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EDITORTAL

Well T quess that it is only fair and reasonable that for their first task your
newly appointed Editors should prove that they are not totally illiterate by
reporting, amongst other things, on the recent 1990 Queensland Safari. To do such
a thing well is a virtwal impossibility for to try and condense into a few

pages the adventure stories of some 33 people flying through remote Australia

on agverage for 35 to 40 hours is ambitious to say the least,

We will draw heavily on our own experiences hoping they are generally represent-—
ative of the group but will be assisted by an elite band of guest authors who
were trapped selected by lLeonie (in some cases with the assistance of a little
alcohol). There's a little bit of repetition but we think you should all get

your money's worth,

Queensland Safari 1990

4th August start? That rings a bell! Exactly 6 years to the day since 18
Association aircraft commenced the Simpson Desert trip and, incidentally,
Leonie and John joined Hummingbird as Airtourer members. Having previously
parted with a $200 down payment at the invitation of one silver—tongued

J. Treble, it really wouldn't be all that expensive after all or would it?

Our faithful aircraft battery packed up just before we left as it did 6 years
ago. On the lst leg from Caloundra to Goondwindi forecast head winds were

45 knots but these fortunately abated to only 35 knots. Travelling across into
N.S.W. we could see the lasting effects of the recent 'wet' season - lakes

and more lakes that certainly weren't shown on our W.A.C. charts.

One of the larger ponds turned out to be Coocoran Lake which was right beside
our assembly point Lightning Ridge. Mid-afterncon as we circled the hundreds
of man made molehills around the town it was great to hear Stuart's friendly
welcoming ground station.
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On the ground the lineup consisted of only five or so Airtourers plus the
Ttalian Comnection the Flying Lettuce and that sleek Piper job.

Off to the Wallagulla Motel where we met up with the other arrivals - some had
sneakily arrived the day before, Where's everybody else? Weather sourh & east
of here is dreadful! J.C.'s on the way — S.'s somewhere between Tas. and
wherever — T.'s still in ground effect at Parkes etc, etc.

However one by one they all made it to the church on time that is except the
Apple Tslanders whose story 'But get me to the Safari ontime' appears elsewhere

(space permitting).

Special thanks to motel host Tan Vagne and Stuart who patiently collected us
all planeload by planeload from the airport in one small vehicle,

Just time this arve for a swim so it was off to the Hot Artesian Baths which

are free. Water is pumped HOT from a depth of 1100 metres and is very stimulating
for bathers who like to be slightly boiled. Then over to the Bowling Club

for a few drinks and the evening meal. After seeing a film on opals we divided

into two groups - those under 45 joined the local rock band whilst the others
found themselves attending the local ballroom dancing class. Most went home to
bed after all this - one small warrior band was brave (or idiotic) enough to go
drinking at the local Diggers Rest with the town's opal miners and somehow

survived,

Sunday morning found us gathered around the pedal radio tuned to the A.B.C.
where Liz was telling Tan McNamara and all of Australia about our beloved
Airtourers and the Safari - great P.R. girl and, quote McNamara, 'a clever

little possum’.

Then we embarked on a conducted bus tour of the opal fields and opal shops,
and descended into an opal mine. We were assisted by a local miner Jim Wheeler
who turned out to be a friend and neighbour of Tony and Liz.

In summary, for a license fee of $110 p.a. you too can dig a hole in the
ground at Lightning Ridge and make your fortune maybe with a black opal or two,
The prize for compesure belonged to the unnamed male caucasian when informed
that his beloved navigator had purchased unaided a very expensive item of opal

Jjewelry.

Mid-day and a low cloudy sky saw the beginning of the exodus to Charleville —
much preparation etc — one prominent participant was so anxious to get going,

he forgot to pay his fuel bill.

In time honoured tradition just as we were taxiing, the Sandy Bay Mooney
landed but disappointed us all by actually resting awhile.

Leaving Lightning Ridge we managed to recognise only a few spots on track but
thanks to V.0.R's etc we passed over that desolate part of the world leaving
it to those hardy Australians that somehow make a living there. Last to land
at Charleville was the Flying Lettuce whose 'pilot' declared, out of earshot,
that they had travelled via Beijing. Flight Service was heard to mutter,
'that's the last of the b..... little critters!'

There was evidence of the great flood that had recently devastated Charleville
but everyone was bravely picking up the threads of their lives. We felt that
we had at least brought a little business their way. That evening in the pub
at dinner we all met a young man named Mark Gliori from Warwick who with a
beer in his hand and the aplomb of an experienced performer, enthralled us all
with his own outback poems in the style of Henry Lawson. We heard the
'Maranoa Mongrel', 'I'm a labourer and T don't care', 'flave you ever woke up
with a pain in your gut?' 'Windorah Fair', 'The Man from Alabama', 'Miss Susie
McSnell', 'Neighbours' and finally 'Tomato Chutney'. Urged on by our appreciat—
ion Mark could have gone all night - we wouldn't be surprised to hear of the
future success of this remarkable man.




