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FOREWORD

 A few years ago, my
great wife Joy and I celebrated our Diamond Jubilee with family and
friends. At the time, our son Brian coaxed me into jotting down
some of my flying memories for, as he said, “Dad, your career has
spanned flying over a period of rapid development – from
fabric-covered Cubs with a little 65-hp engine to Boeing 747s with
four engines developing some 240,000 pounds of thrust.”

I cannot
deny that I have enjoyed my chosen career through its many ups and
downs, and have also been lucky enough to have survived some of its
possible sudden endings! Many decades after its beginning though,
while my logbooks have been a great help with this exercise, I’m
afraid that some of my memories are a bit fuzzy. In addition, I
have discovered that some of the aerodromes we operated from are no
longer in existence and some of these I can no longer pinpoint
their location. And so I ask that my errors and omissions might be
forgiven.

 


 


 



PROLOGUE

 Shortly after
daybreak, the airfield slowly woke to life. As the sky lightened,
the hangar doors were rolled aside and a small group of people
could be seen grouped around a glistening new aircraft inside. When
they seemed satisfied, it was pushed out onto the apron where it
was parked, a knot of interesting observers trailing
behind.

Following
a thorough check, the propeller turned, the engine coughed and
caught, then after a brief pause chocks were removed and the
aircraft rolled away under its own power to begin taxi trials. As
the sun rose higher in the sky, up and down the grass taxi strip it
went. Finally it entered the runway, throttle was advanced and the
aircraft began to run faster and faster, feeling ever lighter as
the tail came up and air rushed across its wings. Then it
slowed.

Turning
about at the downwind end, it paused, brakes were released, the
engine took on a more powerful note and the exciting moment all had
been waiting for finally arrived. Moving more and more swiftly down
the runway, the small craft finally lifted slowly and gracefully
into the air, commencing a slow climbing turning into the bright
blue heavens above.

It
dwindled in size with distance, but shortly before it disappeared
as a speck, onlookers remarked they thought they had seen another
speck closing with it.

 


 


 



EARLY
YEARS

 I was born in 1931 and raised in Calgary,
Alberta. Just prior to WW2, my parents purchased a lakefront cabin at Sylvan Lake,
100 miles north of Calgary, for which they paid the grand sum of
$1,000. We drove there every summer in Dad’s 1934 Chevrolet,
frequently behind long lines of Army convoys. My brother and I
spent many happy hours at the beach watching seagulls “take off,”
fold their paddles and glide effortlessly along the waterfront.
Then, as they were landing, they seemed suddenly to “lose” their
lift. Even today I marvel at the various birds as they cope with
this sudden “loss of lift” when landing on land, water or in trees.
I also enjoy watching geese flying in loose formation with their
wingtips almost touching the water, or high in the sky in their
familiar V-shape patterns as they talk to one
another.


Dad bought a
double-oared rowboat from Peterborough Boats that we used for the
three-mile trip across the lake to shop in the town of Sylvan Lake
during the week when Dad’s car was unavailable. Dad
also bought a 12-foot dinghy
and we learned the basics of sail by trial and error. One fall, the
lake froze quite solidly in calm conditions and on a breezy
Remembrance Day holiday, we naïvely tried to sail our ski-mounted
boat across the lake. This was a dismal failure as the only
direction it would slide was downwind!

My
brother and I created a pair of “speedboats” using two plywood drop
tanks for each. These drop tanks were auxiliary fuel tanks used to
increase the range of WW2 Lancaster bombers and then jettisoned.
While my speedboat might have looked speedy when fitted with our
5-hp motor, it was indeed woefully slow and its stabilizing arm
made it look quite ungainly.
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Our speedboat made from two “drop
tanks.” These drop tanks were originally plywood fuel tanks clamped
to the underside of wings of Lancaster bombers to extend their
range and were jettisoned after use.

 


 



During the war years, I
became keenly interested in the aircraft flying overhead and became
proficient at telling the “good ones” from the “bad.” Of course the
enemy aircraft weren’t
over our heads in Alberta, but we schoolboys did have aircraft
identification cards to show us their silhouette against the sky.
We used the cards in games which involved “sailing” our cards
against the school wall “for keeps!” Some cards were just so
valuable that we refused to play with them and they became
“keepers.”

Model
warplanes were built by the older boys and one could buy balsa wood
construction kits powered by tiny engines. These models were either
“free flight” or tethered by two wires attached to their wings and
flown in circles around the “pilot.”


