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TRIPOLI LIBYA 1957 -1959 

Silver City Airways is well remembered as the airline that flew passengers and 
cars to the Continent during the fifties and sixties. The company also had a 
number of lesser known operations such as ferrying aircraft worldwide and in 
1957 a base was set up in Tripoli to cater for the transport needs of oil 
companies. Oil exploration in Libya was getting under way and Oil Field Supply 
Ltd, a German company chartered SCAL to fly for them. We were on contract 
to fly for all the major oil companies involved with oil exploration. 

Oil would not be found in Libya for another two years so our work was with 
geologists and supplying seismic parties who ranged all over country, 
sometimes as far down to the Chad border. Later, there were drilling sites to 
supply.  

I was flying as a First Officer on Bristol Freighters based at Ferryfield on 
Dungeness Point in Kent at the time and decided to volunteer for a two year 
posting. Following a hastily arranged DC-3 rating, my wife and I flew to Tripoli 
in July 1957. Tripoli was a known quantity to me, as I had night stopped there 
with a previous company and it was where we had spent our honeymoon two 
years earlier. 

Hoppy Hopkins was the Managing Captain who with Captain Doug Phillips 
were the first pilots in the build up of permanent crews. I was crewed with 
Doug so we got down to a close study of the job in hand. Navigation was the 
first thing to sort out as it was strictly dead reckoning because once out of 
range of the coastal non directional beacons heading south into the desert 
there were no aids. Fortunately all our aircraft were fitted with RAF wartime 
Drift Sights so it was possible to observe the drift on any heading. The basis of 
the unit was a powerful magnifying glass in a frame aligned with the aircraft 
that showed the movement over the earth’s surface directly below the aircraft. 
Fitted above this small display was a transparent rotatable cover with parallel 
lines that could be aligned to any moving object at ground level. The drift was 
then read off a small scale on the rim of the unit. We flew a magnetic heading 
to coordinates on a Mercator’s Chart and applied a drift correction every ten 
minutes. In general, the weather was quiet over the desert most of the time 
with a steady wind, so we were very accurate with our navigation. On early 
trips what was thought of as a featureless desert, slowly came alive with sand 
sea areas, small escarpments, different colour sand, also an odd track, all of 
which helped us. To me desert flying was fascinating; we flew over the whole 
of Libya by this never to be repeated, well known system of dead reckoning 
navigation. The topographical maps for Libya at the time were not very 
accurate but we did use them to write our own observations for future 
reference. 
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The DC-3 in use when I arrived in Tripoli was ZS-DDC (C/n 12445), recently 
leased from South Africa where Africair used it to transport mineworkers. A 
weight reducing exercise had been carried out on this aircraft by removing the 
heater and the autopilot. In addition, the heavy duty cabin floor had been 
replaced. On paper, the aircraft was lighter but we had mixed feelings about 
removing the autopilot. I found out several years later that this aircraft had 
been operated by Silver City in 1946 registered G-AIRH but this was not known 
at the time. 

 The flying was varied as we supplied a number of small mobile surveyors 
and seismic camps.  Also, we flew frequent surveys sometimes down over the 
border with Chad. Most of the drilling going on at the time was for water. 
Drilling for oil followed but none was found until 1958. Esso named their first 
drill camp “Frost Field” after one of our Captains, Alan Frost, who flew endless 
flights from Tripoli when the camp was set up.  

THE DC-2 

I wrote the following letter to “The Aeroplane Monthly” in April 2007 and I 
have copied this here to introduce the DC-2.  

SIR - I found your article (February 2007) on the DC-2 of great interest having 
flown the aircraft as a First Officer. 

Early in 1957, I was posted to a small Silver City Airways unit in Libya. There 
were two aircraft already based there - a DC-3 and a Bristol Freighter. To my 
amazement a DC-2 had just joined the fleet. This DC-2 was one of the pre-war 
Swissair aircraft HB-ITO purchased Feb 1935 (C/n 1322) now registered ZS-
DFX which had been flown up from South Africa by Captain ‘Boots’ O Reilly. 