Next morning, driving past on the perimeter of Charleville Airport we couldn't
but think how helpless all those people would have been without an elevated
sealed airport which became a town. Full marks to the early aviation pioneers!

After being refuelled by yet another of Ken and Jean Bell's many Queensland
relatives for some inexplicable reason, Murph, Hummingbird and the Lettuce were

to the fore in takeoff order for Longreach. At this point we would like to

thank Kerry and the Ttalian Connection in the Partenavia for helping quite a
number of us throughout the Safari. Speaking personally, we felt a little
more secure in the knowledge that mama bird had all the spaghetti like I,L.S.,
D.M.E. etc and of course Kerry's commercial expertise.

This leg to Longreach recalled how early QANTAS flights must have changed the
lifestyle of these very early settlers. After kidding ourselves that we could
navigate we did finally come across a railway line dead on track and peering
through the haze saw Longreach amid a countryside that had opened up appreciably,
“After a quick aerial tour of the town, we landed about number 7 which was to be
almost our best effort on the trip. A 15 minute walk past the Qantas Hangar
brought us to the Stockman's Hall of Fame where in the library Stan Tilley found
his mother Flsie Corrick, and Lindsay Marshall found his father's steam engine,
To further describe the 'Hall' we now introduce our first Guest Authors.

THE HALL OF FAME -~  IMPRESSTONS A LA RIDDEL

Right from the start, we felt the place could not be much of a success seeing that

magnificent sculptured stockman. (Surely today's sculpture is not meant to be
recognised!) And what a surprise on entering the building to find John Treble had

been busy again, the admission fee had been discounted for us.

Some of you may have noticed on the right hand side of the entrance, a painting
depicting one of your forebears starting the family fortune by picking the pocket

of one of the unfortunates roped together.

On a more serious note-
The artist, Hugh Sawrey, the founders Pame Mary Durack

Miller and R.M. Williams who had the initial inspirations for this vast project
and those clever designers and the fundraisers all deserve tremendous admiration

and acclamation.
1

We had long planned a visit to the Hall of Fame and were thrilled that Longreach
wvas included in the safari and this chance to visit with such an enthusiastic group.

Flying over those remote, vast distances made us even more conscious of the
hardships, loneliness and plight of the pioneers. How reassuring and helpful it
vas for us to see those large letters on roofs (or is it rooves?) spelling out

the names of station properties. We were spoilt.

The architect, Feiko Bouman cleverly designed the building around a working bore
and included an enormous windmill. Other very Australian outhack featuresg
included corrugated roofs, water tanks, silos, wool sheds and shady verandahs,

The £film is an excellent start inside, then the 3D displays depict outback life
from pre European time through first fleeters, explorers, pastoralists gold rush
times, agriculture development, cattle kings, drovers, shearers, stockman and all
the famous and infamous itinerants. The effects of plagues and pests, fires and
droughts and floods, the isolation and hardships of creating homes and family
life. The implements, the crafts and innovations, it is all there as a most
exciting kind of national shrine, all so educational and interesting and so

very Australian,

The visitor leaves feeling very proud and yet humbled. The Hall of Fame is superb.
Judy & Roy Riddel
Page 5
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By the time we had cleared our fouled spark plugs it was fairly late that after-
noon bhefore we took off last for Lorraine Station into a low setting sun.

Not far, but very interesting! We landed like most before us, into a bright

sun which was however by now, very low in the sky, on a Long dirt runway
guessing the centre line by the visible edges of the strip. Next day we first
saw the two rows of dusty rubber tyres that marked 'the runvay' or was it

"the taxiway'? Lesson 6482 - should have landed in the other direction,
tailwind or otherwise. After almost colliding with a gatepost obscured by the
sun and our friend Stan, we were glad to tie down safely with the remainder

of the expedition.

"Lorraine' is a sheep station located east of the main road about 2/3 of the

way from Longreach to Winton. It covers 31,000 ha of gently rolling open downs
divided into twenty five paddocks ranging in size up to 4,000 ha —~ internal
roads measure some 480 km. TLorraine is operated by David and Jane Robinson and
for most of the year has no natural surface water, the channels drying up some
weeks after heavy rain. To sustain the permanent flock of around 23,000 sheep
and 3,000 cattle Lorraine has four sub-artesian bores from which water is drawn
to the surface by windmill or fuel pump and one artesian bore about 1,280 m deep
producing water just below boiling point which is pumped into two turkey's

nest tanks thence to every paddock on the property. Some people were accommodated
in the old galvanised iron shearers' quarters where the iron walls and squeaky
timber floors signalled clearly the nocturnal habits of Airtourists (new word?)
and their room mates. Others were located in sheds formerly owned by the
Railway Dept. All were very much aware that the morning temperature had dropped
to below 10°C. First night we sang around the piano after a communal style
evening meal and the next day following a hearty breakfast watched sheep being
crutched, toured the property in mini-buses and witnessed a group of bustards
(no not you) flying & stalking through the grass together with 'roos, brolgas,
budgerigars etc and of course the domestic livestock. All good fun. Stuart &
Kerry fed the baby lambs who later reciprocated by vigourously scratching
themselves along the underside of RQL.

