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Dedication


This book is
dedicated to everyone who has in interest in aviation, who had
flown or piloted an aeroplane, who manufactured them, who is an
enthusiast or whose life has been touched by the magic of flight
and of flying machines. I salute you all!
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Poems


Ulop Flight

Her PERFUME was
like a vapour trail.


She flew in
THAT sky.


She CLIMBED
higher and higher.


They CHASED
her, a hunter's paradise.


Their aim was
TRUE.


A MORTAL wound
on her flawless being.


This was her
LAST ever flight.


She FELL in the
northern ocean.


Finally she was
FREE.


A SPIRIT in
heaven.


Her plane was
but a VESSEL.


Her soul
journeying to RELEASE.


Did she ever
EXIST at all?




Hard

My plane falls
to earth with a wounded pilot

and an engine
on fire. I can’t get out as I spin

to the ocean. I
ask for help

but I receive
none, only heartbreaking silence

over my broken
radio.

When will it
end and I can be happy?

Suicide and
death?

But what will
my future be in an uncertain world,

if I’m still
alive?

Can life help
me, to guide me through life itself?

Silence is my
answer, darkness my saviour…




A Narrative by
My Friend Tracey

Nick,


when I was
growing up, I grew up with Carswell Air Force Base in my back yard.
It was a Strategic Air Command base in its day; sadly it was one of
the bases Clinton decommissioned and it is now the Carswell Joint
Reserve Base.


When it was an
active SAC base during the Cold War, dozens of B-52s literally
blanketed the tarmac, nukes strapped to their bellies, waiting at a
moment's notice to be deployed.


I met my best
friend our senior year of high school, when her father retired from
the air force and they moved here to Ft Worth from Omaha, Nebraska.
They had base privileges of course and there was one time Susan and
I were on base and they went into a lock down and we weren't
allowed to leave. We had no way of knowing if it was a drill or the
real thing. We were a little unnerved, as no one would really tell
us anything. It turned out to be a drill...but still.


Years later,
the base is not what it once was. Base housing has all gone,
replaced by a fancy apartment complex and retail. The officer's
housing is now a golf course.


The tarmac
where the B-52s once sat, pregnant with their nuclear payload is
now home to a WalMart (one I shop at frequently).


I remember when
they aired the made for TV movie, The Day After, about nukes being
launched due to the Cold War and it scared the shit out of me...I
also remember going to see the theatrical film, Red Dawn - that was
an experience, as when the group of kids meets Powers Boothe, a
downed jet pilot and ask him what he did, he responds "I'm an Eagle
driver." - man, the entire theatre I was in went nuts - as it was
packed with people who worked the line at what was then General
Dynamics, who manufactured the F-16.

So - we share a
similar spectre over our lives...one that I'm not entirely sure is
gone.




The 7th
City

The warplane
lay broken on the barren desert floor utterly broken, forgotten and
forlorn. Painted on her side are the names of six cities; next to
each is a faint but distinct image of a mushroom cloud. There were
six in all each next to a city name written in their native
language they read: Moscow, Berlin, London, Shanghai, New York and
Rio de Janeiro. Next to the shattered warplane rested a damaged
cylinder two metres long, white and glowing faintly in the
twilight. It was a bomb like each that had been dropped onto the
flattened cities long ago. Where would number seven have been
dropped? Before the warplane had been broken herself and where were
the two crew? Were the weathered bones on the sand they? Kahlia
Akasha was no more just a decaying unwanted fighter plane partly
covered by the shifting desert sands soon lost forever more, part
of a war forgotten one thousand years past.




Often

In the Cold War
I was afraid from one type of war but this was born out of the
death of another war.


I feel I was
close to some who were eternally lost.


Over the dark
moors they flew never to be old men but catch their end,


a violent death
being torn apart dying like a man.


I wondered if
on dark rainy lonely windswept nights their spirits were
trapped

on the barren
north moors.