I was given a basic model
aircraft and, with earnings from my Star Weekly paper route, bought a Fleetwind 0.060 engine for
it. I was running this noisy little engine on the workbench one day
when it almost took my finger off. I hadn’t been paying close
attention when the drip can behind the propeller started walking
forward. In reaching for it, I shattered the propeller and still
carry the scar to this day. I never got to fly that
airplane!

My older
cousin Geoffrey Rannie was killed on August 7th, 1942 in a training
accident near Claresholm, Alberta when his Avro Anson collided with
another. We were all terribly saddened, but my interest in
airplanes was undiminished.

Then,
just after the war, a Mosquito Bomber (“F for Freddy”) roared over
our Calgary home in a victory demonstration flight, cutting
branches off the poplar trees along our yard’s front fence and we
were all very thrilled! It was a great shame when this aircraft
took off from Calgary next morning, executed a steep turn and cut a
radio antenna causing it to crash, killing all on board. Of the
crew only the radio operator survived – he was in bed with a
cold.

After the
war, I joined the Air Cadets (#52 Calgary Squadron) and they had
numerous model aircraft which hung temptingly from their hangar
ceiling. However no one even mentioned aircraft during the year I
was involved and we just practiced marching around the hangar floor
under the supervision of an Army drill sergeant and shot .303s at
the rifle range. It was indeed quite disappointing.

There was
a manual gas pump in town and I enjoyed pumping gas into its glass
tank, then draining it into Dad’s car for him. When I turned 16,
Dad handed me my driver’s license. I was in charge of a powerful
vehicle, but it wasn’t an aircraft – I must have talked about
flying a great deal.

I became
a King’s Scout and Troop Leader in our 34th Scout Troop and was
encouraged by our great scoutmaster Charlie Crowhurst to earn my
Silver Wings with every badge on flight that was
available.

Dad
agreed with Mom that I should “experience” flying and bought return
tickets for the two of us on a TCA Lockheed Lodestar aircraft
flying from Calgary to Lethbridge. (Trans-Canada Airlines became
Air Canada in 1965.) The pilots let me have a look at the world
from their cockpit windows in flight and I was thrilled!


In grade 12, I was
struggling in both French and Mathematics until Dad obtained the
services of a retired WW2 Lancaster pilot as my Math tutor. The pilot used
mathematical principals related to flight to show how calculations
applied to height and depth. As a result, Algebra and Trigonometry
quickly became my best subjects, although I failed my final French
exam. With no “summer school” at the time, my only option was to
take an additional year of high school in order to
matriculate.


While I was
very sorry to see my school chums enter college where we had
planned to take engineering together, I was able to take several
other optional subjects during the make-up year. Only many years
later would I come to realize that my failure in French
put me on a course to meet my future wife in
Edmonton.


Other than my Star Weekly
route, my first real job was
with the Calgary Public Library as its official collector of
overdue books from delinquent readers. I rode all over the south
side of Calgary on my three-speed bicycle to collect these. My
initial salary in 1947 was 35 cents an hour.

 


 


 



PRIVATE LICENCE

 In September of 1948
with my library-generated “wealth” (and Dad’s money), I rode my
bicycle to the airport and began taking flying lessons from Cal-Air
Ltd on a Piper PA-11 Cub. This was a canvas-covered, 65-horsepower,
two-seat machine in which the pilot instructor occupied the rear
seat. As a student, I flew from the front seat and watched while my
instructor started the engine by “flipping the propeller.” I very
much enjoyed the feeling of “lift” on take-off and the sudden loss
of it on landing. Before my second lesson, I had decided that I
wanted to be a pilot. However after five lessons spread out over 5
months, I discovered that the “course” I had been taking was not
recognized by the federal government.

In August
1949, for five dollars I joined the Calgary Flying Club and began
their certified ground school course which included theory of
flight, aircraft maintenance, rules of the air, navigation and
radio use. Basic flight training (my first 10 hours) was on an
Aeronca 7-AC aircraft, a canvas-covered machine with stick
controls, tandem seats and a Continental 90-hp engine. It had no
radio! The club charged just $7 per hour for solo flying and $9 for
dual. The total cost of a licence with text book, ground school and
log book was said to be “about $300.”