The South African authorities gave us a dispensation to fly the aircraft on the 
strength of our British DC-3 ratings. I found this a mixed blessing. On the plus 
side we did not have to take an ARB technical exam but on the minus side 
there were no engineering notes and not a lot was known about the aircraft. 
We did have a slim manual from the Swissair days but this was written in 
German. 

Later in 1957, the DC-2 operation was halted by an unfortunate accident. An 
aircraft was being run up in front of a French registered DC-3 that had been 
parked with brakes off and without chocks. The DC-3 was blown on to the 
DC-2 tail plane with the propeller of its port engine destroying the elevator as 
the picture shows.                                                                                                                         
The company mounted a worldwide search for an elevator and one was 
located in Finland. Ron Townsend was in charge of maintenance and he still 
had engineers who could sew and dope fabric and they produced a 
beautifully made replacement. 
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I do not think that we found many problems in flying the DC-2, certainly not 
the sort of the difficulties that Ernest Gann highlighted in “Fate is the 
Hunter”. We all read about this a few years later. I suppose we were lucky to 
have flown the DC-3 first instead of the other way around. I was never 
involved with an engine failure after take-off on the DC-2; this would have 
been a busy time. The only way to establish a climb with a failed engine 
would have been to raise the gear and jettison some fuel from the main 
tanks. I remember rehearsing this several times. I read in your article 
(Aeroplane February 2007) that undercarriage retraction took 25 seconds; I 
think that this was a factory fresh time as our DC-2 took much longer - well 
over a minute. Any relaxation in pumping or easing on the selector during the 
retraction would mean a freeze that would be followed by a free fall of the 
gear and then having to restart the whole procedure again. When the gear 
retraction was complete an extra hand was required to select the DC-3 type 
floor lock before releasing the pump pressure.  Fuel calculations were 
sometimes a challenge as the main tank gauges were calibrated in US 
Gallons, one auxiliary tank in Eighths and the other one in Litres. The Bowser 
delivered fuel in Imperial gallons - but that was many years ago. 

 

THE SCOTTISH AVIATION TWIN PIONEER 

 On the 4th December 1957 the Scottish Aviation Twin Pioneer G-AOEO 
arrived in Tripoli to carry out demonstration flights for Esso and other 
companies. Captain Roy Smith was in command with David McIntyre, 
Managing Director of Scottish Aviation plus two passengers. After a rest day 
flying was started on 6th December when local flights were made carrying Esso 
and SCAL personnel. The plan was that each flight carried out in Libya one of 
our small team of pilots would fly on board as navigator. The aircraft was 
housed on the SCAL hangar as we were hosting their stay. On 7th December 
Captain Smith, with SCAL Capt Doug Phillips as navigator, passengers David 
McIntyre,    Mr Johnson a senior ESSO manager and Mr McCrimmon from a 
Geophysics company boarded the aircraft to fly to the ESSO camp at Atshan 
(345nm from Tripoli) and then flew on a local trip. The aircraft then took off for 
the return flight to Tripoli with the same four passengers and crew with an ETA 
of 1800. However, nothing more was heard of this flight. 

Overnight, the Air Traffic Control Centre carried out all the searches and checks 
required including a  search and rescue plan if needed, for the following 
morning. At first light on Sunday 8th a DC-3 checked all the landing sites along 
the planned route but there was no sign of the Twin Pioneer.   By mid morning, 
a large fleet of aircraft had been assembled and a major search, well organised 
by the USAF was started. The nearby USAF from their base at Wheelus Field  
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conducted the creeping search along the route to Atshan with a number of 
Grumman Albatross aircraft also DC-3s, and a C54 with Para Medics if required   
As well as SCAL DC-3s, the RAF flew a Shackleton from Malta completing an 
impressive fleet. Then, just before 1600 hours, Casey Boss came on the R/t 
reporting that he had found the crash site. Casey was flying a Percival E.P.9 
85nm north of Atshan and said he would land there. Shortly afterwards, he 
was airborne again and confirmed that there were no survivors. The loss of 
Doug was a sad time for our small community.  

