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Foreword


“To a man with imagination a map is the key to adventure”


Solo to Sydney was given to me by Francis as a wedding present. We had met in Devon in 1936 and a week later he had asked me to marry him. I knew nothing of his flying life at that time, but Amy Johnson later told me, “You are going to marry the best navigator in the world.”


Knowing nothing of those skills at the time, I realise now why I liked this book instinctively. There is a similar sense of purpose there which I came to recognise in the sailing life which I later shared with him.


His exuberance, enthusiasm and sense of urgency, combined with his tremendous attention to detail and infinite capacity for taking pains heightened Francis' satisfaction in having achieved something that had not been done before. But he did not learn easily. I have seen him patiently practising fly-fishing in a square in Chelsea – like Matisse, who said, “I have drawn this line a hundred times before I got it right.”


Now fifty years later I still re-read this book with much pleasure. It is a good story of early pioneering, for as he makes his way across the world with optimistic faith and committment, he introduces some of the early aerodromes and aviators, those men who opened up the air routes of the world. No computers or monitoring for them. Since those days the world has become very small. Recently when I flew back from Australia in a big jet in twenty-four hours, it made his flight seem very ‘period.' I was invited to the cockpit and saw the monitors and computers they had. Every minute we knew where we were – our height, speed, course, the wind, etc.


The whole book is compulsive reading, but I still find the flight through monsoons over Java and the later description of his entry into Australia the most vividly compelling. His forced landing at the water bore and losing his way bear witness to the fact that world mapping was very greatly needed at that time.


As Francis drew near to the end of his journey he began to dread the anti-climax of facing people and making speeches, which to him were more exhausting and depressing than the red dust storm which brought further hazard to his approach to Sydney. The familiar tension of the adventure was about to give way once more to the down-draft of life on the ground.


Sheila Chichester


London 1981
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Introduction


 “If one had been over the road before and knew the route and conditions … but then the Romance would be gone!”


Romance is the key-note of this incredible flight. A novice airman, “The Fledgling” as “Mr. Punch” calls him, alone, in the smallest of planes, to the Antipodes. And, as Lindbergh said on a famous occasion: “This expedition was not organised for money-making purposes.” An amateur in every sense, out for the thrill of an unexampled, unrepeatable experience; the “one-time joy” of the Greek philosopher. Read the chapters on the Arabian Desert and the crossing to Darwin and you will realise what Lawrence meant by the “tonic exhilaration of fear.”


Chichester is a young man, 28, and has always been the same, since as an urchin he caught an adder and brought it home, in spite of bites; and survived. Ten years of varied and adventurous experience, completely on his own resources, were the real foundation of his achievement, rather than his extremely short aeronautical noviciate.


Caesar, after adding Gaul to the empire, dictated notes from his diaries to serve as a guide for young officers, and his text book is still the best manual for the aspiring soldier. This book may serve in the same way as the manual of the aspiring airman; more than that, I should call his career a guide for younger sons; in a drab, over-civilised world, it shows that within the Empire, no special gifts but energy and determination may win the prize of swift adventurous success.


As a schoolboy at Marlborough, he was too original to shine; and at games he was handicapped by extremely short sight. Sheer determination won him his Rugby cap; but he left school early, and, obviously unfitted for sedentary life, was apprenticed to farming. An ineradicable propensity to race the farmer's horses brought this experiment to a disastrous end, and the ne'er-do-well was shipped steerage to New Zealand at eighteen. Three days later, an accident in the stoke hold gave him the chance of his first and most gruelling job as an emergency stoker. In New Zealand, he started work on a farm; found it dull, struck for higher wages; not getting them, cleared off to the King Country, then being broken in, and made good wages saw-milling and bush-felling. After six months he had saved enough to indulge the day-dream of his boyhood—authorship. Hiring a room in a small country township, he spent laborious days reading with the idea of self-education, and writing a novel, long since destroyed. In the evenings, he boxed or went for training horses with the lads of the village, to whom he explained himself as swatting for an exam. Presently, his savings petered out; it was less easy to get a job, and he wandered to the West Coast, where he spent a couple of years in coal mines and gold diggings. This period has left pleasant memories and a few firm friends. Mining appealed to a lad of 19 as a man's job, with a good dash of hard drinking and high gambling thrown in; but there was more than that: the West Coasters are held in New Zealand to be the world's kindliest and most warm-hearted folk. But, much as he enjoyed this life and freely as he indulged in its cruder joys, Chichester had no idea of being a manual worker for long; when he had saved up £400 he went back to the North Island to try business. First as a salesman, partly to gain experience, partly for love of the variety and roving life. Selling the “Farmer's Register,” he went from station to station in an old Ford, carrying his tent and tucker, and incidentally developing into a crack shot at rabbits. At this time chance brought him into contact with Mr. Geoffrey Goodwin, a young man just starting business and anxiously looking for the right partner, as regards character rather than capital. The combination proved remarkably successful; after six years of partnership, during which he had married, Chichester was in a position to carry out what had become the ruling ambition of his life, to become an airman. The firm of Goodwin and Chichester were pioneers of civil aviation in New Zealand; they had imported Avro Avians, and devoted much time and capital in the venturesome hope of ultimately developing commercial aviation. Chichester, besides wanting to learn flying, was anxious to re-visit England after ten years' absence, and to study commercial flying in America and Europe. The idea had already occurred to him that, if he could learn to fly, it would save shipping freight and be exciting fun to fly back.


