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Foreword 

In 1994 I visited Australia and stayed with Dick and Pip Smith at their home 

north of Sydney. It wasn't hard to see that Dick loves to fly. He parks his Bell 

JetRanger in the helicopter garage under their bedroom and the front lawn's 

the takeoff and landing area. 

I was 18 when I joined the Army Air Corps and learned to fly. Fighter 

pilot training over Nevada's sagebrush deserts seemed to be about the best 

life I could imagine. Then came the intensity of combat flying over Europe 

during World War II, followed by the sheer exhilaration of flying the fastest, 

most unpredictable aircraft in the world as a test pilot. It didn't matter what 

it was, if it had wings I couldn't walk past the cockpit without having a 

good look inside. 

I've never lost my curiosity about things that interest me and I can see 

the same in Dick. He's the total aviation enthusiast. He's organised his life so 

that if he wants to fly he can. All he has to do is wheel his JetRanger out of 

the garage and fire it up. In a quarter of an hour he and Pip can be at 

Bankstown airport and flying a selection of aircraft. 

They could have flown around the world in a fixed-wing aircraft, but 

Dick chose a twin-engined helicopter for this particular trip. He and Pip 

weren't out to break any speed records; they just wanted to share an 

adventure and have a good look at the countries that passed beneath them. 

For flying slow and low, a helicopter's tough to beat. But, as in any 

flying, there's always a risk. I was blasted through the plexiglass of a Huey 

chopper when it crashed into a mountain lake after a transmission failure in 

the 1960s. It took 138 sutures to sew my scalp together, and if I run my 

hand over my head I can still feel the scars today. 

The Smiths had a few close shaves of their own during their flight 

around the world. They had left Manila on the last leg of the trip when they 

hit a tropical rainstorm while flying only a few hundred feet above the 

ocean. Suddenly, the helicopter lost stability and began to roll savagely.

Because Dick is mechanically oriented and understands machines, he was 

able to quickly fathom out that water had seeped into his electric auto 

stability system and promptly disengaged it. They landed safely. For test 

pilots, incidents like this come with the territory. It says something about 

Dick that, even without the rigorous military training they've had, he was 

able to stay cool in a tight situation. 
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W hen Dick rang to ask if I'd write the foreword for this book, I was 

away on my annual wilderness trip in California's Sierra Nevada mountains. 

Every July I spend two weeks lugging a heavy pack up to a favourite lake at 

13,000 feet where golden trout spawn. Ever since I was a boy growing up 

in the Appalachians of West Virginia, I've had a great love of the outdoors. 

Dick and Pip share that passion and, as you'll see in the following pages, 

they searched out some of the most remote and spectacular wilderness areas 

on our planet. It's a credit to both of them that they brought back such 

powerful photographs of that beauty. 

I've flown over and visited many of the countries shown in this book. 

My military duty has landed me in Great Britain, Germany, Switzerland, 

Pakistan and South-East Asia, to name a few. It's interesting to see how much 

cities like Paris, London and New York have changed since I first flew over 

them nearly 50 years ago. Yet the wild places, like the Himalaya and the 

jungles of Borneo, remain the same. 

I'm glad that Dick didn't rest on his laurels after he became the first 

person to fly solo around the world in a helicopter. He and Pip show they've 

still got a strong spirit of adventure. On their trip they flew around our 

planet in the opposite direction to Dick's solo flight, this time from east to 

west, becoming the first people to do so in a helicopter. 

This book is more than a record of an historical flight, or even a great 

photo album of their trip. It's a reminder to all who read it that there's still 

a world of wonder out there for us to explore. 

Chuck Yeager 

BRIGADIER-GENERAL USAF RET. 

Chuck Yeager, with Dick 

and Pip Smith in the Blue

Mountains of NSW during his 

Australian visit in 1994. 
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Introduction 

Since 1978, helicopters have been as much a part of the transport at 

our house as the family car. There has not been a time since then 

when a helicopter of some sort has not lived under our bedroom, 

ready to be pushed out on the lawn for short trips or long. Our 

first was a Bell JetRanger. Dick had a pilot's licence for fixed-wing 

aircraft and he converted to helicopters on this machine. We used 

the helicopter like families today use four-wheel-drives . We took it 

all around Australia on camping trips with our two girls, and Dick 

flew it to work at the successful electronics business he had started 

from scratch with the few hundred dollars we owned between us. 

One day I found him intently studying the large map of the 

world we have on a wall at home. He announced he would order a 

new JetRanger from the Bell factory at Fort Worth, Texas, and fly it 

west to east around the world, solo. And that's what he did, in 

1982-83. I mostly stayed at home with our daughters , but at times 

we met him at various parts of the globe - watching him take off 

and disappear from our sight yet again. There were times when I 

worried, of course, and to help me cope I became involved as 

much as possible in his arrangements - obtaining clearances and 

permissions, ordering supplies, getting parts to him, recording 

photographs and films. 

In 1985, having sold the electronics business, Dick founded 

AUSTRALIAN GEOGRAPHIC, a national journal whose aim was to 

"rekindle the spirit of adventure in all of us," and the Australian 

Geographic Society. I was delighted when my name was included 

in the masthead as "Philippa Smith: Assistant to the Publisher." 

Daughters Hayley and Jenny were also there, among "other 

assistants". The journal was an immediate success. As a Mum, I had 

always been an Instamatic camera enthusiast, taking the family 

snaps on our camping trips, but now Dick taught me to use more 

advanced equipment. I was eventually taking photographs for 

publication in the journal. 

We also had more opportunities for travel. By 1986-87 I had 

become Dick's ground support when he made three attempts to 

reach the North Pole solo in the JetRanger. I even managed to meet 

him at the pole after ferrying fuel out onto the ice for him on the third, successful 

attempt. In 1989 I accompanied Dick on some of the less-dangerous sections of his flight 

around the world over both poles in a fixed-wing Twin Otter. That took me to the North 

Pole again. In 1992 we flew to Nepal in a Citation jet and circled the summit of Everest, 

photographing it. I was also part of ground support, and assisted with the photographic 

coverage, on the historic balloon flight which Dick and John Wallington made across the 

Australian continent in 1993. 

Dick surveys an Icelandic moonscape from the rim 
of an extinct volcano, west of the great Vatnayjokull 
icesheet. We frequently set down World Explorer in 
such remote and fascinating spots and explored on 
foot. The rugged beauty of Iceland and Greenland 

amazed me. 
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I am not an adventurous person by nature. Of identical twins born in 1949 in 

Sydney, I was the shy one, playing with dolls and attending ballet classes. But Dick and I 

shared a love of the Australian bush when we first met (I was 17, he was 22). From the 

beginning of our marriage two years later, his enthusiasm for adventure was infectious. 

I was thus very happy to join him when in 1992 he decided to buy a twin-engine S76 

Sikorsky and make another helicopter flight around the world, from east to west. 

