Hi! Everyone.


A number of people have asked me to do a “report” on the recent flights I made to Sweden and Denmark.


I have “a thing” about reports , they are usually dull , uninteresting ,and take lots of time and effort to produce , invariably not read and often “binned” in the “round file” ! Once I had to do reports to a Chief Executive monthly and I became suspicious that he wasn’t reading them , so I devised a way of checking him out.


I simply asked a vital question of him in the report, that demanded an answer from him . I concluded that if he didn’t answer the question I was wasting my time 


writing the report! Once I managed to go 9 months before I was asked where my reports were!!!! So as you see reports are not at the top of my hit parade?


What has this to do with my Swedish/Denmark trip? Well, I’ll pretend it’s not a report but more a dedicated call for you all to do something towards encouraging your siblings to take up flying so they can enjoy the freedom it engenders for more of their short lives than such as me just starting out at the age of 61 years!





My “story” begins with my Fathers’ refusal to allow me to join the RAF on leaving school. My Head Master had been a Squadron Leader in the Pathfinders (a Mosquito Navigator) and my art master used to be a Spitfire Pilot (Alan Holt Artist of Caistor) I had also some sports achievements which would have made me good fodder for the RAF.


Instead I was awarded  interviews at DeHavilland ,Hatfield and Rolls Royce Aero Engines at Derby. My hero’s were the bomber crews circling overhead when I was four or five living in the Lincolnshire fens, so I really wanted to get into aircrew. I actually was accepted by DH but Pa said I must see if I had an offer from RR and when that came that “cooked my goose”(bless him for he knew not what he did!). I therefore swore that one day I would fly , trouble is I didn’t expect to need to build my own ‘plane to do it!


Only a week prior to the trip the PFA Europa Coach had conned me into doing my first UK solo Cross Country Flight. To explain …. Mike Jackson had very obligingly collected him from Finmere in the morning . Upon arrival we got busy with the rapid " learning curve” and soon he was suggesting refreshments and a “cross country” together . Obviously  I enquired “Where?” to be told I was taking him back to Finmere leaving me to fly back solo!


So now you can begin to imagine my elation finding myself en-route solo, a week later, to Biggin Hill  (EGKB)   to pick up a radio and navigator colleague to fly 


onwards to Sweden and Denmark Rally’s.


I’d had various problems to overcome in the two days prior to leaving , discovering a pair of tyres beyond safe use ,collecting said replacements from  Wombleton ,bursting a brake pipe and making numerous attempts to fix an intermittent misfire . 


Originally I’d intended following the Europa Aircraft Sales Executive so I had conceived a long range fuel tank modification to ensure that I could match his 


aircraft range between refuelling .Approval for this came through the morning before departure, leaving no time to get it installed! Then I had bowed to lots of well founded advice to take someone with me to assist with the radio/navigation. 


I reasoned that the ground is full of dead aviators who ignored good advice!


Only to be advised that the Europa Sales Executive was having to call off due to his Constant Speed Prop. going haywire and an engine misfire problem. So fate had dealt me a card to ensure I took someone along anyway.


I had checked that Biggin Hill (EGKB)opened at 07.30 so set off  at 05.45 but before long began to realise I was likely to arrive early . On take off I was ‘choked’ to hear that the misfire was still occasionally present but since it had been around for about a month now I elected to continue. Waddington cleared me onwards .


 Soon  I discovered that I’d probably allowed twice the time between Bourne and Bourn  across the two maps I had studied explaining my being ahead of the plan!


I  really made a big effort to “keep off the gas” but soon found myself advising 


London Information that “My intention was to land” 30 minutes before the field was officially opened. To which came the reply “at your discretion”. Landing didn’t seem to be much of a decision until the official enquired if I’d just landed  and asked for full particulars! ( It seems I could be fined £250, the learning curve is suddenly very steep !)