If I could talk
to them I’d ask what it like is out here amongst the rocks and the
heather.


I have no
illusion at what happened here I saw something no kid should see -
the alloy of their Lancaster melted onto rocks like liquid candle
wax onto the

flesh of a
trusted lover.


Death ruled
here not love.


Was it for our
freedom they perished out there on the moors?


I have to guess
yes or their deaths are in vain.




Nights and
Their Castles

SAC crews to
your bombers your nukes are onboard it's time to do battle against
the commie infidels.


SAC shield
protects us two lightning bolts and one olive branch; you work it
out - double offense.


Peace is our
profession.

Compared to old
weapons it's the same but with infinitely more power, nuke bombs
are our new lances, the sky is our castle.


Your horse is a
B-36, 47 or 52.


Strategic Air
Command new skool weapons to do an old skool job, the biggest most
powerful military force in history.


Never used in
anger for our world would be ash and we'd be dust.


Now passed into
history, a great what if with old men and silent bombers,
unexploded nukes.




Fly

Where are you
in the sky in relation to me? Looping round in a great curve coming
to get me, down the other side. Do you see me in my green and
yellow stunt plane? I see you in your oh so pretty wooden airplane
moving like an angel. We fly and manoeuvre like swirling dervishes
as the ground replaces the blue, unreal three dimensional actions.
God must have let us do it. Nothing feels like it. Only flight.




Better

Airplanes are
better than girls! A plane always keeps her looks and is always
pretty. A new Spitfire looks as good as a seventy year old Spit. A
woman aged seventy is all wrinkly! If you look after a plane,
she'll look after you. Do your take off checks and you'll fly back
safely. How many girls fail you after you treat them fine? A pilot
can feel more love for an airplane than a woman, due to the joy of
flight being better than sex.


How, you ask?
Ask a stunt pilot what his first love is. A fighter pilot will
reply the same. Flying, his plane and his job take precedent over
their women. Yet some pilots name their planes after their
sweethearts. This means the plane is more important than a mere
woman.


She doesn't
have a tattoo of her boyfriend's war plane, does she? It's her
image and name upon the sacred flying machine. You can't make love
to a plane but you fly her, up in the sky. Nature's canvas, always
changing, where God lives. That is better than sex. Would He say
airplanes are better than women?





Strike

(dedicated to
F-105 pilots and their nuclear mission. Cuba 1962 anyone?)

I can finally
say I feel a strong sense of duty and contentment as I do my job,
all I ever trained for has come together when events bigger than me
came to life. My job is to end life, not yours but your counterpart
in the East. Mr Ivan Ivanovich in his collective Soviet missile
factory making his nuclear bang sticks to fire at us. We’re the
Good Guys who believe, fight and die, for peace, liberty and
freedom. The Bad Guys believe in tyranny, oppression and furthering
their cause. Together we will stop them and show them no fucking
mercy. Godless bastards!


My shiny silver
United States Air Force Republic F-105 Thunderchief sits armed with
a 1 megaton thermonuclear bomb snug in her bomb bay. Ready for me
to fly into Russia on a one way suicide mission to kill Mr Ivan
Ivanovich and a million of his kind and their families, to wipe out
their collective Soviet missile factories and all of the other
Commie shit that is against freedom. All are targets in my nuclear
gun sight. I nod to the armed guard who stands by my warplane, do
the walk round check, including the single bomb, sign for the jet
with her ground crew and climb aboard.


I do my take
off checks, start the huge single engine and taxi for takeoff.
There are fifteen other F-105 nuclear strike fighters. All armed
with the same type bomb, for a similar one way mission. I listen to
my radio and the tower gives us permission for a Hot Scramble. Even
now, Soviet bombers and missiles could be on their way. We can
shoot their slow lumbering bombers down; their missiles will get
through, like ours. We have more. Here we go! Slowly picking up
speed down the long runway, will need most of it in my loaded jet.
So heavy with fuel.