He registered the Sikorsky VH-SHW, the last letters standing for Sir Hubert Wilkins, the 

famous Arctic and Antarctic explorer who was one of Dick's heroes. 

Details of how the helicopter was fitted out are to be found in the book's 

appendices, but the equipment included two GPS (global positioning system) navigational 

units, which could record our position at any moment. By using the GPS in conjunction 

with cameras and video, Dick felt a data base could be built up on how the world looked 

in the '90s. When reshot from the same positions at some future time, the pictures might 

tell us something about changes in the environment. We plan to give the pictures we took 

on this journey, with the coordinates, to the national archive. 

The journey covered 39,607 nautical miles (73,352 km), and at the end of it I 

catalogued 10,725 transparencies. Only a small portion of these were taken on the ground. 

I undertook the camera work while Dick concentrated on flying and navigating, and 

placing the helicopter in the optimum position for photographs. Pilot and photographer 

must, of course, work in close collaboration to get the most effective aerial pictures, 

especially at low heights, so it was a dual assignment. 

We divided the long journey into stages, the first, for example, being from Sydney 

to Nepal. We then left the Sikorsky in Kathmandu, and came back and picked it up for the 

next stage, and so on. The seasons usually dictated the dates of the stages. It would be too 

dangerous to cross the North Atlantic via Iceland and Greenland in the winter, for 

instance. And because such a journey can't be done without a great deal of official contact 

with airport, customs and immigration officials and refuellers around the world, we wore 

aircrew uniforms, complete with epaulets and identification tags bearing our photographs. 

With about 270 pictures selected for this book out of more than 10,000
,-

it is 

obvious that a lot of the world is not in these pages. How do you select pictures after such 

a journey? Do you look for a picture interesting in itself? Or because it adds to our 

knowledge of the world? Or because it is a little offbeat? Or because it is a well-known 

image seen from a different perspective? The selection was made for all these reasons 

among others. It would be possible, I suspect, to select enough pictures of the unusual 

places we visited to fill another book, and perhaps enough pictures of forts and castles to 

fill another one again. But that wouldn't be a fair representation of the real world. 

What this book does represent is my view of the world as I saw it unfolding 

beneath World Explorer on our unique journey. 

Pip Smith 

When we landed at Meghauli (right), in the 

Chitwan National Park, Nepal, people arrived from 

everywhere - all friendly, curious and interested to 

know where we had come from. I showed them 

Australia on a plastic globe I carried with me. It was 

the same at Okhotsk airport, Siberia (top right). 
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Life on Myanmar's Tenasserim Coast. Myanmar, the modern name 

for Burma, is a land of villages, with less than a quarter of the 

population living in urban areas. Fish is second only to rice in their 

diet In World Explorer we traversed the full length of this coast on 

the 10th day of our flight around the world. 

The Island Realm 
AUSTRALIA TO NEPAL 

via Indonesia, Malaysia, Thailand, Myanmar, 

Bangladesh and India 

A 
ISLAND IS ONE OF A GREAT MANY SMALL, green islands in 

sight of the west coast of Myanmar (formerly Burma), in 

the Gulf of Martaban. Aeronautical charts give the heights 

of many of them, although not this one, which is 141 metres. 

Shown on some charts as Kokunye, little Aye's significance is that 

one of the greats of world aviation, the pioneer of more long

distance routes than any pilot in history, Sir Charles Kingsford Smith, 

quite possibly died here after his plane clipped the trees at the top of 

the island at night. 

Smithy and his co-pilot, Tommy Pethybridge, were making 

an attempt on the England-Australia record in the single-engined 

Lockheed Altair, Lady Southern Cross, in November 1935. They had 

made excellent time from London when their aircraft was heard 

over Rangoon (Yangon) about 1.30 am on 8 November. But from 

then on, silence. A lengthy search found nothing. Then in May 1937 

a fisherman found a wheel, with part of the undercarriage of the 

Altair still attached, washed up on a beach in a small inlet on 

the southern side of Aye. 

Later investigation suggested that trees on the highest point 

were damaged and fragments of aluminium were discovered on the 

southern shore. Certainly, tests on shellfish attached to the wheel 

indicated it had probably spent some time on the muddy bottom of 

the sea, no more than 1 S fathoms below the surface. 

Nearly 40 years later, Ted Wixted, an aviation historian at the 

Queensland Museum, inspected Aye and organised an underwater 

search for wreckage, which took place in 1983. Visibility was bad, 

for the sea in that area was very muddy. The search failed to find 

anything. 

It had been muddy when Dick flew over the island in 

September 1982 on his solo helicopter flight around the world in 
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Delta India Kilo, And it was certainly muddy when World Explorer made 

low-level circuits of the island, 

The day itself was clear and beautiful. On Aye's heavily 

timbered peak I could see bats circling, Flotsam was strewn high 

up on the small beach where Smithy's wheel was found, which I 

took as confirmation that currents favoured the inlet It was very 

moving to know that here was Sir Charles Kingsford Smith's tomb, 

that the Lady Southern Cross could still be beneath these muddy 

waters - and that so few people would ever have our opportunity 

of visiting this spot 

We were 10 days into our aerial adventure when we circled 

"Smithy's island", as I shall always think of it At 10,30 am on a mild 

Sydney February day we had taken off directly from our front lawn, 

Dick at the controls, with engineer and co-pilot Peter Verhagen, 

and me - general dogsbody and photographer, Although I'm an 

experienced and relaxed plane passenger, circling the world by 

helicopter is not, after all, your everyday thing, I had butterflies in 

my stomach as we headed towards Bankstown airport, 15 minutes 

away, to pick up our friend Jim Hazelton, Jim, a pilot of fixed-wing 

aircraft, was coming as far as Kathmandu to help us manage the 

paperwork that aircrew must face at airports, 

We overnighted twice on our leisurely flight across Australia, 

and our route then was Darwin-Kupang-Ujung Pandang-
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Our adventure begins as World 

Explorer lifts off from the front 

lawn of our house in a northern 

Sydney suburb, This first stage 

took us to the roof of the world, 

the Himalaya, 
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Heavily timbered Aye Island, 

off the coast of Myanmar, is 

surely a green memorial to world 

aviation pioneer Sir Charles 

Kingsford Smith. Eighteen 

months after Smithy disappeared 

in this area in 1935 on a flight 

from England to Australia, a 

wheel of his plane was washed up 

in the small inlet below. Smithy 

would have come from the north, 

on the right, and it was claimed 

there was evidence that a plane 

had clipped this hilltop and, 

presumably; crashed into the 

sea on the other side. 
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Pontianak-Singapore-Phuket-Rangoon-Dhaka-Kathmandu. We flew 

only in daylight hours, always with an early start. 

Longreach, our first overnight stay, is the home of the 

Stockman's Hall of Fame, which salutes the contribution made to 

Australia by the outback pioneers. Twelve years of voluntary work 

and $12 million in expenditure went into establishing it on its 

40 hectare site. We were among those who helped get it up and 

running. Three quarters of a million people have visited the 

Stockman's Hall since Queen Elizabeth II opened it in 1988. 

