
place, which totally disoriented me. 
I did not know which was up or 
down, but I knew I had to keep try­
ing. After all he was coming to pick 
me up - wasn't he? 

After another lifetime he got 
closer until it was touch and go if 
he would actually run me down. A 
bobbing dinghy and a quarter of a 
million ton tanker going in excess 
of fifteen knots are no match by any 
stretch of the imagination. Xstarted 
to paddle first down wind, then into 
the wind. Was he or wasn't he 
going to flatten me? It was with 
some relief that the bearing started 
to move left and I would pass close 
on his port side. I fired a smoke 
flare, a 200 meter cloud of smoke 
across his bow, he must see me. 

My spirits raised. I could feel the 
blood pumping. I loosed off mini­
flares at minute intervals, the mirror 
trembled in my frozen hands then it 
suddenly dawned on me like a bolt 
out of the blue, the awful realization 
that he hadn't seen me. 

I struggled frantically with the 
only flare which I could not open. I 
chewed off the end cap as my hands 
were too cold to remove the tape. 
He was so close now that I could 
hear his main engines. I waited until 
I was on his beam before I fired the 
flare, burning my hands in the 
process. I watched it streaking to its 
target. It lit up the sky and drifted 
lazily across him just forward and at 
the same height as the bridge. 
Surely he couldn't miss it? 

It is impossible for me to 
describe the feeling of total despair. 
I sat and watched him slip quietly 
over the horizon and out of view 
forever. It was a very lonely place 
to be. I cried like a baby and 
thought of my family at home in 
the warmth of the UK thousands of 
miles away. 

If I had one wish then it would 
have been that the flare had landed 
on his deck when he was venting 
his main tank. I imagined the head­

lines 'Lone survivor sinks super 
tanker.' It was now getting very dark 
with no signs of anyone searching 
for me. My one hope was that 
before the flight I had made 
arrangements with a friend to go for 
a run ashore at lunch time. He 
would surely raise the alarm. It was 
now obvious that with no search 
vehicle in the vicinity in the 6 hours 
I had been in the water I would 
have to wait at least another 10 
hours before daylight for any search 
to resume. By now it was so cold 
and in my discomfort and pain I 
despairingly thought the chances of 
surviving the cold night were look­
ing a little slim. 

'1 MOW ~tJkw ~ W'~ 
I&wmtj' t.utkmtj AfiOKeO. " 

My clothes were as dryas I was 
going to get them. I tied everything 
of use to me in case I went over, 
battened down the dinghy the best I 
could, and prepared for what was 
going to be the longest night of my 
life. I passed out again, I didn't 
know for how long, but as I came 
round I was relieved to see the wind 
and swell had moderated. Through 
tunnel vision I could see nothing, 
but I heard an aircraft, and elation 
and hope welled inside me. I could­
n't open the side of the dinghy, so 
in desperation I slashed it open only 
to be crushed by the realization that 
the sound was an aeroplane at a 
very high flight level probably on a 
let down into Dubai. Anguish was 
soon replaced by anger at being so 
stupid as to cut open my only pro­
tection from the elements. 

While lying there semi-con­
scious in the cold and dark I was 
suddenly and very firmly hit from 
below. The force lifted me out of 
the water. I arched my back in pain 
and fright and let out a scream. I 
retracted helplessly into a small ball 
and waited for the next strike. 

The hairs on the back of my 
neck stood up and I shivered from 
cold and absolute terror. Eventually 
I picked up enough courage to peer 
into the darkness to see if I could 
catch a glimpse of the monster 
silently slicing through the water 
below me. Again the overwhelming 
feeling of absolute helplessness 
took control. 

I couldn't see a fin or cold star­
ing eye, but I did imagine a red 
light way off in the distance. I tried 
to forget the hideous thought of a 
large shark in lazy orbit just below 
me and I concentrated on the light 
which had now become a reality. I 
reached for the flares and waited, 
my heart fluttering as the approach­
ing light became slowly brighter. 
My eyesight was failing with tun­
nel-vision. I could feel myself slip­
ping back into unconsciousness. 
Desperately I fired and watched the 
bearing of the light suddenly 
change. He was turning away. I 
passed out. 

I opened my eyes to see a cock­
roach peering down on me. I was 
unable to move, but was warm and 
comfortable, with a loud humming 
in my ear. It took me a long time to 
realize that I was on board a vessel, 
an Arab dhow. The one that had 
turned away from me. I slowly and 
painfully wrestled free from a very 
pungent but warm blanket and stag­
gered out of a hatch toward the 
sounds of human voices. 

The crewmen greeted me like a 
long lost friend and with great 
excitement fed me hot sweet scent­
ed tea which, although served in a 
filthy cup, tasted like nectar. 
Although I was warm and relatively 
safe I realized that I had probably 
got internal injuries together with a 
neck problem, so I refuse any more 
hospitality and try to convince them 
that we should go ashore so I could 
get medical help. As friendly as 
they were there was little in the way 
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of communication. They probably 
thought my regular blackouts were 
a result of tiredness or exposure and 
insisted I got my head down. My 
worry was that I might not wake up 
from the next one. 

