RAF and TCC

“And that was the Fleur de Lys. It represents the Prince of Wales insignia….you still feeling ok or should we head back?”

No reply from yours truly but my deathlike pallor must have said it all as Paul gently eased round and started for the runway back at the 
RAF base.

One major thing that always amazed me about my job was how many doors it opened to me. I taught myself how to play guitar. Within a matter of weeks I was on stage singing folk songs in a folk group. I’d travelled, met celebrities, sat with royalty and been allowed to experience moments that other people might be envious of.

Here was one such moment and due entirely to six strings and a plank of wood.

My pathway led me one day to entertain some RAF officers who, for the want of a better description, adopted me. I found my diary quite busy with various musical evenings and the Summer Balls. All very lavish and well paid. I recall once after a sound check, when asked if I was happy with the set up of the room, I jokingly pointed out that Elton John would’ve been given candelabra but apart from that I was happy. I returned that evening to find candelabra perched on each of my speakers.  

Paul was a fellow guitarist and, like many, wished he was doing the job I was doing. He trained the young pilots in how to fly using a Bulldog. It so happened that I had only ever travelled in public transport and never in a cockpit. Once this was discovered everyone thought it a travesty and so by explaining to the cap-in-charge that I was going to compose a squadron song I was cleared to go flying in the Bulldog with Paul. The day couldn’t have been better, the sky had one cloud in it, the sun was shining and there was next to no breeze.
Once aloft Paul kindly explained every move before he performed them. Banking left, banking right, flying upside down, loop-de-loops, others I can’t recall the names of and of course the fleur de lys. He told me how the blood would rush to my feet during such-and-such a manoeuvre, then how it would rush to my head for the next one in order to pre-warn me of all ill effects I might feel. He was right on every occasion of course. I was given control, “You have control,” and enjoyed guiding the plane around the skies for a while. A real buzz and then as a final flourish Paul carried out the Fleur de Lys as a special treat for me. I’d been ok up until then but the blood seemed to rush everywhere, not quite sure where it should be and left me feeling decidedly giddy. I was ‘puce’ I believe was Paul’s word. Everyone smiled knowingly to me as I walked towards the huts, all too polite to laugh. Once I’d recovered my composure I again realised how I’d just been allowed to fly and experienced aerobatics because of my job. If I’d been Paul’s plumber or joiner I’m sure it would never have happened. 
Which is why you should always do your practice kids.