As several aircraft had
basic 65-hp engines and were not equipped with starters, batteries
or generators, I was taught to “hand start” the engine, which
involved checking that chocks were in place, throttle set, gas and
ignition switched on. Then, seizing the front of the correct
propeller blade with fingers (thumbs with the fingers) of both hands, hauling down on it while
drawing one leg back to ensure one’s body moved away from the
propeller as the engine came to life. Although I started the engine
several times this way for practice, I never needed to use this
procedure because most of the aircraft the flying club use, unlike
the Piper Cub I began on, were equipped with starters which were
quite reliable.

We always
took off and landed on the grass beside the runway in use, as paved
runways were deemed simply “too hard on the tires!” No radio work
was involved as “stop and go” (red and green) lights from the
control tower, – after we “waggled” our ailerons – were deemed to
be quite sufficient. The course included take-offs, effects of
controls, turns, stalls, spins, steep turns, sideslips, navigation
and various types of landings.


Ralph Matthews was an
excellent pilot-teacher who demonstrated the aircraft’s three axes
of flight (roll, pitch and yaw) quite
vividly, showing that applying rudder (yaw) near the stall speed will result in an incipient
spin. The aircraft abruptly rolls toward the stalled wing, pitches
nose down and a spin develops until opposite rudder
(yaw) is again
applied and the stick (joystick) is neutralized.

After
nearly five hours of dual instruction, Ralph climbed out of the
aircraft, showed me where to reset the trim without his weight, and
sent me off solo! I waggled my ailerons, received a green light
from the control tower and took off, completed one circuit around
the airport and landed on the grass again in just ten
minutes.

Then it
was back to circuits with emphasis on cross-wind take-offs and
landings, sideslips and steep turns. I discovered that entering
spins when flying solo was a bit more difficult without the
instructor’s weight in the back seat.


Following a checkout on
the club’s Cessna 140, an aluminum aircraft with side-by-side
seating and real steering
wheels, I was shown cross-country navigation along the foothills,
together with “precautionary” and “forced
landings.”

I was
also introduced to the new world of radio communications and the
importance of monitoring the universal emergency frequency of 121.5
mcs which I did whenever I flew “cross-country”.

Following
the required minimum 30 hours of flying with the club, I was
certified ready by my instructor to be examined for my private
pilot licence.

The
flying test for my private licence in December 1949 was not at all
what I had expected. It was a nice calm day and, as the DOT
(Department of Transport) examiner watched closely, I inspected the
Aeronca thoroughly where it was parked just outside the hangar. The
examiner climbed into the seat behind me, I started the engine and
taxied out to the active runway. Then, after explaining what was
wanted of me, he opened the door and climbed out of the
aircraft!

I was
quite stunned. When asked if I had done something wrong and he
wasn’t going to fly with me, he replied over the noise of the
engine, “Do you think I’m crazy enough to fly with an unlicensed
pilot?” and slammed the door!

I reset
the trim, taxied to the take-off point beside the runway, waggled
my ailerons and received a green light from the control tower. I
took off, climbed to 7,000 feet (3,500 feet above the airport) as I
circled slowly around the airport, entered a spin, did two turns,
recovered and glided back towards the runway. I must admit that I
cheated ever so slightly and applied just a trickle of power on the
approach, got another green light from the tower, landed on the
grass beside the runway and coasted to a stop just before the
inspector. He climbed silently into the aircraft and we taxied back
to the hangar. The whole test took just 30 minutes and he signed my
licence application. Shortly after, I received private licence
number P759.

The
Canadian government at the time wanted a pool of pilots who could
be called upon in emergencies (such as a war), and offered $100
after one obtained a private licence and a further $100 when one
joined the RCAF. I believe my father had paid $100 to start me
going and I repaid him when I received my licence but can’t recall
what happened when I later received $100 on joining the
RCAF.


My very first passenger
was my mother who sat beside me in the Cessna. Shortly after
her flight, my father sat in
the back seat of the Aeronca. Both said they enjoyed their tour
over the city of Calgary. I next showed the city to a girlfriend in
the Cessna and a school chum in the Aeronca before getting checked
out on a Fairchild Cornell which had formerly been a primary
trainer for the Air Force. It was a low wing aircraft with tandem
seating and a fixed undercarriage and was a very basic aerobatic
machine, particularly above Calgary airport’s 3,500 foot altitude.
A few days later, I learned that a wing had broken off from one of
the Cornells (CVV or CVY – not sure which one) that I had flown,
killing its pilot!