A low drone broke through the 
excited chatter of the crew. 
Scanning the horizon I spotted the 
light of a low flying aircraft. I 
painfully moved across the deck to 

the deflated dinghy and found a day 
and night flare. By this time he had 
passed overhead. I prayed he would 
soon return which he obliged. I 
pulled the flare and the whole world 
lit up. The confused Arabs ran in all 
directions. Hatches and doors 
opened and slammed shut as they 
vanished. The aircraft turned toward 
and passed directly overhead. I fired 
a mini-flare, the throttle opened and 
he went into what looked like a ver­
tical climb. 

A bit dramatic I thought as he 
too disappeared. It wasn't until later 
that I learned that he had reported to 
Dubai that he was subject to ground 
fire. The military promptly declared 
a military exclusion zone and 
launched two sections of fully 
armed Mirages to silence the hostile 
contact. 

Unknown to me, my concerned 
friend ashore pleaded with my com­
pany to act when he realized I was 
overdue. Incredibly, they were 
reluctant to do anything so he went 
direct to air traffic. They in turn 
could do nothing until I was report­
ed overdue. He then went to the 
police air wing who, on the old-boy 
net, launched two aircraft on a 
"training mission" crammed full of 
observers. One by one the other 
interested parties got themselves 
involved and eventually the whole 
eastern end of the gulf became a 
search area. Bahrain center coordi­
nated the search, with overflying 
heavies at altitude relaying the 
buildup of traffic. 

I had taken the precaution of 

telling people what location aids I 
carried. When I fired my last flare 
at the aircraft there was thankfully 
an ex-Navy pilot in the area who 
recognized it as a military mini­
flare. Despite the dark he soon 
located the dhow and made a low 
pass with all lights shining brightly. 

By now the dhow was sheltering 
in the lee of an offshore island. By a 
frustrating combination of noises 
and sign language I managed to get 
the crew to agree to run her 
aground, as a beach recovery would 
be safer and a lot easier for all con­
cerned than a winch-lift at night 
from a moving vessel. 

The pilot saw the dhow on the 
move and realized what I was trying 
to do. He lifted off and positioned 
himself in a high hover to enable us 
to pick our way through the reef by 
using his search and landing lights. 
We carefully picked our way 
through the reef until we came 
against a solid barTier. The 212 
above turned sharply away and we 
followed and ran for open water. 

Within a few minutes he was 
back and made several low passes 
over the dhow. I was sure it was a 
signal that he was going to make an 
attempt to winch me off, so with 
more than sign language I got the 
crew to produce a string of lights 
around the vessel. We pounded into 
the swell with me at the helm to 
give the best wind across the deck 
for a winch lift. Far behind and 
approaching fast were the blinding 
lights of the helicopter at about 200 
feet on his run in. The Arabs loved 
every minute of it until below the 
212 appeared the vision of a man, 
arms and legs outstretched. He was 
suspended on the Wire, which, with 
a monumental swing had taken him 
momentarily ahead of the lights. It 
was a ghostly sight, the Arabs 
promptly did their disappearing act. 
I abandoned the tiller and clam­
bered onto the superstructure where 
I was instantly snatched aloft by the 

daring trapeze artist. 
I managed to glance at the dhow 

swinging below with a couple of 
bewildered faces peering out of 
doorways trying to establish where I 
had gone. 

I was now aboard the trapeze in 
person and hanging on tight. The 
noise reached a crescendo as a sec­
tion of Mirages came barreling 
through at low level in full military 
reheat. I threw up and passed out. 
When I came to this time I was laid 
flat on the sand of the nearby island 
with the doctor and his team 
crouched over me doing their bit. 
Through a muzzy haze I heard him 
say concussion, exposure, suspected 
broken neck, internal injuries, etc. 
etc. I didn't care - I was alive. 

I was carried to the helicopter 
which lifted off and turned towards 
downtown Dubai, the Sheik Rashid 
hospital, and civilization. We 
arrived in darkness and rain to be 
greeted by every man and his dog. 
The military and police were there 
in force with lights flashing and 
sirens blaring. I was placed in a 
wheelchair and rushed toward casu­
alty. My driver managed to find the 
biggest pot hole on the ramp and 
put the front wheels into it. My 
abused body flew forward onto the 
ground adding a heavy gravel rash 
to the left side of my face. My face 
was in a puddle, and the last thing I 
could remember were the bubbles I 
was blowing in the gritty water. 

As a result of this little exercise 
my license was revoked on medical 
grounds. 

After a brief visit to Abu Dhabi 
in November I met up with a visit­
ing BelJ team and was given the 
opportunity to fly the Bell 430. I 
was encouraged to try again for my 
license. 

I have just passed a class one 
medical, and am waiting to revali­
date my license and obtain an 
instrument rating." 