On 9th December, I was crewed with Captain Jan Van De Toorren and we flew 
DC-3 G-ANLF to Nahia Neige the nearest landing strip to the crash site.  Our 
passengers were senior Scottish Aviation personnel who had flown out 
overnight including W/c “Capp” Capper, chief Test Pilot and senior design and 
engineering staff.  At the first view of the crash site it was quite obvious what 
had happened as one very complete looking wing lay on the sand just over a 
hundred yards from the main wreckage. It had become detatched during flight. 
The main wreckage area was very small indicating that the remainder of the 
aircraft had dived at great speed into the sand leaving the crumpled tailplane 
on the top of this sad pile. 

 We knew that there had been a metal fatigue problem in the wing 
structure on the Twin Pioneer  but thought that this had been cured by 
modification programme.  In fact this was not the case.      G-AOEO was the 
only unmodified aircraft but not everyone in our group, including Capp Capper 
knew this. I moved quickly away from the conversations that followed. At the 
time it appeared that the senior engineers allowed this unmodified aircraft to 
fly on this tour but some years later I learned that this was not true. The 
engineering department were against the flight taking place but were 
overruled by David McIntyre.  

After a night stop at an Esso camp we flew back to Natia Neige, collected the 
bodies and took them on to Tripoli. On 12th December I went back to Natia 
Niege, again this time as navigator with Capt Kemmel and his crew on Scottish 
Aviation DC-3 G-AMPP to collect various aircraft parts to be taken to Prestwick. 

 

Daily life in Tripoli was quite pleasant, we worked hard flying at a rate of just 
over eight hundred hours a year which was very active for the type of flying we 
did, sometimes up to six sectors a day around the desert. We flew from the 
pre-war airport of Castel Benito, renamed in 1952 to RAF Idris that is situated 
about ten miles in from the coast constructed by Mussolini to be outside the 
range of the naval firepower of the day. The aim was to get airborne at 0600  
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sometimes earlier. So, with a 14 mile drive to the airport, this meant an early 
start to the day.  

The UK had played a strong part in establishing Libya’s independence in 1951 
so the Brits were welcome in the country, in fact the only country I can think of 
in the Middle East where we were welcomed in those days! There were two 
clubs that Ex Pats belonged to -  the Beach Club and the Elizabethan Club 
where all the traditional events of the calendar year were celebrated.  

  Tripoli still had the appeal of a pre-war Italian colonial town with some 
good shops and restaurants but with a feeling that change was coming. 
Gaddafi was still a fifteen year old schoolboy so we had no idea of the drastic 
changes that he would bring to Libya. 

Our daily flights were varied and interesting with the odd unusual trip such as 
the day we were planned to pick a team from one of the camps and fly them to 
an unused wartime landing ground. After landing, the team boss said that it 
would be wise to take-off along the same track as our landing run as he and his 
German Bomb dispersal team had come to clear the explosives in the area.  

 

NIGHT FLYING 

We often flew night flights from a camp back to Tripoli which was quite 
straight forward with the navigation aids available at Tripoli. However, we once 
had to make a night flight of one and a half hours south into the desert to a 
camp for a medical call out. Fortunately, it was a calm night as we were unable 
to see anything through our drift sight so navigation was limited to flying a 
magnetic heading. We asked for the camp chief to switch on his lights 30 
minutes before ETA but this was limited to a few small lights and the 
headlights of four Land Rovers. We decided that this was one of our really 
lucky trips when a feint glow of lights appeared off to the port a few minutes 
before ETA. Then two vehicles were placed wide apart with headlights trained 
on the touchdown point. Flying around the circuit was quite difficult as there 
was no horizon and as always we had no accurate height readout. The ground 
level pressure to set the altimeter was always guess work but in daylight with 
the surface in sight this was not a problem. After a longish flat approach one of 
the vehicles decided to move away so our only reference point quickly gave a 
different picture. Another night landing to remember! 

