, but was
on the ground still due to low
ceilings and thunder storms.
I took a ‘flyer’, as it were, and
left by car as the black skies
and thunderstorms hit my
patch, and the rain absolutely
fashed down.

We intending to meet up at Headcorn, so I hoped that
the weather Gods were kind to Tom. 1 was highly
chuffed and even a little surprised when half an hour
later I got another text message from Tom to say that he
and his TST had grabbed a little window in the weathes,
and they were on their way to out rendezvous, where a
couple of hours or so later we met up.

It's fairly amazing what you can pack into a TST - the
tent, pots, pans, little camping stove, and 30 on, were in
the wing, with more stuff under the seats, and our
sleeping bags and sundry junk strapped securely to the
top of the fuel tank, using several metres of B&Q shock
cord — I love that stuff — secure and never comes loose.
Although we are both around 75Kg, with all the bags
and full fuel, we were probably fairly close to the TST's
max AUW.

Originally taking part were supposed o be around 190
Microlights from the UK, with 40 from Belgium, plus
another 130 from France — not to mention the GA Pilots
who would be celebrating the event. Also there would
be air displays with the Red Arrows at Dover, and the
Patrouille de France over Sangatte, so the Channel was
going to be a crowded place - which would be handy if
the ‘Donkey’ died.

In the event though, with the very poor weather
forecast, approximately $6 Pilots decided that it was
not for them and dropped out. So that left something
like 94 intrepid Pilots, altogether 140 intrepid Souls,
with their passengers, to make the crossing.