I washed
and waxed club aircraft to pay for more flying hours and enjoyed
practicing landing in farmers’ fields in the fall after they had
removed their crops. I remember a few abrupt stops when a wheel
caught a gopher hole after landing! To build flying hours that
winter, I flew with anyone who paid the $7 hourly rental for my
aircraft. One of these was a hunter who flew with me over the
frozen Chestermere Lake in a Piper Cub with its large top and
bottom windows open to the noisy freezing breeze while he shot
coyotes for $5 a pelt.

Both my
brother Ian and I were determined to become engineering test pilots
after high school and technical college training but circumstances
were against it. The Korean War interfered with my plans, as I’ll
explain below, while poor eyesight scuppered his. Ian had studied
for his Masters Degree while living below the sidewalk in London,
England and, with the high cost of electricity, the low ambient
light had affected his eyesight.

 


 


 



ROYAL
CANADIAN AIR FORCE

 Shortly after graduating from
high school in 1950, I applied to Calgary Technical College
(CalTech) to pursue my chosen career of Aeronautical Engineering.
When the Korean “conflict” broke out, I cancelled my application
with CalTech and instead applied to the RCAF for a Short Service
(5-year) Commission. In the event of conscription, I would far
rather be flying overhead than fighting with the infantry on the
ground!

In late
September, I was sent to London, Ontario for my basic training. My
choice to avoid infantry service was confirmed when, after earning
my share of demerit marks, I received the “privilege” of carrying a
heavy .303 rifle around the parade square for one or two
hours.

One of
the tests we endured purportedly demonstrated that we were not
prone to air sickness. Strapped blindfolded into a very large
swing, we were swung gently back and forth for about 20 minutes
which, I assume, would make some people sick. During those three
months of training, numerous medicals and tests were given to
“prove” that we were indeed “officer material.” For example, the
Air Force sergeant checked our bed-making capabilities each morning
with a 25-cent piece which bounced on our bed when we passed
his rigid inspection. We used safety pins to ensure that our bed
clothes were always as tight as could be.

While in
London, I joined the London Flying Club and flew several of their
aircraft at London’s much lower altitude. One was an Aeronca 7-DC,
a side-by-side, fabric-covered machine; another was a Fleet Canuck,
a Canadian-built side-by-side, fabric-covered machine with stick
controls; and also an Ercoupe, a nifty low-wing, side-by-side,
aluminum-covered aircraft without rudder pedals. After I passed the
50-hour flying mark, I boldly asked my Cousin Cardie Smith if I
could take her beautiful daughter up for a flight. However Cardie
informed me with much laughter that Anne was just 11 years old! My
assessment of women obviously needed more work.

I was
told that, because of my aptitude for Mathematics (with thanks to
my grade 12 pilot teacher) I had been chosen by the RCAF to become
an air force navigator! I refused to accept this and only then did
they reluctantly allow me to join their pilot training
stream.

In
January 1951, I was posted to the newly reopened Gimli, Manitoba
training station (scene of the famous “Gimli Glider” incident in
which an Air Canada 767 landed there, out of fuel, in 1983). We
suffered not a little during that bitterly cold winter with
bathroom windows that had yet to be installed!

I was
assigned to Course #22 which by-passed their Chipmunk primary
trainers and went directly on to the noisy Canadian-built North
American Harvards, otherwise known as Texans, Yellow Perils, or
T-6s. These were equipped with reliable 550-hp Wasp 9-cylinder
radial engines, had a retractable undercarriage and, being
metal-clad, were quite heavy.

Following
an introductory lesson, we concentrated on “flying” their Link
Trainer. This was a closed box containing the student which rotated
about its axis while the
































































































































































































tmp_a58e949abb1bb3d545132171ce56bbd6_jgryMY_html_70748fdc.png





tmp_a58e949abb1bb3d545132171ce56bbd6_jgryMY_html_m5a68f55c.jpg
One Pilot's Story, from Piper Cubs to 747s and Beyond
CAPT. ROBERT ‘BOB’ GARTSHORE






tmp_a58e949abb1bb3d545132171ce56bbd6_jgryMY_html_m5062e266.png





cover.jpg
One Pilot’s Story, from Piper Cubs to 7475 and Beyond
CAPT. ROBERT ‘BOB’ GARTSHORE