 

 REDUCED VISIBILITY LANDING 

One morning we were approaching a camp around 5,000 feet. The sun has just 
risen. There was a stiff breeze and rising sand.  Although we could see the  
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surface, visibility would be very low in the circuit. My skipper gave me a very 
quick brief on the approach he intended to make – maintain height, fly the 
landing heading until the touchdown point passed underneath the nose, then 
close the throttles. As the speed decayed, gear down, then flaps until speed 
allowed full flap.  By then the rate and angle of descent was considerable but a 
low safe speed was easily maintained. I thought of the Training Captain who 
quite rightly told me to “evaluate your aircraft!” The touchdown point was still 
firmly in the windscreen where it stayed until landing. I was thinking of plugs 
oiling up and cylinder head temperatures dropping but a short burst of power 
sorted that out. I was pleased to see a little power used during the round out 
that all worked very well. My Captain told me that he had been trained to fly 
this approach on an Avro York in the RAF for a special operation that he was 
not called on to carry out and had never been given any idea what the flight 
might be. 

 

ENGINE FAILURE 

At some of our destinations in the middle of the Sahara the engine 
temperatures became very high. So after landing, we positioned the aircraft at 
the starting point for the next takeoff. After start up, we did not run up the 
engines just a quick magneto check as the power came up and after one such 
hot and very heavy take off the starboard engine ran down. Fortunately, the 
gear had retracted but this was the worst possible time for a failure and if the 
ground was more suitable we would have landed straight ahead. After the 
feathering drill I then very carefully set up maximum continuous power on the 
port engine whilst trying to keep my gaze away from the oil & cylinder head 
temperatures that were all above limits. We had other problems, in spite of 
some very smooth handling, the aircraft was not climbing and worse still the 
Captain could not hold it straight even with the allowed bank. The only way out 
of this was to reduce power on the live engine, a day for positive thinking - I 
did this very gently in small increments until we held straight. It took some 
time before we were able to make a low flat circuit back to land still with the 
temps & pressures above limits. Although in my career, I experienced the very 
rare engine failure it was never under such limiting conditions   

 

SCAL CAPTAINS 

The Captains that I flew with In Libya were a very experienced team who had 
all flown operationally during the war; they spent a lot of time answering my 
endless questions about aviation in general and the technicalities of the 
aircraft but I could glean little of their wartime activities. Several years later I  
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did find out quite a lot and these are the names of just four Captains from my 
log book.  

 Alan Frost,                                                                                                                                                                               
    An Australian fighter pilot who flew P-40s in the Far East during the 
war. After a spell with    an airline in Sydney he volunteered to fly Mustangs 
with 77 Squadron in Korea. Alan then came to SCAL but later moved on to fly 
with the newly formed Caledonian Airways with a number of other SCAL 
personnel. Sadly Alan was killed in the DC-7 crash in Duala in 1962. 

               On line report:-  G-ARUD DC-7 Accident report – British Caledonian 

Bob Large, 

Bob a decorated Spitfire pilot also flew Lysanders to France carrying 
agents.                               

On line:-  Flight Lieutenant R.G.(Bob)Large DFC,Legion D Honneur  

Dickey Dolezal                                                                                                                                 

Dickey flew pre-war with Bata in Czechoslovakia followed by a very high 
powered war and  post war period before joining SCAL.                                                                                                                          
On line:-  Oldrich Dolezal, Free Czechoslovak Air Force 

Jan Van Der Torren   

Jan was the only non British national to command a squadron in the 
Fleet Air Arm during    the war                                                                                                                                                  
On line:- Lieutenant J.Van der tooren. 860 Naval Air Squadron  

I felt very lucky to have been crewed with this team who let me fly in the left 
seat more than I flew in my own seat. At that time, First Officers we were still 
allowed to change seats when it was their turn to fly a sector. This turned out 
to be a big plus when command training started some time later. 