Deep in the Tanami Desert we put down at the spot where 

the celebrated Kookaburra made a forced landing in 192 9, resulting 

in the deaths of pilot Keith Anderson and mechanic Bob Hitchcock. 

That tragic story is also connected with Smithy. In March that year 

he had been forced down on the Kimberley coast of Western 

Australia on the first leg of a flight from Sydney to London. His 

whereabouts were unknown and a huge aerial search was begun. 

Anderson, a former business partner of Smithy's, and Hitchcock 

took part in Kookaburra, a Westland W idgeon monoplane. 

Smithy was found, but meanwhile Kookaburra had struck 

trouble of its own, and both men died of thirst before the plane 

was sighted. A land party recovered their bodies, but Kookaburra lay 

abandoned in the desert for the next 49 years, when Dick and I 

made a successful air search for it. Badly ravaged over time, it is 

now in the aviation museum in Alice Springs. 

Near Kununurra we flew across mainland Australia's largest 

reservoir, Lake Argyle, which covers 1000 square kilometres in flood 

times. The lake was created in 1972 by damming the Ord River for 

23° 26'S 144° !7"E 

Our leisurely route to Darwin, 

the flight's departure point from 

Australia, took us over the centre 

of Queensland and the most 

famous curved roof in Australia 

barring the Sydney Opera House 

- the Stockman 's Hall of Fame,

on the outskirts of Longreach.

The original 1920s Qantas

hangar still stands at the airstrip

in the background. Our satellite

navigation system confirmed we

were right on the Tropic of

Capricorn.

The brilliant blue waters of 

Lake Argyle, south of Kununurra 

in Western Australia's east 

Kimberley. A man-made lake, its 

many islands and promontories 

were once hilltops. 

an irrigation scheme. It is inhabited by thousands of freshwater 

crocodiles! We flew across Australia at about 500 feet above ground 

level, which was our normal flying altitude. 

After leaving Darwin and beginning our journey into the 

wonderful realm of islands that eventually led us through Asia and 

to the very roof of the world, I found myself very busy in the cabin 

with still cameras and movie film, and recording details of what 

the lenses were seeing, as well as the coordinates of our position. 

It was too much at times and so we decided to concentrate on the 

still photography. 

Nevertheless, by the time World Explorer had circled the world 

I had shot 10,000 pictures. So please sit back in your armchair and 

enjoy the magnificent view. 
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Houses perch precariously on the rocky waterfront of Kupang, T imor (top left), which has 

prospered since the 17th century, when it was a Dutch trading post. It was here in 1789 

that Captain Bligh ended his 7200 km boat voyage from Tonga after the Bounty mutiny. 

Indonesian since independence in 194-9, Kupang's bustling, noisy atmosphere, its smells and 

sights, hit me with all the drama of Asia when we made first landfall there, with Darwin 

only 900 km behind us. I was relieved to find Kupang's customs and immigration officials 

so friendly, as I had been worried about having to deal with officialdom, one of my 

responsibilities on this journey. Crossing the flat-calm Savu Sea we passed over the big 

and rugged island of Flores, studded with no less than 14- active volcanoes, thatched houses 

in the hills and small fishing villages along the coast (above). Volcanoes dominate the 

skyline here, as in many other parts of the Indonesian archipelago. With Flores behind us, 

we got a friendly wave from a sailing boat (left) headed, like us, at a fast clip across 

the Flores Sea. 
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Kalimantan is Indonesia's name for the 

southern two-thirds of the island of Borneo, 

which is the world's third-largest after 

Greenland and New Guinea. This viJJage near 

Sampit on the Sampit River (left) is little 

different from the villages ra seen elsewhere 

along the coasts and rivers in our flight through 

the Indonesian islands. Earlier we passed rafts 

of logs moving from the Borneo hinterland 

down the Sebangan River (below) and timber 

being cut in clearings in the thick jungle. 

Kalimantan's original inhabitants, the 

renowned Dayaks, live in hamlets along the 

many rivers in the more thinly-occupied 

interior. We got more of the flavour of the 

traditional Borneo when our flight took us 

across a region marked on our chart RELIEF 

DATA INCOMPLETE. The northern third of Borneo 

comprises the east Malaysian States of Sarawak 

and Sabah, and the wealthy independent 

Sultanate of Brunei. 
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The western Kalimantan city of Pontianak, which sits firmly astride the Equator, was our 

departure point from Indonesia - thus World Explorer took off into the northern 

hemisphere as it headed across the South China Sea towards Peninsula Malaysia (formerly 

the Malay Peninsula), We had a picturesque farewell view of Indonesia with a pretty islet 

in the Badas group (above), heavy with coconut palms and presumably used as shelter by 

fishermen, Dick made a landing approach to Kepahiang Island near here, but thought 

better of it when the rotor began to throw up sand, Malaysia is a federation of 13 States, a 

prosperous and stable regional power with a diversified economy, After tranquil Indonesian 

villages, I was astonished by the industrious activity along the peninsula's well populated 

west coast, with many new and luxurious homes and apartment blocks and expensive

looking resorts going up, This group (top right) is between Malaka and Port Dickson. 

On the other side of the coin, life has probably not changed much for the people living 

amid the mud and mangroves at Port Sweetenham and Kelang (right), the port district 

for Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia's modern, high-rise capital 30 km to the north-east. 
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It was a magic-carpet ride on a beautiful day that took us across Malaysia's border with 

Thailand, skirting tranquil coastal waters over clean villages with smalJ boats anchored off 

white sand beaches (above). This one is near Langu. The rafts in the background are fish 

farms. Our destination that day was the beaches of Phuket (top left), a large, hilly island 

connected to the mainland by a bridge, but with the leisurely South Seas feel. Phuket is 

a resort island put on the tourist map by Club Med, and the beaches that run around its 

bays and inlets abound with hotels, restaurants, bars, shops, and every kind of water sport. 

All of this has spilled over from the tentative development that began on Patong Beach. 

Today's Patong (bottom left) reminded me of Bali's Kuta Beach. 
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When flying along the Tenasserim Coast, Myanmar's long, thin tongue extending 

800 km to the Gulf of Martaban, I thought the beaches were less white and less clean 

than the ones we had been seeing, the village huts more likely to be made from bush 

materials (right and bottom right), and the prows of the fishing boats higher (below). 

But we got the same friendly waves from the people. Myanmar, ruled by a military 

dictatorship, is still an agricultural country, the greater part of the population being 

smallholders on subsistence farms, particularly along this coast. Dick was busy studying 

the chart to identify the remote beach on which he was forced down in a fierce storm in 

1982 during his solo helicopter journey around the world. He narrowly escaped disaster 

there when one skid sank into wet sand. (We found the beach. We didn't land.) 

