FRIGHT RECORDER

Screaming jet pilot Paul Robinson gets the-flight of his ife




me machine

I'm willing mi stomach back ino
It5 customany place &5 we 18 ol
simulated bombing run, Thene's an
ampay fald in the distance that's
gonna be real scemy it messed with
us, Wi drop into a low-lavel approach

“under the radar” - gomaming over
the unimpressed trees at 250 knots
[4EDkmvh ), DaRinia sesures m we
aren't allowed under SO0 [150m],
burt [t lnoks way closes, 'We Swingover’,
puling irto @ steep climb,

“Wa'ra goirg up &t & mighiy rate,”
yedls Defoia. Tha vt ol spaed
indicator s wrapped around &R0
per mirute, or 1 10&m'h = and it's
a lat mare theilling than £10kmd'h
horizontally, an a fr::n-alﬂ.l find out
later, howmenr, that G000 b5 as far as
thir Indlcator gees. Defota reckons

wa'ne rerer 14,0004t per minute
[ 25 0%rnh ). I'm fealing the g but am
00 pragccupied 1o vomir,

We pofme over in a banking turn,
DeRpia s1ands 1he Strikemaster on
18 noge, points it at the “target” and
wi're plummating earthwards at
argund S50mh. Just when I'm
thirking it's my time to die, DeRaia
g18bs & button on the contral $tick 1o
“release 1he weapon” and we're oult
of Thens, puling up and away ina
girstained "g tum® — our maxkmum
rate of turn, pulling nearly the four-g
lirmin, Any mone ard we'd s1all, By the
tima we Foncad my head round 10
chach the “demags”, the field s jus
a patch on & farewsy quilc *l don't
thimk wee calsed 100 much havoe,”
says Defcia.

“rm Feeling premy damn cocky.
Than DeRow agka if | wani vo take
tha controks ard ry an aileron rall

Sor Thie angwes 10 This 8 scTudly
“no®, Bar would | respect myselfin
the meming ¥

Maicing miy, ér, feor, DeRoia says,
“n's simple. Jus push the stick
ferward ard the srcraft goes down.
Ful it baech and 1he aircraft go=s up.
Lef Is ledt, ard right is right.”

Bty for ou to sauy, [ think.
| remind moyself what “dual contral

EERALPH

"ot the beer out,
levwa. 1" bige Fetimia
in 1% seconds™

means and silertly thank God | don't
have to operate the nudder with mu
foot at the same time. DeRcia wil
take cane of that

He tefls me to pull back the stick
*a fraciion® to It the nose, canir
tha stick, then “slam” it hard right snd
the alrcaft will star to roll, Sune, I'm
sweating through my gloves, | carnss
the stick and attempt 2 |:I!|I:F-='.HI;
conmection with the plane, This fais.
| wimp ourt, just nudging it gently,
The nose starts to drop and we're
hesding dowen, far too fast, and
far ton sideways. | freeze, staring
altermately at the stick then the
approaching ground. DeRoia laughs
as he pulls us gently back leved after
what seems ke hours. I'm reafly
sweEaling nioe,

“Don't wamry. Most people 1ake it
too gently, first time, You need 1o be
coordinated, and most people anen',
because they arer't fiying aerobatics
eveny week.”

| can acoept that. | find out later
that v would hiawe been in trouble
il we'd been gaing any faster,

The cloud is coming in from the
west a5 DeRaia hemrs back inthe
direction of Hallarat = not that I'd
know shis il he hadn't told me, How
thiat we'TR st phnlﬂgmg Again,

WE'RE HEADING DOWN,
FAR TOO FAST AND FAR

TOO SIDEWAYS

| check aut the sceneny and decide
it really does feel good 1o be God,
Withouwt wesaponry, | canonly
Imsagine how damn good it must
fenl 10 be a vengeful Giod

Tha airpert appears to float into
view, (efcia is chatting over the
radin, mnd I'm thinking the ground
is gl:hing closer fast, but we don't
appear to be slowing,

Three green lights flash on the
congrol panal, | kromes Bresn meang
go, bus I'm wored, angway

*Mo panic, it's just ta make sure
the Dunlops are dangling before we
drop,” says DeRot. The whesks towch
at abaut 220kmh.

