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FERRYING aGROSS THE ATLANTIC

The following talk will be broadcast anonymously by a Pilot-Officer

in the "In Town Tonight" programme at 7 o'clock this evening: -

There is nothing very much in flying the Atlantic nowadays, and R.A.F.

pilots regard Atlantic ferrying as a rest from operational flying. And so

it is, for it comes as an interesting relief to routine bombing raids.

The actual crossing of the Atlantic from Newfoundland to Britain takes

very little time, considerably less than many routine patrols, by Coastal

Command, and many raids over Germany, and on the ferry trip, you have the great

advantage of being able to plan the. whole affair on the lines of a civil airline

passenger flight, I can assure you flying the Atlantic as a passenger after

the war -will be an everyday affair, no more exciting or dangerous than was

flying from London to Paris before the war.

There are two main reasons why flying the Atlantic is nowadays such a

simple job* First, because America is building and supplying us with fine

aircraft. Secondly, because each flight is planned to the last detail.

To give you an idea of what flying the Atlantic is like I r ll describe a

typical trip. You arrive in Canada and collect the aircraft to be flown home.

Sane of us had the luck to go to the American factories to take delivery. The

aircraft people in the States are a fine bunch of fellows, also we had the

opportunity of flying with pilots of the United States Army Air Corps. They’re
wizard pilots.

Prom Canada you fly to Newfoundland - just a hop. You get a surprise when

you arrive there. A "boom" town has sprung up in a matter of months, where

there was previously nothing but bare rook.

This is where the real business starts. Pilot and navigator check up with

the weather experts. These are the men who have killed the bogey of Atlantic

Flying, They will tell you with certainty the sort of weather you will meet

right the way across. And any sudden change will be wirelessed to you. It is

left to the Captain of the aircraft to decide whether, and when, he will take

off; He’s the boss.

We check up and examine very carefully our aircraft, which is under an -armed

guard. You can't even approach it without a pass. Meantime the Wireless

Operator goes to see the Chief Steward, to select a menu for the trip. We carry

half-a-dozen thermos bottles and there is a wide choice of food and drink.

There’s soup, cocoa, coffee, pineapple juice - jolly good this - tomato juice,
and sandwiches in infinite variety. The food's grand.

Then, after one last word with the weather folk, we’re ready to take off.

There remains a final duty for the Captain to perform. He has to search the

aircraft for stowaways. Then we’re off. The trip lasts round about ten hours

or so, though seme pilots have done it in much less. More often than not you

don’t see the sea all the way across. It’s freezing, of course, but you fly

so high that there is no moisture in the air to ice-up wings and airscrews.

We take a good look at the coast of Newfoundland as we say good-bye, then as

we climb up through the cloud, the navigator gets busy. He waits for it to get

dark for he wants to get an astro fix - to check our position by the stars, and

it’s extraordinary ha? long it takes to get dark after the sun has disappeared

behind us. Then we plug in the automatic pilot - "George" we call it, and

settle down for the night, The navigator is the only one with much to do - the

rest of us read or talk* At last we see the dawn break* That’s a grand sight.

On my first trip it had just got light, when I saw a great red blaze through the

cloud® I thought it was a ship on fire, but it was just the sun coming up

through the cloud.

Then, eventually, we put down on this side. It's satisfying to descend

through a hole in the cloud and find yourself in exactly the right spot at the

right time. It’s a grand feeling.

That’s about all there is to it. I can tell you of no "incidents" I've

experienced, on the way ever and neither can my follow pilots.