At Lorraine we met up with John and Vi Smith who were touring Australia in a
Model T complete with a loaded trailer (of spareparts?) This was the first time
the station had played host to a group of light aircraft and in mid-afternoon
the staff turned out to say goodbye despite a previous small refueling delay of

two or three hours for some lucky ones.

Officialdom decreed that we would enter and leave Mt. Isa Zone in groups so off
we went in threes or so past historic Winton, across the Diamantina River

abeam Cloncurry, keeping one eye on the V.0.R. and the chimney until Hummingbird
finally became the lst Airtourer to land and tie down amongst all that red dust.
Stayed at the Barkly Hotel which revealed some rather quaint names for its
pre/after dinner drinks and where finally, Beryl succeeded in removing John's
pants or part thereof. Enough! Here's Liz with her impressions of "The Isa".

MI' ISA -~  MINE VISIT

My initial impression of Mt. Isa was not particularly favourable. Flying
directly into the sunset, trying to stay behind MRZ, all T could see was a huge
chimney trying to snag our port wheel. Fortunately it missed by about 500 feet,
and then I could see a whopping great 'OLE in the ground. Next, on downwind,

we flew over parallel rocky ridges which were most inhospitable, but the runway
came up loud & clear, and we landed — Tail-end Charlies for that leg.

Next morning, while Geoff and Margaret Storey went to explore the mine from within,
we were taken on a most comprehensive guided tour of the surface. The size of the
whole operation is mind-boggling. Fach cage can hold 180 miners - in two levels -
and the descent to whichever area they are working takes only seconds. The under—
ground temperature increases with depth, and some levels are naturally up to 60°C,
so 2 huge air-conditioners, twice the size of Olympic Pools, are linked into
enormous tan and exhaust outlet channels.

About 1200 people work underground in shifts of 400, On the surface, another
3,300 people work for M.I.M. There are workshops underground as well as above,
and a piece of heavy machinery only re-surfaces when it is well and truly in
need of a complete re-build,




Our guide, Angela, knew her stuff. She fended off curly questions about air
pollution - (the brown smoke coming from the smaller stack at the copper smelter
1S within Australian pollution standards) - the black slag is stable and doesn't
blow over town and dirty your washing and informed us that a great proportion

of the children of Mt Isa are asthmatic, but are much better when they leave!

We saw huge stockpiles of slag waiting to be used as tunnel fill, with kitehawks
soaring in the thermals., We smelled the garlicky tang of zinc concentrate as

it dropped onto the stockpile, gasped in genuine awe at the fiery stream of
molten copper as it poured into the anode moulds, and boggled at the idea of
packing a 270 metre concrete chimney in ice cubes so that it would cure at the

correct temperature!

M.T.M. is certainly a pioneer of mining technology, and seems to practise
re-cycling as much as possible. There is no doubt that without the mine, Mt Isa

would not be what it is today.

Our tour ended with a visit to the museum, a video and a demonstration of under—
ground mining in a very realistic simulator. Our heads were full of noise and
statistics, with new words like "stope", "sinter" and "naptha poling" added to
our vocabularies,

A quick trip to the lookout gave us another aerial view of the city (with the
sun overhead) and we could clearly see the demarcation between Town and Mine.

Some of us visited the Riversleigh Fossil museum in the afternoon - fascinating -
while the pilots queued for fuel in the hot afternoon sun,

For me, Mt Isa was an eye-opener but T don't think I'd want to live there.
Liz Matthews

Now comes the 'Remote Area' bit to Lawn Hill. Check the E.L.B. and away we go
into the Wilderness. Our flight path took us over a couple of tin mines which
were easily identified then the 'new' Riversleigh station on the Gregory River
and with Lawn Hill Station in the distance we touched down on the Adel's Grove

strip. Marg and Geoff now continue our Storey.