Determination is a quality Chichester shares with many Englishmen; peculiarly his own is the capacity for taking infinite pains. Readers of this narrative will see for themselves that his mind works with intense activity, elaborating every detail, leaving him as exhausted as physical overexertion; he always was a bad sleeper, and knows nothing of that empty passivity of heart and brain which most of us find so comfortable. Before leaving New Zealand he spent many a night hour thinking out details of equipment and training. He left New Zealand in April, 1929, with nine months before him. The trip opened disastrously: the strain of overwork and exacting business demands had knocked him out, and two months of the precious nine were lost in hospital at Los Angeles. His opening chapters give a detailed account of his training as an airman; instead of enlarging on that, I prefer to give you a memory that seems to me characteristic of the man. I was with him when he learned ski-ing in the Southern Alps; he took a long time, and surely no man ever had so many falls in a week. But he mastered the art sufficiently for his immediate purpose, which was to cover the long snow distances involved in winter mountaineering. He would make a first-class mountaineer. Time and weather conditions forbade an attempt on Mt. Cook; but with Oskar Coberger, a careful and daring guide, he scaled the face of Mt. Seely by an untried route, getting down somehow in the winter dusk by the ordinary ridge route, which is not safe or easy even in summer. He tells me that even now his usual aviator's nightmare of flying blind is occasionally diversified by a nightmare of ice-covered rotten rocks in a traverse or couloir.


He has been called “the world's shyest airman.” One might add, the most modest. The other day I heard him make a perfectly characteristic remark talking to the Director of Air Services: “When Elijah is done up I shall go round New Zealand for a bit giving joy rides. … It's really the best way to learn to fly.”


 G. W. Z.


20th April, 1930.








Chapter One


This chapter, being an attempt to answer the question so often put to me: “How did you learn enough in five months to enable you to fly to Australia?” should be passed over by anyone not interested in the a b c of learning how to fly.


Briefly, I only just did learn enough in the time.


It has been said that flying is an art, like writing or making love. If you can't do it nobody will ever teach you, and if you can nobody will ever stop you.


But about the art of flying there is at least one notable difference: the writer and lover can try and try again; the aviator must master his technique in the few weeks when the instructor is beside him to prevent a mistake from costing him his life. Let him set about correcting a nose-spin the wrong way when close to the ground, and he will be unable to explain to admiring younger sisters how even the art of flying must finally yield its secret to man's patience and force of will.


Personally, used to learning things off my own bat by the try and try again method, as, for instance, skiing, when I think I fell 444 times the first day, I found learning to fly with an instructor extraordinarily difficult, and in fact had to put in 24 hours' dual instruction before I was considered safe to go solo five minutes. In the process I drove eight instructors to lifting the bowl of wine oftener than usual. “Land a plane,” they'd say, “why! it's easy!” And so it is. It's as easy for a beginner as it is for a new-chum driver to steer his car through a six foot gateway, twenty consecutive times, at seventy miles an hour, without touching either side. And some young fellows who had just left school would be off solo after only six or seven hours dual. Sometimes I would despair. I'd make a perfect landing, but fifty feet above the aerodrome. More usually the instructor would save by inches the ship and crew, about to fly full tilt into the wire fence. Was I going to show myself a prize squarehead? Had I set my heart on doing the London-Sydney flight without possessing enough of the art to pilot a plane solo round an easy aerodrome, and in perfect weather? Here was I making a frightful fuss about that portion of the game which can be described as “Flying without tears.” Why! that was nothing. I had to be back in N.Z. within six months from the day I landed in England, at the end of July. Here are some of the things I needed to become proficient at before I could think of attempting the flight:—