14° 33'N 97° 54'E 
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14° OS'N 98° OS'E 

35
36



Bizarre is this shipbreaking "yard" in the mud 

of the incredible, ever-changing Ganges Delta 

in southern Bangladesh. Workers strip great 

hulks for scrap metal until there is nothing left, 

using only their hands and some primitive 

equipment. Here, 50 km north of Chittagong, 

Bangladesh's busiest port and commercial 

centre, dozens of hulks are beached along the 

shoreline, with tankers appearing to 

predominate. Demolition work on some ships 

had only just begun, but others had been 

reduced to just a lone steel pillar. Unsightly 

heaps of scrap lined the shore. The Ganges is 

called the Padma after it enters Bangladesh, 

which is one of the most densely populated 

and impoverished countries in the world. 

The capital, Dhaka, has swollen in recent 

years to more than five million inhabitants, 

a vast number being economic refugees from 

the countryside. The streets were crowded 

with pedal-powered rickshaws and many buses, 

but few cars (below), so traffic roar was 

unexpectedly absent. 
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Cutting across Bihar State in India's north-eastern corner and heading for Nepal, 

we continued to follow the Ganges, fascinated by daily life along the river (opposite), 

Bihar is one of India's more depressed States, most of whose 86 million inhabitants are 

said to barely scratch a living, and certainly nothing we saw hinted at prosperity, 

The Ganges is wide here, with great patches of shifting sandbanks, and our charts 

confirmed that it would be wide for at least the next 200 km to Patna, Bihar's capital , 

Cattle grazed on alluvial plains, and at a river landing that was also a depot for river 

gravel, cart drivers, boatmen and their passengers suspended activity to look up and 

wonder at the unexpected arrival of World Explorer, North-east of the town of Darbhanga, 

the great river having turned west and away from us, we came across a once resplendent 

palace and its pavilions (above) that once belonged to the Maharajah of Darbhanga, 

Great carved elephants still supported the grand entrance of a structure now broken and 

faded, its ornamental ponds long dried up, Ironically, their grassy banks are still doing 

useful duty as a drying area for the peasantry's washing, 

26
° 

24'N 86
° 

IO'E 

39 



2
6

°
 
5

2
'N

 
8
5

°
 
3

4
'E

 



At I 1.15 on a Saturday morning the Nepalese town of Malangwa (left), just across 

the border with India, is busy with its usual affairs. Children are playing, water is being 

brought from a well, clothes are drying, people are out in the streets buying and selling, 

and where the town buildings encroach on the fields, wheat is spread out to dry in the sun. 

The scene could just as easily be any small town in India. Just a few hundred metres from 

here is the India-Nepal border post (below), its fragile barrier hoisted permanently aloft 

as far as we can observe, with nobody apparently bothered whether they're in Nepal or 

India. Twenty minutes later, World Explorer put down at Kathmandu at the end of the 

first stage of our world flight. 
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A fold in the high, dry Tibetan plateau in an isolated northern 

pocket of Nepal secretes the ancient walled town of Lo Monthang 

in the Mustang valley. Approaching it over folded, eroded ridges, 

we pass crumbling ruins almost faded into the earth itself. 
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Roof of the World 
NEPAL TO PAKISTAN 

via India 

I 
F YOU HAVE TO GET CAUGHT UP UNEXPECTEDLY somewhere on a 

world flight, I recommend Nepal as the place to be. We had 

been four days in Nepal and were ready to move on when it 

became obvious that the authorities in Pakistan, on the next section 

of World Explorer's route, were in no hurry to approve our application 

for a permit. It was nothing personal; just the normal functioning 

of a bureaucratic system. It was eight days before clearance arrived 

in Kathmandu, and in the meantime Dick and I had taken to the 

trekking trail. We did it happily, for we were no strangers to Nepal 

and its extraordinary scenery. 

Our previous visits included a trekking trip with our family 

and Tim Macartney-Snape in 1984, not long after he and his 

companion Greg Mortimer had become the first Australians to 

climb Mt Everest. In 1990 we were there to share in Tim's 

extraordinary triumph as he climbed Everest for a second time, 

again without supplementary oxygen. Tim had decided that if 

anybody was to truly scale the mountain they should start their 

climb from sea-level, and Dick was on hand as he set off to walk 

from the Bay of Bengal, more than 1000 km away. We both 

accompanied him on the final four-day leg of his trek to Base Camp 

at 5337 m, where he began the actual climb. On that trek Dick 

and I celebrated our 21st wedding anniversary at Namche Bazar, 

3300 m up in the Himalayan foothills, where Tim organised the 

expedition's changeover from porters to yaks. 

On a very clear day in October 1991, I took close-ups of 

Everest's 8874 m summit as Dick and I circled it in a small jet. Dick 

was privileged to be one of the few pilots to obtain permission 

from the Nepalese Government to fly over the summit. 

Our good relationship with officials made World Explorer's 

flights in Nepal especially satisfying, for there were no restrictions 
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The Kali Gandaki River valley 

(left), which led us to the 

walled town, has the deepest 

canyon of any river in the 

world, It flows between the 

Himalayan peaks of Dhaulagiri 

and Annapurna, both over 

8000 m high but only 35 km 

apart Taplejung airstrip 

(bottom) perches spectacularly 

on a ridge top high in the 

mountains close to the eastern 

border of Nepal, 

Arabian 

Sea 

placed on our travels, We flew into every corner of this hugely 

photogenic land with its friendly, helpful people, 

W hile I welcomed the chance to retrace from the air some of 

our earlier treks so that I could share with others the dramatic 

scenery, nothing prepared me for our flight to the Mustang valley 

and the ancient walled settlement of Lo Monthang. We had known 

of its existence but thought it unlikely we would be allowed to fly 

in, It is secreted away in the high Himalayan valley that nudges into 

Tibet, on the southern margins of the Tibetan plateau, There is no 

airstrip, and the access track is difficult, Ours was the first approval 

given to a private aircraft, 

Mustang was once a semi-autonomous principality that still 

has a great deal of independence because of its remoteness from 

Kathmandu. The people are of Tibetan origin and Buddhist, like 

many of the people in the large villages and towns of Nepal's high 

mountain valleys. Tibetan yak caravans trading salt (Nepal has no 

salt of its own), came through here for centuries. W hen China took 
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Nepalis work in their rice 

paddies near the Trisuli River, 

north-west of Kathmandu. 

The wheat is harvested and they 

are preparing for rice planting. 

Farming occupies most of Nepal's 

workforce. L ovely Ram Lake 

(left) is Nepal's largest natural 

lake. Lying at 3000 m, ringed 

with snow-capped peaks 

and forests of pine, spruce and 

juniper, it's an important 

sanctuary for water birds. 

over Tibet, and refugees began fleeing into Nepal and India, nomad 

guerillas used the Mustang region as a base against the Chinese 

invaders. Nepal closed the area to foreigners, in deference to 

relations with China while it dealt with the problem. Expeditions 

can go in now, but we were told that few do. 