We all head off
in different directions, one warplane to one target. That is how we
do it. More will get through the porous Soviet defences. The large
bomb is behind and a little below me, in the bay. Like an unborn
child in the belly of its mother. How many unborn babies and their
mothers will I kill tonight? There are workers’ houses near the
factory. They’ll have families. Kill them all! Nip the next
generation in the bud, before they can breed the next lot of Soviet
Communist heroes to steal the Free World. Kill them all. Ordered to
kill, a joy. My joy.


I fly a route
around their defences, relying on my wits, luck and my enemy being
asleep. One million fucking tons of TNT will wake them up! I’ve got
two big fat drop tanks of gas to help me along and nothing else,
not even self defence Sidewinder missiles. Of course, I’ve my 20mm
Gatling gun and a few rounds. This low, I can shoot up a few
trains. With tensions up, chances are it’s a military train. Too
bad if civilian. My explosive shells will blow a person in two.
Look, a train! One pass and a few hundred shots at him.
Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr! goes my gun. Onwards I fly.


Fuck! Soviet
Anti Aircraft fire ahead of me. Must have heard my engine? Advance
my single throttle past cruise setting to near the speed of sound.
Feel my jet buffet in low level turbulence. My near empty fuel
tanks slowly me down, punch them off and gain an extra fifty knots
airspeed. With luck they’ll land on a Russian soldier! Freed of the
weight, my jet is a speeding dart. Through the gunfire, not a
scratch. Must be a base nearby. Change direction again and spoof
them. Two hundred miles to my target, a factory and a medium size
city.


Watching my
radar and gauges for anything amiss; enemy Migs or problems with my
jet. Nothing wrong. Here we go! I think of my wife, Jennifer and
our new born three month baby, Anneke. With a grim smile I shut
them out of my mind. They’ll be dead now. Our house was near our
airbase, like the Soviet houses near their factory. Can’t have any
distraction. Time to Target coming up. Final checks on our bomb,
armed, bomb bay doors open. Seconds ticking away, I can see the
factory and distant city! They’re firing at me! Now! WEAPON
AWAY!


I push my
throttle into Zone Three afterburner and hug the deck, speed
dizzyingly comes up to eight hundred knots, supersonic, and my fuel
burn is horrendous. I feel the g-force. It takes me away from the
danger zone of a one megaton nuclear blast. A white flash. I close
my eyes and ease back out of ‘burner. My job is done. I bank my
Thunderchief over and turn slightly. There’s Hell. A coming blast
wave and climbing mushroom cloud. No one will survive. Sudden
buffet as the wave hits, no trouble, I change heading and head into
the wilderness.


There’s no
going back to my base, there’ll be nothing left. No refuelling
tankers to give me gas, no runway to land on and no family! All
gone. World War 3, full nuclear release. Shit! Enemy Mig fighter, a
mile away and coming towards me. Too close for his missiles. Track
him with my nose, squeeze the firing button and he gets a dose of
20mm cannon shells. Hit! He disappears into flame. My first kill in
the sky. Adding to the million I’ve just incinerated with my big
bomb. Did the Soviet pilot eject? And see his family and city die?
Like mine have in England?


Damn! Engine
stuttering, picking up and then stopping. Fuel gone. Not long till
control goes. Pull the nose up and gain height, popping up on their
radar scopes and into missile range. Now! Eject as the stick goes
mushy, high enough for safe ‘chute deployment. Will I escape with
my life or be captured? There’s nowhere to go, Russia stretches for
thousands of miles. All enemy territory. Out of the jet ok, she
crashes in some trees. Floating down in my parachute. See the
distant mushroom cloud. I did that. Shit! Russians below me, with
guns, firing…




Ice Fly

How many pilots
died and old aircraft lost when they flew over jagged snowy peaks
in the remotest corners of the world? Doing a dangerous job knowing
the risks and trusting in fate and luck
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