Cross-wind landings, right and left hand ditto, cross-wind take-offs, forced landings, heavy load landings and take-offs, night flying, compass navigation, sextant navigation, map-reading, sufficient mechanical knowledge to do any repairs necessary on my own engine, sufficient knowledge of rigging and repairing to enable me to execute at least rough repairs, drift-reading (which can be put in as a separate branch of navigation, it is so important in crosscountry work), meteorology and the handling of a plane under all the different weather conditions likely to be met with, the handling of Customs, police, military and civil authorities, the organisation of petrol, oil, and food supplies.


What equipment was best suited for the job? What happened if one struck, or were struck by, a monsoon or a waterspout? Here were all these problems waiting attention, while I yet despaired of reaching even that state of aeronautical bliss entitled “Solo.”


And then, time was so short. When I left New Zealand I had intended to have six months for the job, but a severe operation which kept me in hospital at Hollywood, in California, until within two weeks of landing in Southampton, had shortened the available time by two precious months, besides leaving me, for my first month in England, still feeling pretty ill.


And when you are in a terrific hurry, what an exasperating business it is, learning to fly! To begin with, it was costing me £4 an hour for instruction. You might think the pain of paying £4 for sixty minutes in an aeroplane would be sufficient sacrifice to provide yourself with sixty minutes of unalloyed bliss. No, Sir, not a bit of it! Before you have finished your course, you will be seen with bended head, and hat in hand, humbly begging an instructor to allow you to present him with a trifling £4. The word “flying” you will not dare to mention. You will merely breathe a silent prayer that he will later call you out, put you in a plane, and tell you for half an hour a few of the worst of your crimes. Before you have finished, you will be so tamed, it will seem quite natural to wait all day at the aerodrome for a lesson, to see half a dozen youths or girls pushed up ahead of you, and finally, at the end of the only fine day for a week, listen without remonstrance when told there will be no chance for you to have a lesson that day. Pay £4 an hour, why, you presently beg to be able to! But when is it possible? To-day it is calm and probably too bumpy. Another day it is not calm, and certainly too bumpy. This day the wind is in the wrong direction, another time it is too strong. To-day being Saturday, everybody has arrived for a lesson, and you are squeezed out. A fine day comes, everything is propitious; unfortunately the only machine left on the aerodrome has a split-pin in its intake manifold. On top of this, I found it useless to take more than half an hour's instruction any one day. If you do, your brain will get indigestion, and instead of advancing, you will be retarded. You quickly learn that it is a whole time occupation. You fancy you can neatly wedge in a morning's business, yet absorb the usual amount of aeronautical knowledge in the remainder of the day. Very likely the first result will be that you miss, by only a few feet, crashing into another kite when taxiing across the aerodrome. A few more narrow squeaks will prove that you are decidedly unsafe in a plane except when in the right mood. The get-rich-quick, go-getter, super-salesman mood is death and damnation in the air. Nowadays, I walk round and round my plane, fiddling with a nut here, or a control there, until that calm, benign and benevolent mood steals over me; such a mood as you feel must be the portion of some Ancient Mariner, when with a foot long ziff stirring gently to the sea breeze, and with feet crossed, he leans back against the dinghy's edge, pulling somnolently at his upturned clay, and with unwinking eyes contemplates the horizon.


However, learning to fly has its compensations. The day arrives when at last you make two 3-point landings in succession. It is the same as being in love: your heart swells with love for your neighbour, the drone of Cirrus engines no longer suggests incipient engine-knock at every beat, you forget your creditors, the world is at your feet, flying is child's play. It is incredible that you should ever have imagined it difficult. Your fancy flies ahead, you work out how you consider the controls should be moved for a slow roll or a half roll off the top of a loop; the intricacies of flying no longer hold any terrors. In short, complete happiness is your portion. Next morning you are up with the lark, and make a sorry imitation of him in your bath. You set out for the aerodrome with the nearest resemblance to a rush possible in London. Bursting with confidence, you board a plane. I reproduce some of the politer parts of the ensuing castigation:—


“Don't jerk your tail so suddenly, or one day in long grass you'll trip and nose over.”