Captain Pramod Lama of the Nepalese Army came with us 

on the flight, and was informative and helpful. The skies were 

clear and sunny, and in the notes I took at the time I described 

the kind of country we flew over with words like "incredible" 

and "amazing". 

It is a vast pale region. The floor and low hills of the Mustang 

valley itself were ghostly grey and yellow - deposits of what I later 

learned was fine-grained, wind-blown loam known as loess. It can 

be blown from deserts or be the debris left by retreating icesheets. 

Because it contains fine mineral particles, loess forms a fertile 

topsoil. In parts of the Loesslands of China, where the loess 

originated in the Gobi Desert, farmers once lived in houses dug 

into this soft earth. China's Loesslands are far to the north-east of 

the hidden valley, but what appeared to be caves we saw high in the 

Mustang hills no doubt point to a similar practice here long ago. 

When the time came to leave Nepal we were sorry, for we felt 

very relaxed there. Flying through the northern plains of India and 

down into Pakistan was a manifest change. It was the hot season in 

India and unpleasant after the cool mountain air we had enjoyed in 

Nepal. And after spending so much time among the world's highest 

mountains - Nepal really is the roof of the world - the plains were 

a sharp contrast. We saw little you could call a mountain at all until 

we reached the Makran Coast Range at the western end of Pakistan 

and, in comparison, they were merely hills. 

Our interest in the Makran Coast Range was not, however, in 

its height but in its dramatic, contorted shapes. They had first come 

to Dick's attention on his 1982 solo flight in Delta India Kilo, when 

he followed the coast from Muscat to Karachi. That was the route 

usually taken by the pioneer aviators who set records from England 

to Australia flying tiny, slow and unreliable planes with open 

cockpits, and all had remarked on the strange formations. Record

breaking New Zealander Jean Batten wrote of them in 1935, "They 

make an unforgettable sight. Some rise in groups, others again are 

what might be termed the razor-back variety, the land for hundreds 

of miles being truly an aviator's nightmare." 

I was excited at being able to see this unforgettable sight, this 

aviator's nightmare, for myself We got some splendid pictures of 

the strange terrain before World Explorer wheeled south-west across 

the Arabian Sea to Oman, on the Arabian Peninsula, on the next 

stage of our journey. 
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As we flew into the bowl-shaped Kathmandu Valley it was obvious that Nepal's capital 

(above), which sits in the valley's centre, will one day have to face up to the problem of 

space. The city's buildings are eating their way into the fertile valley's agricultural land. 

Where does Kathmandu go after it has spread itself to the surrounding hills, with only the 

mountains beyond? And what of the valley's agriculture? In our time in Nepal I learned 

that these are frequently asked questions, but without answers so for. In the middle 

distance of the picture is the Bodnath stupa, or Buddhist monument. The largest stupa 

in Nepal, built probably in the 14th century, it is said to be among the world's biggest, 

and we could believe it when we got closer (right). Bodnath, which is in Kathmandu's 

east, is a religious centre for Nepal's considerable Tibetan population, many of whom 

live around the stupa. (The majority of Nepalis are Hindu.) The building in the centre 

(top right) is the International Convention Centre, built and paid for by the Chinese 

government and opened in 1993. 
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The Kathmandu Valley has a population of more than a million and is the most developed 

area of Nepal. It encloses by far the greatest part of the country's population. Most people 

live in Kathmandu itself, or the other two towns in the valley - Patan and Bhaktapur. 

Due to the fast pace of urban development, Kathmandu and Patan have virtually run into 

each other and Bhaktapur will no doubt be swallowed up too. From the air over 

Kathmandu international airport (below), we could see the foothills of the Himalaya 

range towering in the background to the north, but from the ground they aren' t so easily 

seen because of the valley's air pollution. A cement works, smoke from the many cooking 

fires and an absence of controls over vehicle exhausts are the main causes of the smog. 

But urbanisation is depleting the valley's resources of firewood at such a pace that cooking 

fires may not remain part of the problem for long. 
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Street scenes in Kathmandu. Money spent 

by tourists at the little shops, barrows and 

stalls is an important part of Nepal's economy. 

The street hawkers offered me all kinds of 

objects, trinkets, curios and craftsware, with 

prices varying greatly and not always in 

accordance with their quality. The hawker 

above is hawking bamboo flutes for both local 

and tourist consumption. I noticed that 

colourful glass bangles were especially popular 

with local women. 
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A Twin Otter puts down at Taplejung 

airstrip, to the delight of the local 

youngsters for whom plane spotting is 

their entertainment. World Explorer is on 

the ground and they awaited our departure 

in the Ii ttle groups that youngsters divide 

themselves into - inquisitive boys on the 

point of mischief, demurely cautious girls 

and giggling littlies. We were visitors, so 

we were of special interest. Some of these 

youngsters were old enough to have seen 

this strip built by hard work with pick 

and shovel, for here, 2380 m up, there are 

no roads to bring in heavy earthmoving 

equipment. On our many flights around 

Nepal we had plenty of evidence that 

walking trails are the means by which the 

people of the mountains and high valleys 

carry on their business. The people who 

occupy this corner of Nepal are like many 

other mountain inhabitants - they 

progressed from walking trails to air 

transport in one leap, virtually missing out 

on the development of the road vehicle. 

Mountain airstrips like this have had to 

be built to the STOL standard of aircraft 

( short take-off and landing capabilities), 

and the occasional wrecked aircraft we saw 

alongside similar strips was a reminder 

that flying in Nepal has its dangers, 
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From the Everest View Hotel (top left) at 3840 m on the southern slopes of the 

Himalaya, there is a breathtaking panorama of the world's highest mountains, but the 

hotel was not the initial success its developers hoped for. There is an airstrip nearby, but 

tourists risk altitude sickness if they are flown from Kathmandu and disembarked at such 

a height without acclimatisation, so the expected number of guests never materialised. 

The peaks in the background are Kangtega, at left, and Thamserka. We reached the limit 

of our own comfort zone at 4725 m (15,500 ft) near Dingboche (left) while following 

from the air the trekking track that leads to the base of Everest. As World Explorer is not 

pressurised, we turned back here. Namche Bazar (above) at 3440 m, is the trading and 

administrative centre of the mountain-ringed Solu Khumbu region, and is an important 

stop on the Everest trek. The terraced hillside settlement has well-stocked shops, 

restaurants, lodges, a bank and a police station. In the background, the south face of 

Lhotse is at right. Just left of it, under our rotor blade, is Everest, and Tawechi is the 

snow-capped peak at centre left. 
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From Thyangboche monastery (below), spectacularly perched on a 3867 m spur on the 

slopes of the Himalaya, there's a view of Mt Everest. Its 8874 m peak can just be seen 

19 km away at top left, streaming cloud, behind the black face of Nuptse (7861 m). The 

Nepali name for Everest is Sagarmartha. In the centre under cloud is Lhotse (8501 m). 