We're sure you agree this could 



easily be adapted into a made-for­
TY movie. It is consistent with 
today's entertainment style, where 
explosions, car chase scenes, plenty 
of action, many instances of nar­
rowly escaping death, and mysteri­
ous danger are all survived by the 
courageous and timely actions of 
the leading man. 

Indeed, with the exception of a 
car chase scene, this experience had 
it all. 

Contrary to the movies, it was 
not make believe. It actually hap­
pened, but a happy ending the result 
of more than good acting, writing, 
and special effects. In this case a 
happy ending required some True 
Grit - the kind of assertiveness that 
every aviator must, but perhaps 
under less dramatic circumstances, 
be prepared to exert. 

You may never be the star in a 
dramatic action-adventure. You may 
never be required to handle a series 
of obvious, difficult, life threatening 
situations. But then again, you may. 

Assertiveness: actively taking 
charge of your own welfare and 
destiny. There are undoubtedly 
many other ways to define 
assertiveness, but any would cer­
tainly include looking out for your­
self. 

This story is a continuous series 
of assertive actions. Let's look at a 
few. 

• Many operators have the rou­
tine practice of making periodic 
"operations normal" radio calls. It is 
a mini-test of the system to pur­
posely omit a call in order to deter­
mine if the ground radio operator is 
alert and attentive to his job. 

• At the first sign of engine trou­
ble this pilot turned toward the 
nearest place to land - an oil field 
that was not his destination, began a 
climb to gain more altitude, and 
transmitted an urgency broadcast. 

Many pilots are not hesitant to 
transmit a MAYDAY in a distress 
situation such as a fire or engine fail­

ure, but for some reason are reluctant 
to use a PAN urgency broadcast 
when a less selious but potentially 
hazardous condition exists. 

• Emergency procedures and sur­
vival equipment are seldom used. 
The closest most of us get is to 
practice some autorotations or other 
simulated malfunctions during 
recurrent training. Training in the 
use of survival equipment such as 
aircraft flotation gear, a raft, flare, 
knife, and mirror may be limited to 
classroom lectures, or perhaps, 
some hand-on training in the con­
trolled environment of a calm 
swimming pool. 

Thankfully, it is quite infrequent 
to make an engine-out autorotation 
to a heavy sea, fight to escape being 
entangled under water, deploy and 
board a raft from cold water, and 
then use the variety of survival 
equipment while partially incapaci­
tated by exposure and shock trau­
ma. 

• When safely aboard the dhow 
it would have been easy to simply 
curl up in the waImth and safety of 
the cabin and allow the crew to 
determine where and when to return 
to some landing. The crew however 
could easily have interpreted such 
passivity as comfort and well being, 
without a need for urgency. 

It must have taken a tremendous 
effort to convince the crew to first 
risk the hazard of the reefs in a 
beaching attempt, and then to relin­
quish the control of the tiller to 
steer a course for an underway helo 
hoist rescue. 

This pilot's experience in the 
Persian Gulf is nothing less than a 
heroic effort. 

What the most of us non-heros 
can expect is the mundane, every­
day tasks of flying or fixing aircraft. 
But that doesn't mean routine, non­
emergent activities do not also 
require some level of assertiveness. 

Repetitive, ordinary, operational 
activities can test your principles 

and make it a challenge to do what 
you feel and think is proper. 

Consider the following simple 
scenarios. 

(1) You are ready for takeoff 
from an unfamiliar busy major air­
port. With your helo passengers you 
are near max gross weight. The 
ground controller instructs you to 
hover taxi from the ramp to a taxi­
way parallel to the main runway. 
The surface wind is 15 knots. The 
tower clears you for takeoff away 
from the runway to avoid landing 
traffic, but almost directly down­
wind. Now what? 

(2) The passenger/customer 
requests you overfly his urban area 
house at 500 feet enroute back to 
the airport. How much do you 
attempt to satisfy him and yourself? 

(3) You are a mechanic working 
the night shift. The aircraft is sched­
uled for an early morning flight. A 
tail rotor drive shaft hanger bearing 
needs grease. You find the only Bell 
part numbered grease on hand is 
three weeks past its shelf life. Do 
you use it? 

(4) Ten miles from your home 
airport the 206B engine chip light 
illuminates. You know the Flight 
Manual states the recommended 
procedure is to "Land as soon as 
possible". 

Do you continue, or land some­
where short of the airport? 
Assertiveness is as valuable to an 
aviator or mechanic as stick and 
rudder skill or systems knowledge. 
It is not something that one calls 
up only in the event ofan emer­
gency. It is a philosophy of operat­
ing, a consistent and continuous 
way of dealing with others as well 
as with yourself. Assertiveness 
should not be confused with arro­
gance, selfishness, or aggressive­
ness. It is a style of watching out 
for your own welfare without jeop­
ardizing that of others. Without 
assertiveness you lose some control 
over your destiny. - 1--­