We nemed BO0m 1o stop without
hammering the brakes 1o hand.

The road | drove in an cosses the
end of the rurmay. | decide Defcia is
probably aware of this. The fence and
sheep are a dead giveaway. The
runwady &5 rockier than | remember
from take-off. Defoia pases the stick
forward to stop us leaping back into
i shy, As we slow, | realise we're
miles mbin:rn ihie fence.

W tasd back towards the
wtlcoming committer = Defoia's
parirer, 3 weny cold phatographer,
and a mupla of blow-ins anquinng
about & flight, The asro cub boys

have long since headed home,

| unfasten my sty hamess with
surprisigly [rtle effort and clamber
out of the cockps, Falling, as opposed
1o alighting froem the wing, | atiemes
 NoNChakant sy pper, Howesar,
with arsugh adrenaline coursing
fwawgh may system 1o Ering hack the
dinosaurs, [t's @ rathar shaky swapger,

&1 the debrief, I'm still pumped as
Defnia recaps the last 40 minutes,
Ivonder alaud If e sl gets an
mxcitemagnt hard-on avary tima ha
heads farthe sky,

*| still get that thrll. It's a miiary
aircraft = it doesn't get any better
than that. I'm working in thres
dimensions, but because | practise
for every emengency, it's all secand
nature in the cockpit, [t's only when
something goas wrong that Fve ot
10 consciously ik what's going on,”

Later, as | stand at the urinal
nissng @ stream that wouwld make
Mir Ed jealous, | decide that the
profonged absencs of ConBCicus
thaught is probably & good thing

especially with all thas thruast
etween wour legs.

Pozl faw from Balianat e Balarot
courrasy of dustredon Jet Advenfunes,
{03F] 5250 2161, wwaougtatad.com



HEY dan't narmally
g1 50 many s ngle guys hanging
around the sie=py Eallarat airfield an
a Sasurdel areo — the sheep they use
instead of lawnmosers :J!Ill"‘ﬂ hares
the numbers. These guys aren't
begre for Fhiing. leggans. Thbg'rz HiEme
because & certaln imesponsiole ex-
RAAF pilat, Daren DeRoia, sy d
there?ﬂ;nl hnf&w“ﬁ:
babes |:.|'|:|:.I|.ingI out the I:I'rnl:hingj:l!
actlon. Instead. there's me.

I'm here to hawe a hoan in Defaia's
BAL 167 Strikemaster, formerly the
property of the closing eown-all-s1ock-
must-go Kiwi air force. And at some
stage 'm geing 1o bave o dive.

This plane is sericus machingny,
Iv's got & Rolls-Hoyce Viper engine
that purmps out oves 10,000
rarsepower | FAG0KW), It can carmy
300016 [1360kg] of rockets and
barmbg, Brd it's S0 manceuvrable it
can almos: dissnpear up its own arse
- ot aver BOOkm'h Strikemasters
sniffed action in the Mddle East,

DANGFe

flicram hg Kuraaiti ared Sawdi rnilil:arg.
| i wish [t had been bulls a bit later
than 1972, though,

Right this sapomd, rather mone
pressing than my newd for speed is
my rieed 19 pee. This i 3 futile train of
thaught. "m encased in flight sult |a
oét tight, if I'm hanest ], oxygen mask
and helmaet, while vaimly trying to wark
oul the safety harness, which has
more tertacles than Siamese octopus
twing. Apparently t's & oloedy guick
release, though, DeRaia tells me as be
rurs through emergenty protedures,

“It's only gaing o be a poblem if
something happensto me,” he says.

There's a shitload of levers and
gwitches in the ceckpit, some of them
unnder the seat. For an emergency exit
while airborne, we'd have to crach the
canapy, Then: 1M's simple. We ust
inwert the aircrafy, nit the hasmess
release and drop out, Just pull thering
wher you exlt the metsl. Mot before,
unless yaw want big trouhie.”