The double peak at right is Ama Dablam (6828 m). Thyangboche had recently been 

rebuilt after burning down. It's the monastery of the Sherpas, one of the many ethnic 

groups that make up Nepal, although "sherpa" has also become a generic name for a

Himalayan guide. Thyangboche is another popular camping place for trekkers on the route 

to Everest, and Dick and I have camped near here ourselves. We could see the blue tents 

of the trekkers as we came in low (top left). The buildings on the closely terraced hills at 

Bupsa (bottom left), also in the Everest area, include accommodation and a tea house. 
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The two pictures on this spread show three peaks of the Himalaya 's great Annapurna 

Range, photographed from the south at 8500 ft, when it was 8°C in our cabin. 

· Annapurna IV (7507 m), left, and Annapurna II (7937 m), partly hidden in cloud

(above). A cloud-free Machhapuchhare (right). Machhapuchhare means "fish's tail"

and in fact the mountain has a twin peak like a fish tail, which we saw a little later

from the west. Nobody has stood on the summit of Machhapuchhare (6997 m), because

it is regarded as holy and the authorities have banned climbers. The habitation in the

foreground is near the town of Pokhara, set in a most beautiful area with lovely lakes,

and forests that stretch out over the foothills of the Annapurnas. Five peaks in the range

bear the name Annapurna, the highest being Annapurna I (8091 m).
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The legendary walled town of lo Monthang 

on the upper course of the Kali Gandaki River, 

in Mustang, once a semi-autonomous 

principality. The air here at 3700 m was

rarefied and clear as we swept around several 

villages in the broad Mustang valley and over 

the town (below), with its square multi

storeyed houses, of rammed earth or mud 

brick, and their inner courtyards. Chortens, 

Tibetan Buddhist shrines, are in the foreground 

of the main picture. Many animals are stabled 

with their feed in outside pens attached to the 

town wall. Firewood is piled on the roofs. 

The main gateway into the town is just this 

side of the high white building in the centre. 

Although the landscape is arid, snow melt 

mountain water flows between the high river 

banks at right, and another smaller mountain

fed stream, controlled by a system of channels, 

flows alongside the wall on the for side. The 

trees are poplars and willows. The fields, some 

with piles of manure and straw, lie fallow, but 

wheat, barley and buckwheat are grown. 
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A village in the upper Kali Gandaki River valley (right) on the route that took us to 

and from Mustang and the walled town. We flew above sterile ridges of windblown clays 

and silts in brown monotone, occasionally streaked with yellow, orange and deep red. 

There were walls like the pipes of a massive organ, and others sculpted like medieval 

battlements. Eroded garden terraces such as those surrounding this village offer evidence 

of prolonged human habitation, for the valley for centuries was a link in an important 

migration and trade route from Tibet to India. Tibetan yak caravans carried salt through 

here in trade for grain and other products. Satellite dishes and aircraft wreckage bear 

witness to the modern communication technology of Jomsom (below), where we put 

down after our flight over Mustang, but it's a centre that has a charm different from most 

Nepalese villages. The bare trees are apples, for this is a major apple growing area. 
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After four days of flying all over Nepal, the 

clearance for World Explorer to enter Pakistan 

on the next leg of our tour had not come 

through, so Dick and I took to the roads and 

trekking trails for the next few days. North of 

Kathmandu, we found these villagers all busily 

on maintenance or rebuilding (above). Fired 

or unfired mud brick is the popular material, 

but iron appears to be replacing thatch for 

roofing. A woman (right) from Simikot, in 

north-western Nepal. These houses of timber, 

rocks and mud, their flat roofs weighted with 

stones ( opposite top), sit on the edge of a

gorge in Kodari, near the Friendship Bridge, 

on Nepal's northern border with Tibet. Timber 

being cut for firewood is seriously depleting 

forest resources here as elsewhere. The timber 

in the picture has been tied into 40 kg bundles 

that can be carried by porters. Near the town 

of Barabise a shanty dweller ( opposite 

bottom) does her washing at the doorstep in 

the Sun Kosi, a popular river for rafters. 
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Nepal's lowland smog is well behind us as 

the morning sun catches the 7246 m high 

Hiunchuli Range, west of Dhaulagiri, its peaks 

above the clouds. World Explorer is en route 

from Kathmandu to Simikot, in Nepal's for 

north-west. The gardens, dwellings and forests 

below are in the 1325 sq. km Royal Dhorpatan 

Hunting Reserve. The western mountain valleys 

are not tourist areas, because they are not 

easily accessible, although some of the "wild 

west" rivers attract serious rafters. 
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· Like the gardens occupying every likely and unlikely space, most of the houses of the

hillside village of Simikot are terraced (above). Steps cut into logs serve as ladders that

enable the occupants to move around their houses and through the terraces. The village

clings to a hillside at 2835 m, high above the Karnali River, yet overlooked by snow

capped mountains. When we put down we inspected a small solar-power system donated

by the French that lights the village's 300 houses each night from 6 o'clock to 10.

(Dick doubted whether the same system would generate light enough for even 10 energy

hungry Sydney homes.) The surprise at beautiful Jurnla (right), south-east of Simikot,

was the Tila River, which unlike most of Nepal's rivers, ran clear (because it's not a

glacial river) and unpolluted.
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Our clearance for Pakistan finally came through and we were in India again. This time 

it was a transit flight across the northern States via Lucknow and New Delhi. The route 

brought back memories for Dick, who did it in reverse on his solo flight. That flight was 

later in the year, and he recalled seeing men behind ploughs all across the plains of India. 

It was now harvest time in Uttar Pradesh, India's largest wheat-producing State, and 

whole families were working in the fields (below). It was the hot season, quite noticeably 

so after Nepal's crisp mountain air. The town of Khurja (left), south-east of New Delhi 

is noted for pottery, made here for the past 400 years. I was intrigued to find that the 

house styles in the towns we flew over were similar to most modern houses I saw in 

Nepal - square, flat-roofed, with open central courtyards. At Lucknow, a reminder of the 

days of the British Raj was the main railway station (below left) with its ornamental 

cupolas. The concourse and nearby streets were swarming with yellow auto-rickshaws. 
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Fort Banara (left) in Rajasthan State, is one of a number of hill forts we saw after 

leaving New Delhi. Rajasthan is famous for its great forts, with more than its share 

of interesting examples. The walls of Banara enclose much of the town. In times past,

a common defence strategy was to build a fort within the town's walls - some 

towns began as forts and grew from there. It was interesting to compare these historic 

towns with the development of New Delhi and its modern apartment blocks (below). 