Anyway I fuelled up and awaited my travel companion , whereupon we filed a flight plan over Lydd (EGMD)and Calais(LFAC) onwards to Lelystad(NLLE) , soon setting off with Ivor Phillips beavering away at his GPS ,charts and radio leaving me to keep a heading on my GPS. The weather was excellent as it had been from Wickenby, we climbed to around 4,000 ft and soon had the white cliffs out to our left (sorry port!)


The flight was uneventful and we landed almost to the minute (200nm and 2 hours )and were asked to contact Schipol  ATC.!  They hadn’t received our flight plan in spite of us getting a fax .confirmation slip , we must ‘phone in future to verify that they had the copy, and although we had been communicating with Dutch Military we had passed Schipol at 1900 ft instead of 1500 ft in a very narrow corridor.  The chart being somewhat difficult to recognise that two control zones are superimposed (thin blue line within a wide shaded red line!) However we parted  friends at the end of the ‘phone conversation with a slight tap of the wrist.


I was feeling very tired by this time so with doubtful weather ahead we elected to find accommodation for the night. 


Next day we were bright and early to file the plan to Sonderborg (EKSB) in Denmark  via Borkum (EDWR) and Helgoland (EDXH) another 200nm in 2 hours. This route took us over long expanse of sea  “sharpening our ears for the misfire!”  but in doing so we missed many many airfields and some danger areas. Before leaving Lelystad we also filed the next leg to Vaxjo (ESMX) well into Sweden via Angelholm (ESAB),saving time at our next “put down” for fuel by not having to await the obligatory hour prior to activating the “plan”. Similarly we filed  an advance plan from Vaxjo to Barkarby(ESKB) Stockholm for the final leg whilst at Sonderborg.


On approach to Vaxjo the controller asked “if we would like to be vectored on the approach to avoid   “CB’s !” ( the first sign of what was to come!) This we gratefully accepted .  Refuelling was very quickly done and the Controller asked 


If we had a “weekly ticket”? Obviously we were oblivious. There is a ticket system in Sweden which for the payment of approx. £23. (x 15 Krona! ) you get to make as many landings as you require including overnight parking anywhere in Sweden.  What a great way to promote general aviation. ? Needless to say we soon bought a ticket.!


We were able to depart Vaxjo quite quickly (having studied the weather forecast)


Very soon we were getting radio crackling ! but pressed on into what turned out to be a “hot bed breeding ground” for CB’s.  The cold moist air moving inland from the sea was spawning these evil things whilst we watched.


In the meantime we were over forest , lakes and outcrops of rock as far as could be seen  then more of the same !!!!  (What’s this about keeping the surface in view at all time “ ?) 


Guess what? When is a misfire likely to become more apparent!!!!!  Just the time when you need it ? 


Then the we lost contact with the TMA and they finished up getting an overhead 


Airliner to relay messages and instructions re. possible frequency changes! In the meantime we were dodging through CB’s everywhere , often having to reverse our heading. ( the GPS re-run of this section of the trip was like  bunch of knitting wool!) Of course it was very tempting to “nip “ out to sea where we could see 


clear skies but of course at a great distance away , then there was the likely-hood of not being able to regain land.


Eventually we were relieved to have a huge airfield in sight and decided to commence the elaborate joining instructions for RIGHT HAND ENTRY to Barkarby. Immediately the controller  asked “where are you going” and on advising her she gave positive instructions to do “no such thing, just get down onto Barkarby immediately , you have had much to difficult a time “ (OR WORDS TO THAT EFFECT !)


As we looked at the airfield way ahead a 747 begins to line up !  We had mistaken Stockholm Bromma  (ESSB) for Barkarby. We quickly had a  fresh 


appraisal and found Barkarby just to port. So no more ado made a LEFT ENTRY 


over a residential area and high rise flats , both pleased to be on the ground.


We were most humbled to be greeted with the question “did you close your plan?”  in the euphoria of completion of the final leg still in the 2 hours we had failed to advise the angel of a controller, who had stuck with us through thick and thin , that we were safe on the ground ! A most regrettable fact since she had certainly been most concerned  throughout all our communications .