“Don't swivel all over the field. Watch a point on the horizon and take off straight.”


“If you take off before you've got up flying speed, the slightest gust of wind will stall you, and you'll write off the undercarriage.”


“The regulations are you must not turn till 500 yards beyond the aerodrome perimeter.”


“You're turning with too much rudder, and not enough bank.”


“Keep your nose down turning. Nose too high, too much bank, not enough rudder and side-slipping. You're asking for a spin.”


“Watch your speed while turning. You'll lose flying speed and hit the deck before you can recover it.”


“Make all your control movements smooth. You're jerking the kite about like a washing-machine.”


“You are headed straight for that plane approaching. You must watch for other machines and keep to the right.”


“The regulations for this aerodrome say left-hand circuits, so don't make them right-hand.”


“Cut off your engine. Keep your eye all the time on the spot where you want to land. Widen your arc of approach as you are obviously overshooting. Watch the flying speed on the turns. Try to keep the speed at a steady 60 miles per hour when landing. You have slight rudder on all the time and left wing is low. Give your engine a short burst, to see it's all right. You have flattened out much too soon. No use making a perfect landing 60 feet too high. Put on your engine and go round again.”


Next time:—


“Man alive, can't you see you're headed straight for the fence? More engine quickly. Watch that plane taxiing across the aerodrome. He has no right to move while we are landing, but you can't run into him.”


Bump! The wretched machine hits the ground and rebounds 15 feet into the air.


“For the love of Mike put on your engine when you do that, and don't wipe off your undercarriage by dropping back stalled on to the deck.”


You then make the world's worst landing in a series of rabbit hops. The instructor (what a life!) inspects to see what damage is done. If you are permitted to try another landing, the result will be much the same. At the end of the day, after the humiliating spectacle provided by a fellow student, who, with only a third of the instruction you have had, makes seven perfect landings in succession, you crawl humbly home, the sorriest dog in the world, unable adequately to conceal your tail between your legs.








Chapter Two


At last, on August 13th, the time really did come when I was pronounced more or less safe to pilot a bus solo, and I got in the first five minutes. From that time I was able to pick up things more rapidly. I set about acquiring an “A” or mug-pilot's license. First to put in seven hours solo. The only hardship in that was to translate it into £4 an hour. Then, on August 19th, the sealed barograph, to do the 6,500 feet height test. How important and dignified one feels as one climbs into the three-layered Sidcote suit necessary to stand the cold! At 7,000 feet I passed through a solid belt of cloud which totally concealed the earth from view. What a glorious, colossal snow field one travelled over! Not a break or change in it in any direction as far as the eye could see, just roll upon roll, wave upon wave of endless snow. Above, infinite space, illimitable emptiness, with only the sun shining brazenly, eternally … What complete isolation, solitariness! Such, I imagine, must be the sensations of a Polar flier. It was worth a lot to have that moment. But I desisted from climbing after reaching 10,500 feet, because by then I had had enough time to work out that it was costing 1/9 every extra 100 feet I climbed.


After the height test came the oral examination by the secretary of the Royal Aero Club. There are 150 articles of the Aeronautical faith to be mastered. It took hard cramming from 7.30 till 10 one night to do it. However, next morning I was able to satisfy my examiner on many abstruse questions, such as:—


“What arrangements of its lights enables one to distinguish a fixed balloon from a free balloon? What is signified by two white lights, vertically situated 6 feet apart and visible through a dihedral angle of 220 degrees?” I wish I could remember. Fortunately in New Zealand sheep are more common than either fixed or free balloons. I must confess I would sooner run into a free sheep than any balloon, however lightly fixed.


Now approached the great moment! I could fly a little, and was confident that I could learn to fly better. But navigation? Map-reading? Ah! that might well be a different matter. Suppose I couldn't navigate across country? Finding one's way about the bit of country I had seen while flying round the aerodrome had looked as easy to me as finding the missing link.