Thee Strikamaster i& squipped with
ejection seats that could rocket us out
of the cockpit without all this fuss, bat
they aren't armed, 85 the sk of
undriendly fire trashing the ainradt

Is apparently minimal 1oday, The
parachute now attached 1o my arse

Is Bbout &5 reasEwANg a5 & deckchair
cushian, but less comfartable. s ring
e alresdy introduced insed 1o mine,
and theyre nat real hagpy tagether.

My other major concern 5 vamiting
into my exygen mask. DeRols says s
urdiicely, but unfortunately he has no
sick beg. 8= the bloke wno went before
me filled it wp, “We wene still on the
ground when e chusked

Hriefing ower, DeRoia punches the
ignitien swiches and a hurricars
SRR T N Ty Ears. He oulls the
canopy closed. Now thare's & eitle
in Ty Bars. | remembeer o breathe,

We line up on the Aemway centre
lire. There's @ bit of crackie chat over
the radia, but I'm =1ili concertratng on
my; breathing. Mext thing. I'm mmmed

back in the Seat 2% DeRiaia applies the
herbs. By the time | wmench my head
sdeways the hangars are already toy-
1w aize amd Faging. We're doeng 220
knots | 445kmh] and clmbing like
there's a hunw FEsTEl o OuF Srge.

Back an the grownd | had thowght it
would be “coal” to !'lg a pretend attack
missian. You know - soream in o
under the radar, ek 10 heaven,
Incate the tanget, scream down,
wapew!, then get out of Dodge.

Like | said, it seemed like a good
idea 81 the teme.

| can na langer see Ballaras when
Oefaia puls gut of the cilmb. Wik
nowarning, my world fums upside
dowr, ther Aght side up, then wpside
down. We're Fl'ginl :I;l:ig‘ht ahead bt
spirnirg like 8 Black and Decher dril.
My eyes are falling cut af my nead
Trying o Kesp up with the wildly
rotating scenery. Defioia yeds, "Just
flx your eyes on the hordzont® This
works. | feellike I'm anchored again.

“That was an ailesan roll. Do you
want ta try a barrel rodl nes?®
Aijerong are the cortral faos on the
wing, | hiave no idea whare they keep
the barrels,

T's ju:‘l Fl-gin;g_;ruund an im:w'rl:'y
parrel,” DeRola explains. *The size
of the roli nepends on how high
you pitch. You'll feel the g force
[graninational pull|. We'l progrossivesy
INCrE&SE YU g S0 You gt 10 enjoy it
Sust don't Ciase your pues, or you'l
get disariented and feel sloa.®

Wi'te deving rov, Defloia pusking
the nose farssang, then we're upside
dermmt bt still tarming. My jaw i
pushing down onta my chest as the
g Faree intreases, and | coulda't clase
my eyas even i | wanted 1o, by lower
euelids hawe attached themsehves 1o
may chin. Evertua iy we come round,
elimbing mow urtil we're at the g of
the barrel, and '™ [caking down on
the world again. | tell DeRaia it's like
& Foreeard roil a1 the gym — and no
thanks, | don't want anather po.

Wi o & "S1EF " instead.
Suddenly the plane is flying on its side
and we're hold=g a level tum. °IF we
don't. it'll fail out of the sky," DeRoia
reagsunes me,

We corme Back level, ther pull Into
that mother of all manoeuvres - the
laop. Starting a1 45008 [1370m ] we
dive inta it at 270 knots [E00kmeh),
pulling noary four g 51 the bottam of
the lsap. DeRoia puils the airesad up
in & tight turn and we slew dosm a bis,
oulling [ess g foree as we reach the
1op - upside down. Before my head
can catch up, we're vertical again,
accelerating towards the eanh, pulling
g ali the while, the altimetes spinning
faster tham my eypes. And every
revalution is 1000f | 305m].

‘When we [ewel out, my face slowly
recovers fram ng basset hound
Impersonation, It feels like forever,
bt hag in fact been 40 spconds.

“Want to iy that sortie now?"
DeRaola yells.

really stinks™

THE PILOT
HAS NO
SICK BAG,
AS THE
BLOKE
WHO WENT
BEFORE
ME FILLED
ITUP

RALPHCTA