Barkarby is an ex- military field and maintained to an immaculate standard by the local EEA Chapter of about 200 members. There are many groups of insulated modern  “hangers” all fitted with “up and over” full width doors .I  was given to understand that all had been erected by chapter members  in their own time.


We attended the evening time dinner and were pleased to be awarded the Longest Distance Prize along with a second one for “negotiating the most CB’s!


(Inspite of them thinking we were Germans !!!!) At the dinner we sat with a Swedish Airforce Maintenance Captain who invited us to “call at his base “on the way to Denmark ! What Ivor Phillips and Lennart didn’t know about aircraft wasn’t worth knowing !


Whilst there, we were able to borrow an engine lifter to enable an easier change of rotor arms on the engine to try to tackle the misfire problem.


During our stay in Stockholm we enjoyed the company of my Son Rob and his Partner Linda (Jones)  Don’t ask how a Swedish au pair  gets a surname such as that? We did lots of exploring of their beautiful city. I said “it’s like Amsterdam with scenery hills and islands” ( quite a slur on Amsterdam)  but Linda was offended ! The emphasis is certainly on water leisure anyway .


Then time slipped by and our hosts were to attend her Sisters Senior School Graduation at Visby on the Island of Gotland. They were surprised to find that we were able to follow by flying over a long sea crossing to VISBY (ESSV) without a misfire this time !


We enjoyed our stay there with Linda’s Mother and Stepfather in their Summer Home. The Island of Gotland is very flat and not unlike the North of Scotland


(not surprising considering the comparable latitude!) many of the Islanders are settled Estonians from the World War Two refugees.


Visby is an ancient walled Town with a history of much trade in the harbour area.


Before we left we attended the “Graduation” of Linda’s Sister as she left school,


they make much ceremony over leaving school, with lots of music and display 


“floats” on huge tractors and trailors and I guess this is where most of the au pairs originate !!!!!!!! Still came home without one !!!


Alongside Visby airfield is a Flying Museum with numerous excellently preserved 


Military Aircraft ,well worth a visit for enthusiasts and the general public. However they are badly in need of a PR drive to generate many more visitors. 


Time soon flew by and we filed to fly onwards to our Swedish Airforce base on the east coast of Sweden at SATENAS(ESIB) The authorities called us to advise that the plan wasn’t acceptable since they wouldn’t believe that we had authority to visit an Air Force Base, on contacting Leonnart he advised us to file to a nearby Civil Airfield then dodge in to his field . !(Could you imagine this with an RAF field?)We had to wait quite a while for a viable weather forecast , but eventually set off with very poor visibility due to haze. On reaching land there was just one small passage through the most daunting looking weather front,  we passed with much buffeting and some rain


but eventually had to seek refuge at SKOVDE(ESGR) landing in very windy conditions at the long time closed for the night airfield. Having “closed our flight plan ! we wandered across the field  to a group of tents and a club house to find lots of German Glider Students on a two week holiday , firstly ‘ve’ ‘vere’ most concerned as to ‘vhat’ ‘vas’ going on because they ‘vere’ running round half naked having been in a sauna !


They made us quite “conventionally” welcome, gave us a beer , apologised for not having any food but invited us for breakfast at 0900 hours.  They were interested in our adventure . Eventually we returned to the aircraft and pitched our tent on quite a good layer of grass, it blew a gale and rained heavily during the night.


Next morning we were welcomed by the airfield staff (no problems about OUT OF HOURS LANDING LIKE BIGGIN HILL!)  Great facilities for showers and ablutions, bags of  free coffee etc. We soon fuelled up and took off in very windy conditions to complete our last evenings flight.


On arrival the lady controller advised that we were expected (much to our relief!) but would we be able to circle for a while whilst 4 Griffen Fighters landed !!!!?