. LAWN HILL GORGE

Beautiful morning. Everyone.on board the bus by 7.30 am, even Bonnie. All planes
departed by 9.00 am amid clouds of dust. We landed at Adel strip and were hastily
loaded like sheep onto the backs of two 4 wheel drives and were recklessly driven
the 10 kms to Lawn Hill Gorge. A1l hiked atop the high, red rocky cliffs to the
waterhole. It was absolutely beautiful. A wvaterfall, ferns, waterlilies, pandanas
and red rocks. Almost all of us swam to the waterfall and under it. Exhilarating.
Geoff, Jack, Tony and Liz opted to wear underdaks. No dingle-dangles spotted, but
Liz our teop croc spotter, sought out the glaring eyes of two hungry crocs. Our
enthusiastic canoceists, Beryl, Lindsay, Jim and Bill skillfully manouvered their
craft amid seas of mauve waterlilies, until Jim, now extremely confident eyeballed
the lilies and with a big splash, in he went, camera, hat and all. Later after
beaut picnic lunches, we all spaced out on lawns accompanied by pretty red finches.
A few energetic souls hiked to the cascades and the aboriginal paintings., Time

to go. Piled back onto trucks, zipped off to Adel and blasted off for Escott in

time for a "Barra" feed for tea.
. Marg & Geoff Storeéif)e.lmbe.l a1e sjpul

Two more stops and the official part of the Safari will be over. Have we
done all that since last Saturday? A small group of bystanders saw tail-end
Hummingbird 1ift off from Adels Grove then fly back over Lawn Hill GCorgeous
for some pics then away to the north where the Gulf country really develops
and where the Nicholson, Gregory and other rivers converge at a point near
the sea. We had arrived at Escott cattle station complete with 'roos and
horses grazing beside the airstrip to find Alan and Merle Wood and MUL fresh
from another of their circumnavigations of our continent, Lovely to see them

.and swap experiences if only for a short time.

50 now read on - courtesy of Kenneth Bell esq. Page 7
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ESCOTY.

So it was with regret that we said "Farewell" to Adel's Grove, climbed into our
planes, some more agile than others, although one of our number, namely Jim,was
refreshed by the cooling dip that he had inadvertently enjoyed,and headed off

on the short leg to Escott Station, which, incidentally has now been designated
an A.L.A, and will now appear marked on future charts.

To many, it was the first taste of the remote North,"The Outback by the Sea".

The greater part of the flight was over one station, Lawn Hill, reputed to have
been the largest cattle station in Queensland, with an area equal to about 1/3rd
of Victoria. Then on to Escott, a small suburb of that great city of Burketown,
nestling as it does on the western outskirts, a mere 18 kms from the heart of that

metropolis, on the banks of the Nicholson River,

Escott is aworking cattle station, close to the Gulf,comprising some 6 270 acres
allright you metricated people, 2 538 hectares, which has converted some accomoda-—
tion to cater for tourists:; | The standard, though adequate, does not earn a

five star rating and for the first time our group had to be split into two parties
as there are only 18 beds at the station proper, which could have made our stay
somevwhat crowded————— but interesting!!! However the remainder of our party were
conveyed to sleeping quarters some six kms. upstream on Gin Arm Creek, to-an out-
station, where apparently the accomodation, facilities and surroundings were at
least equal to, or better than, the main station. T deny that the splitting up
was brought about by any noise created during our first dinner party, where most
of us sampled some of the Barramundi, for which this place is famous.

For those of us at the main station it was a change to taxi our planes up to the
fenceimmediately adjacent to our motel style rooms, saves a lot of lugging luggage.

Escott Station provided a variety of activities for the more energetic of our
group-———-— bush-walking along the Nicholson River, taking care to keep an eye open
for crocodiles, either basking in the sun or lazing just under the surface of the
water————— some of the more adventurous covered more area by horseback, whilst
others, more or less sucessfully, tried their hand at Barramundi fishing, the
less energetic of us (including this paraplegic) contented ourselves observing
the crocodile which had had it's jaw shot away and was being cared for in a
compound————-— or admiring wild kangarocos, walabies, emus, brolgas, peacocks

and other wild life.

Two planes of our party asicceeded in locating the wreck of a wartime Liberator
which crashed some miles west of Escott; Unfortunately 4 of the crew decided to
walk westward, and perished of starvation,----in a countryside full of "Bush Tucker"
Liven though the days were pleasantly warm, the swimming pool was like ice and only
two of our gang, to the best of my knowledge, ventured in. (No prizes for guessing
who they would be, they are probably used to those antartic temperatures, seeing

that they reside near to those frozen climes.

Still, a pleasant two days were spent, culminating in a Bar-B-Que on our final
night; Escott is renowned for the quality of it's beef and barramundi, so it was
a great disappointment to all of us when the beef ribs were too tough Lo eat and
the fish consisted of barramundi tails, burnt on a too hot barbie, however the
snags, liver and rissoles were sufficiently palatable to be washed down with

various liquid refreshments.

So, after a good nights sleep--—-well rest anyway--—we loaded up for an early
start on what was the longest one day leg of our safari, first to Normanton then
on to Laura and Cooktown, a total of five hours flying——--- more or less according

to horsepower!!! Navigation in these areas is so simple, as the landmarks are
few and are easily identified.