  

SILVER CITY STAFF BASED IN LIBYA 
1957-1959 

 Capt “Hoppy” Hopkins       F/o  Tony Greaves     R/o “Pidge” Palmer 
 Capt  Doug Philips               F/o  Ken Honey            R/o John Ryder 

 Capt  Brian Temple             F/o   Laurie Ingleton  R/o  Mike Ryder 

 Capt “Boots” O`Rielly         F/o  Graham Kneath  R/o  Bill Colvin 

 Capt  Jan Van Der Torren   F/o  Gordon Knight  R/o  Louis Hughes 

 Capt  George Hunt               F/o  Derek Knowle     R/o  Len Barrick 

 Capt  Dicky Dolezal              F/o  Alan Kerry 
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Capt  Chas Hellewell            F/o  Tony Hunt 

Short stay Pilots 
 Capt Bob Large – Capt Alan Frost – Capt John Munro                          
Capt Paddy Meehan - Capt John Rush – Capt Charlie Chaldecott                          

Capt Bobby Van Burren - Capt John Watson – Capt Reg Cullum 

Capt Hugh Tubman - Capt Bob Large - Capt  Mac Murchy                                
Capt Ossie Weisz -  F/o Brodie-James                                                                                            
F/o Tony Gaiteskell – F/o George Wigley 

Mr Eskell. Office Manager                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              
……  Dempster. Admin   

                                                                                                                      
ENGINEERING STAFF                                               

Ron Townsend C/E                                                                               
E.Egget   C/E 

                                         Jock Cahoon  C/E        
                              Vigia Singham                   R.Swedde 

                               S.Sypos                              Ron Horsley 

                               Barry Bala                         J.Shapland 

                               Tarlock Sing Lakhan      Vic Farrish 

                                Vic Marks                          J.Harrrop 

                                Alan Offer                         D.Wellard 

                                Reg Bedford                    Galima (Stores)                

                                                                             D.Uden (Stores)    

 

 KUFRA 

Kufra had featured in a number of The Long Ranger Desert Group books about 
their wartime exploits to the oasis and I had always hoped that one day 
someone would want to fly there. I was crewed with Chas Hellewell in DC-3 G-
AMYX and this was the first of many trips to Kufra for our unit. We were told 
the old airfield could still be used but no one knew the state of it. Kufra is 742 
nautical miles South East from from Tripoli in an area that was quite unknown 
to us.  Needless to say there was no weather information. We planned a point 
of no return which was unusual and carried enough return fuel on board for 
the return flight in forty gallon drums. As there was no accommodation 
available in Kufra, we carried camp beds. The day before departure I noticed 
that the engineers were varnishing the legs of  



 

 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 



                                                        -9- 

these beds. I was told the varnishing was to prevent the scorpions from 
climbing up the bed legs and I quickly realized that the painters were serious!  

The flight time was five hours and twenty five minutes which seemed to work 
out as we had hoped. Nearing ETA we were discussing the square search to be 
used when a palm tree appeared in the haze. This was the start of Kufra Oasis.  
It turned out to be much smaller than expected. Fortunately, the pre-war 
Italian hangar wrecked by General Leclerc and the Free French forces in 1941, 
was visible in the haze - a welcome sight. But we were unable to see any 
boundary markers for the landing ground. After landing, we found that most of 
our landing run had been outside the airfield. Just as soon as the propellers 
had stopped a crowd of small boys ran out and walked all round the aircraft. 
We decided to let them wander around and as it turned out this was the first 
aircraft they had ever seen. I spoke to an Arab standing nearby who looked 
uneasy and found that he was the group’s schoolmaster from their school 
situated on the airfield boundary. He was an Egyptian who spoke English and 
was expecting to be told off at any time by the crew. He said that this would 
not have been allowed in his country. I replied not in our country either but we 
agreed that Kufra was different. We were met by the geologist team who 
organised food from the back of a Land Rover and we slept under the wing of 
the aircraft, hoping that the varnished bed legs would keep the scorpions at 
bay!  