The first time I ventured away from the aerodrome was most exciting. At first everything was a jumble. Then I picked out a railway line, the Thames, Staines reservoir. With the aid of the map I found Byfleet. Flying at snail pace I recognised other landmarks shown on the map. Joy of joys! If I could do that much the first day, competence must be a matter only of practice and experience. It was like beginning to swim: at first venturing only a few feet, then every day a little further.


On August 28th, I secured my license. On September 8th I bought a Gypsy Moth; it sounds simple, but was not so for me, because already my jam had been almost stopped owing to a slump we were having at home in New Zealand. Every available scrap of paper not filled already with notes on how to fly and how not to fly, I filled with countless budgets on cost, maintenance, and (not least) expected repairs. I bought the Moth because I had taken a very strong liking to the Gypsy engine. It was not the plane I wanted. I had left New Zealand with the idea in my mind of buying a bigger and better machine. It was by now perfectly apparent that financial reasons made its acquisition impossible, so I bought what I could.


On the 11th I flew up to Liverpool, and thence on the 14th to visit my parents in North Devon. Here I learned Flying Lessons Nos. 17 and 18. I had been showing the lads of the village what a smart little boy I was with a real live aeroplane. On renewing my acquaintance with terra firma I made a shocking landing on a rabbit burrow. Thence bounding into the air I was overawed by a stately oak tree barring forward progress, so did not put on the engine. Bang! Down we came against the raised side of a concealed cart track. Like hoar frost on a window pane, burst the daylight through the side of the fuselage, and we came to rest with drooping plumage like a winged partridge. Well, that was no good to me. After ten years here was I back in the old home village. I could sense already how the air would vibrate with “I told 'ee so.”


Short wave length, long wave length.


“There baint no good did ever coom fram they nu-fangled aireoplanes.”


I scratched the old poll and then bethought me of Jarge Moore, who with his boxing abilities, became, in the days of my youth, responsible for the present plebian profile of my proboscis. At least, if he could break noses, he was a carpenter, and should now have a chance to mend compression struts. I rushed off pell-mell for Jarge, hoping no one would spot, meanwhile, the disembowelled flank of the plane. Jarge and I got busy with hammer and tongs.


“Fourteen inches of ¾in. by ½in.” would say I. “Right” would say he. And in no time we had constructed soap-box replicas of the original struts, not to mention one or two additional ones we invented ourselves. Eighteen hours later we took to the air again. And a very nice repair too. F.L. 17: Don't fly to impress an audience. F.L. 18: Don't land in a cul-de-sac, whence you are unable to rise if you make a dud landing.


Next day I took our old gardener for a flight. He needed a mighty lot of persuading: in fact he is the only man I have ever pushed into coming as my passenger. But I thought it would be worth while to see the result, particularly as he had the breeze up so much beforehand. I had always had a warm spot for him (Wilkey was his name), since the day when, working in a quarry, he put his partner's best bowler on the blasting charge after the fuse had been lit. At the last moment he pointed out the hat to his partner. The owner of the hat nearly went mad with peeve. How I should have loved to see that bowler flying sky-high among a few hundredweight of rocks big and small! I understand the biggest rock, after describing a longer parabola than the hat, made a perfect 3-point landing fair and square on top of it.


When we landed again Wilkey said: “Do you realise what this date is, Master Francis?” “No,” says I. “Well,” he replies, “this is your birthday. Twenty-eight years ago this day 'twas I that was sent to fetch the doctor to help you make your first landing in this world. And I never did think that day, that 28 years later you'd be taking me up in an aeroplane.”


Two days later, it being Monday, September 20th, the time arrived for me to set out once more for Brooklands. There was a pretty hefty breeze blowing, but with the help of Wilkey and my two sisters hanging on to the wings I taxied the old bus out all right. She seemed to rise vertically into the air, the wind was so strong. Thereupon I christened her Elijah, and Elijah she has been to me ever since. It is true that previous Elijahs have been of the male sex, but of course the best thing about every good rule is the breaking of it. My Elijah is a lady—a perfect lady.


Back we scudded at the rate of knots. No aeroplanes were out at any of the aerodromes we passed. It is a great feeling to ride the elements —provided you feel full of confidence. Inexperience sometimes accentuates this feeling, but never with justification, I fear. Even so I guessed landing would provide some fun, but I found the idea exhilarating. With this flight I had definitely passed the extreme novice stage, when flying is 3 per cent. fun and 97 per cent. wear, tear and fear, and exciting all the time. From now on it changed to 5 per cent. great exhilaration, 10 per cent. blue funk, 15 per cent. placid enjoyment, 40 per cent. slight worry, and the remaining 30 per cent. fatigue and tedium. At the same time there was still an undercurrent of excitement all the while. Of course, to get the 5 per cent. it is well worth putting up with the other 95 per cent. otherwise no one would fly.