CABLE.




Exactly 6 years ago to the day at Ayers Rock, Hummingbird for no evident reascn
at all, flatly refused to budge - was hand restarted by Bill Miller and hadn't
missed a beat until she did it again at Escott - dead as a Dodo - where Lindsay
Marshall came to our rescue. She hasn't missed a beat since and we don't expect
another hiccup until August 1996. Spooky what?

Although the last official port of call was Cooktown on the east coast, at
Fscott we said au revoir to Stuart and Bill in RQL and Kerry, Barbara, Kate and
Roger in PNV. They reversed and took the short cut home via Alice Springs.

To them we express our thanks as collectively they had contributed enormously
to the success of the Safari. We also parted with Alan and Merle who were on
their way to visit Betty Rankin's daughter.

After flying across the gulf and its many wide meandering rivers we refuelled
at Normanton and whilst watching the Gulflander train depart for Croydon ran
into John and Vi Smith again. Vi unfortunately had broken an arm and was await-
ing air transport to hospital. Knowing that fuel was unavailable at Cooktown
we had arranged to top up at the small township of Laura but en route landmarks
were so few and far between, some of us gave up looking for Laura and cut the
corner to Cooktown. We are sure there are a number of stories to tell about
this segment but at least we and some others have a receipt from the fuel man
at Laura. Cooktown is a very quiet town steeped in Captain Cook history and
what better a place then the Sovereign Hotel to relax at the end of our travels.
We had been as a group for eight days, had a load of fun, got to know each
other and covered many nautical miles,

Some of our group were to venture northwards into Cape York but most went home
southward via the coast initially at least. A very pleasant dinner together
on the last night with crocodile steaks for some, a sincere toast to John
Treble and his committee as organisers extraordinaires (we're sure Doreen was
helping them too) and then back home until the next time when the master lures
us off into some other corner of Australia.

John and Leonie
SAFART PARTICIPANTS

MREF - 100 Beryl & Lindsay MARSHALL

EQA — 150 Liz & Tony MATTHEWS

BVY - T6 Peg & Adrian JOLLY

MRZ - 150 Jean & Ken BELL

ovvV - T6 Judy & Roy RIDDEL

RQG - 115 Karen & Ray ABERNETHY

MVL — 115 Colleen & Jack MURRAY

RQL - 115 Bill GRAHAM & Stuart HILSBERG
CKE - 150 Jean & Frank MURRAY

BQW - 115 Leonie & John PLUMMER

FME —~ 115 Jim CRCCKER

CRK — 150 Doreen & John TREBLE

CMG — Cessna Bill MILLER & Gordon DICKSON
PRV - Kerry HTLSBERG, Kate DUNN, Barbara ANNISON, Roger BARROWS
Partenavia

CIG - Piper Margaret & Geoff STOREY
DXS - Mooney  Bonnie & Stan TILLEY
FOOTNOTE: The experiences of Participants on their way home could £ill another
Newsletter but special thanks go to the following people among many that made
Airtourers most welcome:
B. (Baz) Soper
18 Keithamilton Rd
West Mackay 4740 Home (079) 521580
All Airtourers welcome at Mackay - 1 night's notice,
Rick Evans
27 Dandaloo St
Bayview Heights Home (070) 544710
CAIRNS 4868 Work (070) 523574
Rick now works with Customs Coastwatch,
A1l Airtourers welcome at Cairns.

Also Norton Gill and staff of the Flying Horseshoe Motel, Cairns (070) 513022Z. Page 9
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In addition, we would like to thank all Flight Service Units and F.A.A. staff
that helped us throughout our journey especially those at Charleville,
Rockhampton, Mt Isa and Cairns.

MY SPECIAL HOLIDAY

How a casual remark can lead to a wonderful holiday - my ears caught "a spare
seat in my aircraft for an air safari to the Gulf!™ - more questions from me
to Kerry & I was aboard Papa November Victor, along with Kate & Roger heading

north!

What fun we had, meeting the people from the Air Tourer safari at Lightning
Ridge & seeing the opals & opal mining with Victor who was a wealth of local
knowledge & took us where the big buses couldn't go! VWhat fun was had at the

meat market — but no meat was won!

On to Charleville for an overnight & listening to Mark during dinner with his
wonderfully entertaining bush ballads - what talent to be discovered,

Next stop Longreach & a visit to the "Stockman's Hall of Fame". Here we were
reminded of our bush heritage. Then onto lorraine Station & seeing the country
man at work to-day. What a treat to sleep in a railway cook house!! Lorraine
is in the Mitchell plains country which was well covered with grasses &
thistles. The birds were very plentiful - great to see budgerigars in the
wild. Flying out of Lorraine & north west to Mt. Isa we crossed the

Diamantina River with its many channels, which stood out so well,

Mt. Isa is such a change - the smog & chimney stand out well before the town
comes into view. The land changes too into the long ridged hills with a few
low trees. A tour of the mine (surface) & the sight of a copper pour was
interesting. Most of us also had a tour of the motel laundry to freshen up.
Some even tried to swim in the coldest water possible in a pool.