28° 32'N 77
° 

!2'E 

7574

25° 30'N 74° 42'E 



As we flew over the villages at right and 

below in the Thar Desert of Pakistan's Sindh 

province, I was a little alarmed to read in the 

Lonely Planet travel guide-book on my lap, 

under Places to Stay: "Don't do it, as the 

region is very dangerous. The border is sensitive 

and foreigners are strongly advised to stay 

away." It was good to hear the hum of World 

Explorer's engines but amazing to see people 

living out in the desert, a vast arid plain with 

scant scrub and occasional stunted trees in 

small and widely scattered villages. Desert 

brushwood fences around thatched village huts 

presumably give protection from dust storms. 

The villagers keep sheep, goats and sometimes 

scrawny under-sized cattle. Donkeys are used 

as beasts of burden and camels for ploughing. 

There is cultivation wherever and whenever 

water is available - the economy depends on 

rain. Underground water may sometimes be 

too salty for cattle or even agriculture . 
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The southern coast of Pakistan is bordered by 

the Arabian Sea. From Karachi, the capital, we 

followed the coast west almost to the Iranian 

border in a fascinating day's flying. This is 

the dry, dusty and barren coast of Balochistan 

province, said to be "most unlike Pakistan", 

with the country's lowest population density. 

The coastal belt is known as the Makran, 

and fishing is the main occupation. Roads are 

scarce. We saw few settlements, and most of 

the people we did see were scattered along 

the coast in what are best described as small 

fishing camps (right). Their stout boats are 

very similar to the open surfboats manned 

by the surf lifesavers on Sydney's beaches. 

Such a boat is obviously suited for the shallow 

foreshores here, with their shoals and breaking 

waves. My interest was more frequently held 

by the spectacle of the weird and wonderful 

Makran Coast Range (below and overleaf), 

spurs of which were never out of sight. 
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The ancient town of Gwadar (left), near 

Pakistan's border with Iran. This historic 

region and its independent-minded inhabitants 

have long been influenced by Arabia, and the 

town was once under the rule of Oman. In 

the background is a spur of the Makran Coast 

Range, with its heavily-eroded gullies and 

steep, razorback ridges and towers, The range 

is composed of soft sediments and is not old 

in geological terms, despite appearances, 

Bands of sandstone, shales and other harder 

material have helped form the weird shapes 

by retarding the rate of erosion (above). The 

north Americans know this type of feature as

badlands, and the Badlands of South Dakota 

are a tourist attraction. Although the Makran 

range is something to behold, it would be 

difficult for tourists to get to. From Gwadar, 

World Explorer headed across the Arabian Sea 

to Oman and the Arabian Peninsula. 
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In the great deserts of Saudi Arabia there are sand ridges hundreds 

of kilometres long and some dunes are high enough to be called 

mountains. Because sand is constantly blown from the face of the 

dunes and settling on the other side, they are continually advancing. 

These shifting sands are between the Persian Gulf and the Saudi 

capital of Riyadh, which is almost in the centre of the country. 

Shifting Sands 
OMAN TO EGYPT 

vw United Arab Emirates, Saudi Arabia 
and Jordan 

T 
HE VIEW OF THE WORLD FROM A HELICOPTER is especially 

illuminating. At bird's-eye level you can observe the 

cultural as well as the physical differences - which can't 

be done from an intercontinental jet. I suffered culture shock as 

soon as World Explorer arrived over the Indonesian islands. 

To begin with, I could see they were different. Their boats were 

different, their houses were different, their fields and crops were 

being farmed in ways strange to me. Flying at SOO ft you could even 

see that people dressed differently. Our Indonesian stopovers merely 

confirmed what I'd already observed from the air: these seas and 

lands were occupied by a culture vastly different to mine. 

I continued to experience cultural changes as we flew up 

through South-East Asia but gradually I became accustomed to 

them. From SOO ft it seemed obvious that international borders 

could not quarantine people into separate blocks of completely 

different cultures. It became clear that culture could not be isolated 

- that it flowed across the land until it was halted by a substantial

barrier, such as a desert or an ocean. The Timor Sea between 

Australia and Indonesia was clearly one such barrier. The seas south 

of the Indian sub-continent, including the mighty Bay of Bengal, 

were another. 

The people of northern Nepal's "hidden valley" of Mustang 

clearly had a Tibetan culture judging by their shrines and lifestyle. 

Some of the remote villages of the western Thar Desert appeared to 

have the same lifestyle whether they were on the Indian or Pakistani 

side of the border. And when we flew west along the dry and 

barren Makran coast of Pakistan's Baluchistan province, we could 

see why this place and its people were said to be "most unlike 
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The winding road to the ancient, mountain-ringed city of Petra, 

in southern Jordan, from the cockpit of World Explorer. Such a view 

would have been more familiar to our aircraft's previous pilot and 

owner, King Hussein of Jordan. 
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Pakistan". They share a border with Iran, and their culture flows 

from Persia, not Karachi. 

The Arabian Sea, which we crossed from Baluchistan to 

our landfall at Oman, on the Arabian Peninsula, was another 

water barrier. I did wonder, though, how much of the change we 

saw here had to do with money and how much with culture. 

The otherwise bare coasts of Oman were studded with fine and 

expensive homes, their walled gardens filled with greenery. 

Trees or any sort of vegetation had been scarce along the poor, 

grey Makran coast, and the sudden change of environment was 

spectacular. Would the Makran coast look like Oman's if the people 

were as prosperous as those of the peninsula States? 

On World Explorer's charts the Arabian Peninsula looked like a 

wellington boot thrust deep into the Arabian Sea. The Red Sea was 

on one side and the Persian Gulf on the other. We flew up the boot 

from Oman, on its sole, through the United Arab Emirates, Saudi 

Arabia and on to Jordan at the top of the boot. Saudi Arabia's size 

was unexpected. It occupies four-fifths of the boot. 

S e Cl
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Culturally, I was uncomfortable about Saudi's segregation 

of the sexes and the dress requirements for women. In Pakistan, 

as in Bangladesh, I had been careful to wear my aircrew uniform 

in public - normally slacks and a short-sleeved shirt, but in these 

places I would wear a long-sleeved shirt that showed no bare skin, 

out of respect for Muslim sensibilities. In Saudi, where most 

people belong to a stricter Islamic sect, I also covered my hair 

with my cap. At the airport at Riyadh, Saudi's conservative capital, 

I may have gone too far. We were being processed as aircrew when 

I asked the usual white-robed Arab with red-and-white head dress 

for directions to the toilet, and he politely escorted me to the men's. 

I used it quickly. Luckily it was deserted. 

In the independent Emirate of Bahrain, where we put down 

unexpectedly overnight, the dress rules for western women were 

more relaxed, as they were in Amman, Jordan's capital. They were 

still conservative by western standards, but I never needed to cover 

my arms and head - a welcome concession in Arabian heat. 

We had been warned that the helicopter would be searched 

in Riyadh for alcohol or pornographic literature (which could 

include lingerie advertisements in the glossy magazines), but they 

hardly looked in our windows. Nor did they check our passports 

for the visas that had taken us more than a month, and a great deal 

of trouble, to get. 