On previous survey flights in the Fezzan, I found navigation could be difficult as 
the reason for the flight was to allow geologists an unrestricted view of the 
area to be surveyed. To do this they needed to make approaches from 
different headings, return to certain points and in general just fly around. To 
deal with survey navigation I was now well practised in using a sheet of graph 
paper covered with Perspex and drew headings by protractor and chinagraph 
pencil.  The start point was a position on the track to the survey which would 
be our aiming point for the return flight. This was a basic navigation system but 
it worked and brought many a smile to our geologists who were well aware of 
task.   I met the schoolmaster on subsequent trips always with questions for 
him. He told me that each night in Kufra someone was bitten by a scorpion. At 
my request, he enquired about the number of aircraft that had landed at Kufra 
since the war and it was concluded that our aircraft was the third. 

The Luftwaffe raided Kufra on a number of occasions and one bombing raid is 
recorded in a number of books. On September 25th 1942 eight Henkel 111s 
bombed the Oasis and up to five were shot down these numbers vary from 
book to book. This wreckage of a 111 just North of Kufra could be from any 
one of the raids. Although this crash was remembered by some locals none 
remembered when it happened.  
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THE BLENHEIM BOBMBER                                                                                                                                                                         
We made a number of flights to Kufra and carried out surveys down to the 
border with Chad. On one trip we found a Blenheim bomber still standing on 
its undercarriage just north of Kufra, no one knew very much about this 
aircraft at the time but later I found that a great deal had been written about 
the disaster including a very detailed report on 
HTTP://fjexpeditions.com/frameset/blenheims.HTM This aircraft was one of 
three that set out from Kufra on a navigation familiarization flight on t4th May 
1942, each one got lost and had to force land. This resulted in a final death toll 
of twelve crew members from lack of food and water. This was one of the 
many reminders that continued to drive home to us the message about 
navigating and being well equipped for emergencies in the desert. 

  

LADY BE GOOD 

In 1959 a SCAL DC-3 crew who were heading back to Tripoli from the Kufra 
area found the wreckage of a B-24 that had crashed during the war. There 
were no vehicle tracks around the wreckage giving the impression that it had 
remained untouched since it crashed. This turned out to be the case. The crew 
were set up in the cruse and could not use extra fuel and to take a closer look 
so just recorded an approximate position. There was great interest by the 
surveyors on board as they were due to work in that area. Within days I flew 
back to Kufra with Captain Chas Hellewell. The next day we flew overhead the 
crash site to obtain its coordinates. We reported our findings to the RAF at 
Idris and the USAF at Wheelus Field but there was no interest shown at either 
base. Sometime later there was enormous interest worldwide in this story, 
particularly when the crew remains were being found. They had parachuted 
down at night and perished in the desert www.ladybegood.com. Also Lady be 
Good – Dick Cambell. Much has been written about this crash - some articles 
more accurate than others.  The best account was written by Mario Martinez 
in his book “Lady’s Men” ISBN 0 85052 378 8, which is still available. 

 

SEBHA 

Sebha is situated 350 NM south of Tripoli. It became quite a hub for oil work 
with some companies setting up storage compounds. Also, there was a hotel - 
very basic but sound. Overlooking the landing ground was a stunning 
‘storybook’ fort – straight out of ‘Beau Geste’ - that had been occupied by the 
French Foreign Legion until a few months earlier. Of great interest to me was 
an ESSO refueller who was able to hand pump fuel for us. Normally this was  
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the First Officer’s job, pumping out of forty gallon drums; we carried a hand 
pump and a large funnel with chamois leather filter, on all flights. 