Next day an early start to fly into Adel's Grove & travel to Lawn Hill Gorge -
paradise - in the back of a ute. What an oasis in the dry vast land, A walk
was in order to the falls, followed by a swim in this haven. Some canoced to
the falls. There were lots of wilk flowers out — grevilleas which were
abounding. A walk back to the camping ground - lunch & a siesta. Another
walk followed by a short flight to Escott Station near Burketown. Here again
an oasis - lots of wallabies & birds & crocodiles. A time to catch our breath,
fish or walk, Roger even went for a ride on a horse. Some stayed at Coolabah
camp, 7 km's from the homestead. Lorraine & Bill were great hosts and served

delightful "barra" breakfasts.

Escott was the parting of the ways for PNV & ROL. To the friends I didn't see
to say goodbye please accept this now. Thank you to everyone for welcoming us
into your midst for a wonderful 10 days of flying & many laughs - now there is
only one way to see Australial!! Special thanks to John & Stuart for all your

organisation - it was well worth it. Happy flying,

Barb Annison
SOME THANK'S RE QUR 1990 QUEENSLAND SAFART

Thanks to President Tony Matthews for his kind words during dinner at
Cooktown. Thanks to Stuart Hilsberg who was responsible for fuel being
available at all ports of call, operations, plus liason with Flight Service
etc. Thanks to all the people who wrote to me, phoned me, or spoke with me
personnally since our return, saying how much they enjoyed the places chosen
to visit,

Most of all, thanks to all of you who participated, as you were the reason
the Safari was so successful. Because it was so successful I'm sure it won't
be the last.

I# I had been asked a couple of days prior to our departure would I organise
another Safari the answer would have been "Thanks but no." After witnessing
everyone enjoying the Safari so much 1 guess all the early hassles just
disappeared, If you ask me now would T organise another Safari, the answer
would be "I'd be delighted to" - How about 1993 '

John Treble.




Dut get me to the Safars on me”

It was my own fault that we did not have an Airtourer for the 1990
Safari but not to worry, the Mooney was available and we had especially
planned to leave a day early,plus had a new "100 hourly” so there would
be no trouble getting to Lightning Ridge in time to start the fun with the
others | .

Beautiful weather as we left Hobart with an onwards forecast of
broken cloud,tops 5 thousand and Tafs of 2/8 at Flinders and 3/8 at Wagga
our first [anding point,around 4 hours flying time.Tracked out on the 007
radial climbing to a cruising level of 7000,ali systems “go”".Wait 4 minute
that ADF seems to be rather sluggish but the VOR is fine. Cloud looks a lot
more than forecast with tops up to nine and what’s this some even higher?
Change of level,we are now at 9 so I tune in St Helens NDB - nothing except
a wandering needle despite a loud and clear ident | STH NDB is notoriously
weak and besides we have a "fix" with HB and LT radials so it's ‘carry on' to
the much more powerful NDB at Elinders.

Lovely ident on FLI - but ofcourse not a thing any use from the needle
Our time interval says we are there,it is not 2/8 but 8/8 with tops up to
12000 and we are out of VOR range So it's not quite the 180 but about 120
which puts us more or less in the direction of Launceston as even [ am not
foolish enough to head off over the Strait without a very positive Tix' .

Soon pick up the LT VOR and even the DME comes in so with an ATIS
on "Lonny” giving 4/8 its a ‘piece of cake’,

“Clearance not available -remain outside control space ".( VFR traffic is
sometimes not appreciated in control space in doubtful conditions ! )

So it was back towards Hobart to find a 'hole’ and in fact it was very
nearly right back as the cloud had thickened quickly but eventually we
turned North again,got a clearance into Lt at 1500 where it had also
decided to rain !

A notable effort | two and a half hours for a trip Hb to Lt which
normalfy takes 35 minuteslt|il.

No luck with a quick repair on the ADF but it was good fun visiting
friends and relatives in a hire car whilst the rain came down in'buckets’.

In fact it was good as one of our nieces badly wanted to get back to
Coliege in Orange,so we were three aboard as we taxied out the [ ollowing
morning in bright sunshine,bound for Lightning Ridge via Orange .

“Delta Xray Sierra - you are requested to contact the Launceston Police
immediately |

Panic |What have we done 7

Back we went to find that the Police were holding a wallet belonging
to Bonnie,complete with all credit cards and our holiday cash,which some
wonderful person had found in the street outside a brother's house and had
turned in complete.