The first two did a “go round” because of a rabbit (suspect it was a hare?) on the runway ! then we landed No. 5 to the Griffens ! Lennart gave us a fine welcome.


Nothing happens on that base that he doesn’t pull the string for ! If you get my meaning?


They operate Hurcules , and a Puma Air Sea Rescue Helicopter from the same base so we got to see a Herc’ in a state of major overhaul and the Puma with the engines that can be changed in two hours and the control box at the winch door which enables the winch man to control the helicopter !  Apparently they use the 


Conscripts to actually do the rescue  (expendable?) so they call them “TEA-BAGS!”.(get it ? regularly getting dipped!) Leonnart had collected his Europa Home build Kit from the UK in a Herc!!!!!.  He also filled our a/c with fuel (date expired of course!) See what I mean about pulling the strings ?  During the day we also shared a private exhibition aerobatic flight of a Hawker Hunter (they have two immaculately preserved ) with a coach load of retired Squadron Leaders.


Then after an excellent meal prepared by his wife we retired for the night  in a bunk bed in his office , with shower and ablution facilities immediately to hand.


He brought us breakfast in the morning and we were soon to leave onwards to


the Danish Fly In at Stauning(EKVJ)  skirting Gothenberg (ESGP)  via Laeso (EKLS)   Hadsund(EKHS)and Karup(EKKA)  No 2 to a Hercules leaving a good period for wake separation !!!!


On arrival at Stauning who should greet us but the Europa Rep. And his MD 


Keith Wilson.!


We attended the evening dinner along with the AUSTER CLUB from Biggin Hill


(eight Austers fly there every year!) We didn’t qualify for any prizes since we didn’t fly direct!!!!! That evening we did a air to air “photo call” with the Europa 


Chums  in the factory demonstrator G-GBXS.  And  we are looking forward to some interesting copy ?


After an other night in the tent we made an early exit back to Lelystad via TUSKA and WELGO  taking a huge bite of sea crossing . ( the danger areas weren’t active)


Only to land and have an extended wait for a favourable forecast to continue on to Biggin Hill  via Ostend.


We eventually filed a plan allowing time for a weather system to have cleared inland, but the controller said we could go early (30 minutes) since things were quiet ! Took off to be quickly confronted by the weather system complete with “EMBEDDED CBs! (Best to stick to the plan!)This forced us to exit the coast early but were soon down to Ostend  where we tried to make contact with the ground control who was very busy giving some other VFR guys a “dogging” for not having filed a plan . When we eventually got a transmission through the guy was about to give us a “bad hair day”  but we were soon to put him in his place , with plan filed etc.


On over flying Kent we had  lots of rain  but managed to sneak back to Biggin Hill AOK to pay yet another £17 + Vat landing fee + £6+Vat overnight parking !!!!!  and 61 litres of 100 LL at  £59 which in Sweden would have cost less than £20 !!!!   Why do we put up with it ??????                                                          





 Having bade Ivor farewell and extended many thanks for his nav. and radio skills which according to him is not awfully experienced ?I stayed overnight at my Daughters in Croyden. This time making sure I didn’t try to exit the field before opening !  Then continued solo back to Wickenby,  getting in just prior to the weather deteriorating,  a dream at long last realised.


So now  many thanks to Brian Griffin who has expended lots of his time in testing my aircraft and training it’s brain dead owner, to my Brother John and his wife Cathy , to Rob my Son and Linda who helped with glassing the wings, and many other jobs such as    building the trailer. Also particularly to my wife Jan who put up with my  building  the a/c over 4 years  and suffered breast cancer during the build without so much as a moan.


I am pleased to dedicate this epistle  to encourage  all readers to in turn encourage our younger generations to grasp the opportunities to learn to fly whilst they are young and so maximise their enjoyment  over a greater period of their lives than a guy like me starting at the age of sixty …. odd.!





Happy flying to one and all’





Regards


Bob Harrison   G-PTAG Europa Custom Built Kit 337 /Jabiru 3300.