It is good sport landing in a strong wind. As you are a foot from the ground and just about to settle, a strong gust sends you up ten or fifteen feet into the air. When the gust dies down, you are left high and dry in a thoroughly stalled condition, whence you drop with a thump or your undercarriage, or prop. This will mean a ten days' sojourn in the rigging hospital with acute longer-onitis or propelleritis. If you put the engine on as the gust lifts, flying speed should be obtainable before the gust drops away again. I think one soon learns that the only way to land in a strong wind is to fly on to the ground and taxi in flying position with a little engine, until the machine has practically lost way, when it will need an exceptionally hard blast of wind to lift it off the ground, provided always you keep going dead into wind.


My first shot at landing was a dud. I bumped, so went off again. Next time, although the kite kept on lifting from the deck, I flew it in carefully and came successfully to a halt. Fine! I felt proud of my piece of work. There is some proverb about pride. I began taxiing towards the hangars. This necessitated travelling across-wind. I had the interesting experience of seeing the port wing-tip dip slowly and gracefully to the ground. Unable to dip further, the tip slowly crumpled up. The other wing rose equally slowly till the whole machine balanced itself on the port wing-tip. Thence it seemed to take a leap into the air, landing fair and square on its nose, with the tail sticking up vertically towards heaven. I found myself in the undignified position of dangling in the safety belt and looking down at the ground ten feet below.


End of Flying Lesson No. 19.


Price £75.


I may say my rural repairs to the longeron and compression struts caused any amount of amusement to the riggers. They immediately wanted to know what colony I hailed from. Apparently it is not the custom in England for pilots to effect their own temporary repairs. At least these accidents were very valuable, in that I acquired elementary knowledge of repair work and rigging through them. Under the supervision of the chief rigger I worked for 50 hours during the next week, repairing the mess.


After this, I went solidly into training for the finer points of flying.


It seemed to me that the most important thing of all was the landing. I set about practising, to enable myself to land a plane safely—if not in pretty 3-point fashion—in the smallest possible space, no matter what the weather was like, no matter what the ground was like, no matter what mood one was in. Especially the last—to be able to land safely when unwilling to fly, too tired or not feeling fit. I used to fly when I felt least like it, testing each manoeuvre almost to destruction; seeing how close to the fence I could land, how slowly I could bring Elijah in, with how much wind I could make cross-wind and down-wind landings. I used to stick a piece of cloth on the ground 150 yards from the fence, and practise by the hour, first touching the aerodrome where the rag lay, secondly finishing the run on top of the rag. In still air, the latter is extremely difficult to do with a Moth. You have to fly straight at the fence and at the last moment stall the plane over it.


In addition to the above I usually did half an hour a day practising forced landings. I used to climb to 1,000 feet and then, cutting off the engine, pick the best field I could. At first I used always to overshoot the field, because I entered so thoroughly into the game that I really thought my engine was now dead, and that to undershoot was fatal. After some practice one learns to make better approaches, so as just to skim the trees or fence surrounding the field picked. Judgment in estimating the size of fields is only acquired slowly. Nowadays I find it extraordinarily difficult to land in the middle of an aerodrome; I cannot get out of the habit of just hopping the fence however big the aerodrome may be. One often finds oneself scraping in at the extreme end of a big field, and then, after landing is finished, one takes off again to fly to the other end of the aerodrome.


The day's programme usually included half an hour's simple stunts, such things as loops, spins, and stall turns, to improve air work. One loop cost me £20. The locker lid came half open, and out dropped my best overcoat (also being my one and only), tool-kit, front seat cushion and hat. The hat was later found and caused much pleasure to the policeman who returned it. “I've returned many a lost harticle,” he said, “but never yet hanythink dropped from a hareoplane.” At the same time I had in the locker a pair of red and purple pyjama trousers. I used secretly to obtain much satisfaction by wearing these as a scarf. On landing, I discovered they had caught on the tail plane strut, and here they were flying fully extended in the slipstream of the propeller.
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