The wallet had apparently been dropped by Bonnie when we dashed
from the car in the heavy rain.Was picked up by a Lady walking her dog
next morning(very wet }.The Police rang our Hobart number and were
referred to my secretary, Jan, by the answering machine Jan ofcourse

thought we were already in NSW but has known us long enough to expect
anything at anytime,so tracked us down.

But we were not ‘out of the woods'.It was Saturday and the Police
needed positive ID and a statement from a JP before the wallet could be

returned,all of which could not be done until Monday | Page 11




But we needed that wallet |

The only JP I knew in L'ton was another brother but he was in the
United States at the moment - no ! wait 4 minute wasn't he due back
today?

Another’ phone call - yes Ray had just that moment arrived at home
and in fact had not even sat down I

More calls to the Police,snatch back the car keys before the hire car
people wake up ,into town drag Ray away to the stationrecover the
wallet,call on the finder and express our appreciation back to the aeroplane
and away.

By now it was 2PM and a long way to Orange,especially as the weather
turned foul,so it was via the Kilmore gap and other devious routes.Sydney
kept saying that ORE was non VMC but it wasn't and we arrived there at
last light after a 5 and a1/4 hour trip.

Good! we will be away at the crack of dawn and no one will know we
are laie |

But it wasn't to be | We awoke to the sound of pouring rain and looked
out to see fog ' on the deck'The Met. man said we would be there all day
but a decision to wait at the airport payed off as it cleared slightly at
around [ 1AM and we were off and away. :

Caught the mob at Lightning. Mind you they were all clearing out for
Charleville, but we were there | well almost on time and would not have
wanted to miss the Safari for quids !

Great Company-Great Fun-Great Organisation-Thanks a Million |

Stan Tilley

THANK YOU TO AIRTOURER MEMBERS

Betty Rankin was so pleased to receive our 'Safari' card and accompanying
best wishes from all of us.

She would like to express her sincere thanks to our members who she says
"helped to maintain my sanity' during her recent bereavement.

Great to hear that Association members continue to pop in to Yarrandale where,
wve all know, we are most welcome,

U,K. NEWS

Congratulations to U.K. Member, John WOOD for his outstanding efforts in
the British Aerobatic Association Championships earlier this year.

Please write and tell us about it John.

WING SPAR AND WING SPAR ATTACHMENT AND FITTINGS
AD/VAT/28 Amendment 6

Most Association members who own Airtourers have been sent a copy of this -
document by Stuart Hilsberg. Non members requiring this information can
receive same by contacting Stuart following payment of $50.00.

Stuart advises that complete kits (23 to 3 weeks delivery) for the inspection
covers are available from him at $120.00 each including postage. Don't
forget the A.D. deadline by end Dec. 1990.

&

5 Stuart HILSBERG Phone (03) 7441071
age 12




FOR SALE

Lycoming 0235-Cl time expired. Ex Airtourer $4000.00
Phone Richard DAVIES on (099) 521141 After 7.00 pm

Lycoming 0320-AIA Third life, 72 hours to run., $5000.00 Can be seen & heard
by contacling Barry GRAY phone (051) 661352

Engine conversion? Is the old C-0-200 reaching the end of its serviceable 1ife?

Thinking of getting up with the big kids and converting the old dear to a super
150 (or better)? Then before you go any further, talk to somebody who has
already gone through the expensive, lengthy, expensive, frustrating and

expensive experience!

If you then remain unconvinced about the folly of entertaining such ideas then
take a chain-saw and cut the damn thing into one inch cubes - your wife, kids,
bank-manager, heart specialist and psychiatrist will be eternally grateful.

Why not just convert to a delightfully balanced, straight forward 115 HP with
good performance, range and economy just as Doctor Henry intended.

Due to a recent attack of stupidity on the part of the present owner there is
available, a low hours, 'fire wall forward'. Conversion kit consisting of:
Lycoming 0.235.C. complete (except for exhaust system) with about
250 hours since a most extensive rebuild including chrome cylinders,
new cam shaft, oil pump idler gears etc etc as well as the
mandatory overhaul parts.
Propeller and spacer - first life with about 1000 HTR.
Engine Mount set.
All in perfect condition. .
ALl you need is a new cowl from the Co-operative and a weeks work
will see you back in the air with your sanity and bank account in-tack
In an attempt to recoup a minuscule fraction of some recent aircraft conversion
expenses the whole kit and kaboodle is on offer at $15,000.