    

WORLD BANK DELEGATION       

In February 1959, the World Bank sent a delegation to Libya on a fact finding 
mission and SCAL was chartered to fly the delegates around the country. 
Captain Hugh Tubman, R/o Bill Colvin and myself flew G-AOBN to Benghazi to 
collect the passengers prior to a six day trip. Our passengers were an 
interesting team, a mix of nationalities who were very secretive as to their 
mission. We gleaned that it was to assess the water exploration and supply to 
distant communities. We then flew on to Hun before basing ourselves in Sebha 
for the next few days, flying day trips to one or two of the major towns that we 
knew but also to some that were new to us. Our new destinations were Brack, 
Ubarian, and Murzuck that appeared to be established communities living well, 
south of the administration of Tripoli/Benghazi. Needless to say, on reaching a 
small town, the hospitality was considerable with all the senior residents 
pressing for a water grant hearing. Whatever the time of day we all had to sit 
down to a large very good standard meal of couscous that at some sittings we 
ate with our fingers. As we were making up to three visits a day this amounted 
to a considerable volume of food. One day, we returned to the Sebha hotel to 
find that Barbara Toy, the author and single handed traveller was a new guest. 
Barbara was a slight tough Australian lady who had written books in the “Fool 
in the Desert” series, where she had travelled to out-of-the-way-places; we 
quickly established she was no fool. Our senior passenger decided that Barbara 
would fly with us the next day. Barbara was at the start of another single 
handed drive, this time to Ethiopia but was delayed in Sebha due to problems 
in obtaining police clearance on through to Chad.   

 
EL NAMUS           

 El Namus is an extinct volcano at 24.55N 17.46E approximately 550 NM SSE of 
Tripoli. We flew over El Namus several times during survey flights and between 
camps in the Southern Fezzan. Passengers would often come to the cockpit for 
a better view and I hoped that someone would want to fly there. If the light 
was favourable, the blue lake and surrounding greenery showed up which was 
novel in roughly the centre of the Sahara. We could never decide if the volcano 
area was inhabited. There were signs of an odd field or compound plus a 
pyramid shaped structure but this could have been from generations before as 
it never rained in present times. The trip that I had hoped for, finally came up 
with Bob Large and I flying  down to Namus.  Geologists, working down in that  
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zone, needed supplies and it was decided that Namus would be a good pickup 
point. When a new landing area was needed, a Land Rover was driven at 80km 
over the surface and if the driver remained in his seat then this was the signal 
that we could land there.  It needed to be clear of boulders and big undulations 
as well. I believe there was some cheating on this as we often had a bumpy 
landing run. We landed alongside the Land Rover, used as a marker, and were 
driven up to the edge of the crator for breathtaking views but in the back of 
my mind I remembered that the Arabic name for mosquito is Namus. I learned 
some years later that fish and crocodiles lived in the lake. 

 

 

LIBYAN STORIES 

There are many more stories about our Libyan venture such as the day that an 
engineer who was a passenger burst through the cockpit door late in the 
takeoff run and closed the throttles. He had seen that a heavy bundle of pipes 
lashed to the aircraft floor was slowly moving aft. 

Arriving at a campsite to find that they had moved or we had set off with the 
wrong coordinates for the camp. This came about when teams were mobile 
and sent their new position back to their headquarters but word had not 
reached us. We had a great interest in finding their new sites as they carried 
the fuel for our return flight! 

Landing at Tripoli at night when a loose camel was on the airfield. We did not 
see the beast but the aircraft a few minutes behind us made contact causing 
damage and killing the camel. 

A night landing at Tripoli, having lost all our hydraulic fluid which meant no 
flaps or brakes followed by a quick run in a black rough area alongside the 
runway.  

The time had come to plan our return to the UK.  We decided to drive our VW 
Beetle home but first a ferry trip to Sicily with a day stop in Malta on the way, 
then zig zag up through Italy, on through Switzerland, the Black Forest, France 
and finally the SCAL Car Ferry to Lydd  - but that is another story. 

 

 

  

 

 



 

    
 

   