RING (09) 474 1336 A/H
John MULHERON

FOR SALFE -~ SAFARI VIDEO

A 1 hour 40 minute video of the Queensland Safari has been put together by
Gordon Dickson and was shown at the President's Fly-In. If you would like
a copy, send $20.00 (includes postage) to the Treasurer P.0. Box 57, KETLOR 3036

by 30-11-1990.
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CLASSIC BFAUTY - CLASSTC BLUNDER

0il cap tight - cowl buttons done up — hand lightly on the propellor (Ne! the
motor does not need pulling through as the aeroplane has flown today!} CLICK-
ROAR-the engine bursts into life, jumps the hand brake and starts careering
off across the aerodrome.

As the plane moves away I frantically dodge the scything propeller, leap for
the cockpit but am knocked flat as the plane drives over me then collides
with the fuel bowser and continues on through a fence.

Damage? Considerable to the wings and undercarriage not Lo mention the fuel
pump or the five stitches in my hand and massive deep bruising which means T
still have difficulty walking three weeks later!

But of course the major damage is to my own confidence, How could I (with
over 20 years and three thousand hours experience) make such a Bloody Stupid
mistake and smash up my super little aeroplane and go close to killing myself

in the process?

Bad Luck? No way! If luck had anything to do with it it was gzood luck that
no other people or aircraft were involved or that the fuel installation did

not catch fire! ‘
So why or how did it happen?

The accident occurred around half an hour before last light. Very early

that morning another pilot had flown the aeroplane, then at around 10,30 am,

1 had pulled the plane out again, washed and "daily'd" it for a planned trip
to a destination some 100 miles away where it was planned to stay several days.

I had also arranged for a car to be driven to the same place for local use

once T arrived, but as the driving time was around 2 hours compared with the
flying time of under the hour and the planned ETA was around 12.30 pm for us
both, I interrupted the daily {without adding both fuel and oil which I
considered necessary for the trip) to deliver the car to allow my driver plenty
of time for the journey.

But it all came to naught as the car driver was not well enough to travel
anyway — so no panic, a couple of phone calls later, the whole thing was put
off for 24 hours, so T went straight back to work and put in some useful hours,

Very late the same afternocon I returned to the drome to hangar the aeroplane
for the night. Needless to say it was a magnificent evening, so the
temptation for a last minute local flight was just too great., A gquick "walk
around” with a fuel dip to confirm plenty of fuel for a local flight, c¢limb
in, buckle up, commence prime for cold fuel injection start - throttle open -
mixture rich (hold on, T had earlier decided that some o0il was necessary-

have I put the oil cap on correctly and closed the cowl?)

Upbuckle climb out, oil cap tight, cowl done up, hand lightly on the
propellor! CLICK--ROAR———— o — HINDSIGHT.

Perhaps the most frightening thing about this whole disasterous incident was
the number of pilots who admitted that they had done the same thing. Certainly

in the majority of cases the results were not seriocus - sometimes almost
funny such as a Partanavia going around in circles with one engine running or
a pilot hanging on to the tail of a Decathalon - others not so funny like

the scarred and twisted arm as a perpetual reminder!

IN EVERY CASE THE COMMON DENOMINATOR WAS A HAND ON A "LIVE" PROPELLOR.

Page 15




Were these stories true or were my fellow pilots Just trying to make me feel
better? T think they were true and in fact the stories were often prefixed

by "Well; now that its happened to you, I must admit———— " So where do we

go wrong?

With many of us, it was part and parcel of our training to "pull the engine }
through” to break the oil seal, checking compressions and preventing damage '
caused by hydraulic lock. With the old inverted Gipsy and with a radial

engine this is certainly still a recommended proceedure but with the ma jority

of engines now horizontally opposed — well I ask the serious question-

"WHAT IS MORE DANGEROUS — TO PULL A MOTOR THROUGH OR TO RISK DAMACE BY

CONFINING THE PROPELLOR INSPECTTON TO A VISUAI, INSPECTION ONLY?"

I know what T'11 be doing! '
By an older and T hope Wiser Pilot

EPTLOGUE: It was Federation Championship time — but no aeroplane - no
competitions - until Barry Gray came up "trumps" - closed a "blind" eye

to'my, stitched and battered condition - and made MOI available, Despite
atrocious flying I was able to retain A Bronze in the aerobatics then with
contidence slowly returning rejoined Don Prairie and Pat Cliffe-Hickling
my 'old' formation mates (we had not flown together for 4 years!) for a
practice in the aero clubs'172's. That went well - so we entered a late
challenge and scraped home to win the gold. Thanks Barry!

Stan Tilley

FORTHCOMING ARTTCLES - NEXT NEWSLETTER

AUTHOR/CONTACT

'"The Alternate Safari' Mike FISHER

'Billabong Millerong - Tales of the Supernatural' W, MILLER Esgq.
and Aviation Quiz for Safari participants

(The Long Awaited) Report on the S.A. Goolwa Fly-TIn GlennSTURGES
- Cartoon received

"These Foolish Things Remind Me' Stan TTLLEY

President's Fly-In Parkes
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