Our experiences with immigration and customs procedures 

varied widely wherever we went, and we could never make 

predictions. But our uniforms helped ease our passage. Airport 

officials can better cope with aircrew, and uniforms blend into 

the aviation scene. 

This stage of our tour took us through deserts that Lawrence 

of Arabia fought in, and over the ancient stones of the biblical Sinai. 

Finally, we turned our backs on Asia and set down on 

the African continent at Cairo, then on to the coast at Alexandria. 

Here the cultural flow had faced another substantial barrier -

the Mediterranean. 
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This multi-lane bitumen 

highway crosses the desert from 

the Gulf port of Ad Dammam to 

the capital, Riyadh. It is one 

of a number of great highways 

now linking desert centres. Its

existence helped underline for me 

the inconsistencies of life in the 

Arab Gulf States, for only the 

previous day we had set out to 

fly from Ad Dammam to Riyadh 

and were forced to turn back 

by a terrifying sandstorm. 

Prosperity has improved life 

in the desert, but the sands 

are untamed. 
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The Sultanate of Oman has a reputation for environmental concern and was noticeably 

"green" as we flew in from Pakistan's desolate Makran coast. Irrigated trees and shrubs 

surrounded expensive mansions in otherwise barren terrain all along the coast. Mutrah, 

(right) the port for Muscat on the Gulf of Oman, with a dredge working the harbour. 

There's been a port hereabouts since at least the first century. Mutrah Fort, commanding 

the harbour entrance from a rocky elevation left of centre, was built by the Portuguese 

four centuries ago. Muscat, Oman's capital, spreads widely through jagged hills and 

ridges. A nearby hydrocarbon processing plant (below), was our first sign of the source 

of Gulf wealth - oil - although Oman's oil production is only very modest by Gulf 

standards. Agriculture and fishing on Oman's long coastline are important to the economy . 
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Tyre tracks on the desert sands (left), 60 km south-east of Dubai, one of the seven 

United Arab Emirates, A further 25 km on, we got a friendly wave from a Bedouin camp 

(above), and their utility was our first clue to the tyre tracks, Over the next day or 

two we became more familiar with activity in the desert. Trucks and even water tankers 

accompanying the Bedouin families are lessening reliance on the camel. Their black tents 

are made of woven strips of camel or goat hair sewn together, and are usually erected, like 

these, in sandy hollows for protection, We were near the eastern end of Saudi Arabia's 

645,000 sq km Rub al-Khali, or Empty Quarter, the world's largest continuous body 

of sand. It is virtually unoccupied and unoccupiable. 
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The city-state of Dubai (above), has been built on trade, not oil, but oil has contributed 

to its prosperity. As a great trading port it's the nearest thing to Hong Kong the Gulf 

states have got. Dubai Creek, in the foreground, is really an inlet of the Persian Gulf (seen 

at the top of the picture), and divides the city in two. Dubai's modern and busy harbour 

on the Gulf, Port Rashid, was artificially created with the help of an extensive breakwater, 

and its docks and computerised container terminals were crowded as we circled the city. 

Visiting a Dubai beach later I photographed a family enjoying a picnic (top left). 

That's not a hotel (left), but the home of a wealthy Gulf resident, notable for its park

like grounds that would be the envy of any great English manor-house. 
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In the great Nafud desert, north-west of 

Riyadh, two nomads work hard to keep 

control of their sheep and goats following the 

unexpected arrival of World Explorer. These 

animals were often nervous at the sound of the 

helicopter's rotors, but camels seemed to show 

no interest in us at all. I noticed that Bedouin 

families who herded sheep and goats, which 

depend on annual grasses, confined themselves 

to the fringes of the desert. Deeper in the 

deserts we saw the camel herders, whose 

animals graze on perennial bushes and need 

water less frequently. Whether camels, sheep, 

goats or cattle, animals are the Bedouin's 

assets, and are used for trading as well as 

providing wool, milk and meat. The reddish 

hue of the Nafud is due to iron oxide in 

the sands. 
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Making the desert bloom. Circular irrigated agricultural areas in the desert (above), 

fed from underground water piped to the central sprinkler arm. Ground water was 

also supplying many smaller irrigated plots (top right). We came across such plots 

unexpectedly in many desert places. Date palms, a major food source in Saudi, 

were frequently under irrigation. Saudi Arabia has no permanent rivers or bodies of 

water. Rains that flood wadis - seasonal riverbeds - quickly dissipate, so the country 

depends on underground water and water from huge desalination plants on the coasts. 

(Saudi's plants produce 30 per cent of the world's desalinated water.) The government 

heavily subsidises the production costs of finding and tapping underground water, 

with such success that the country is now actually an exporter of wheat, which we 

saw being harvested in one of the irrigated areas (right). 
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The traditional life of the Bedouins may well 

be on the way out as increasing numbers 

abandon a nomadic existence for the advantages 

of health care, education and better incomes. 

There are fewer trading opportunities for them 

as people in the smaller towns and villages 

move to the cities. Oil prosperity has also 

encouraged Middle East governments to put 

more of their resources into resettling the 

tribes, offering them farming land and 

housing. This independent tribe was in the 

desert near Ha'il. 
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31 ° 23'N 37° 04'E 

I had long since got used to the fact that national borders seldom 

appear to be marked, from the air anyway, but there 

was no mistaking this border between Saudi Arabia and Jordan 

(above), although it passes through remote desert T he border 

is distinguished by a deep trench, and any possible gateways 

have been blocked with concrete tank traps. Saudi territory is 

on the right Turay£ (left) is Saudi Arabia's northernmost town. 

It was little more than a Bedouin village until oil was discovered, 

and for many years the town was a pumping station for a pipeline 

between Dhahran and Haifa. Turay£ is 854 m above sea-level and, 

like much of northern Arabia, can get bitterly cold during winter. 
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The city of Petra was the capital of an ancient Arab kingdom for six centuries, from the 

4th century BC. It was also a great trading centre on the caravan route from southern 

Arabia to the Mediterranean, so it was inspiring to hover over its historic ruins all these 

centuries later while following the same route ourselves. Petra was incorporated into the 

Roman Empire in 106 AD, from when most of the buildings date. Ringed by mouniains, 

abandoned and forgotten for centuries, it was identified again in 1812, and today the 

unique ruins are Jordan's main tourist attraction. The access road that tourists take to the 

city is the one ancients used and winds through a long and narrow gorge. The temples, 

tombs and dwellings that survive are actually cut out of the stable, pinkish sandstone, not 

built with it. There are many fascinating rock facades like these in the valley; given names 

like the Garden Tomb, the Corinthian Tomb, the Colonnaded Street, the Treasury. With 

the viewing advantage of World Explorer we could see that the nooks and crannies of the 

cliffs were studded with this astonishing stonework, to what seemed almost inaccessible 

heights. There was good and abundant water here in its prosperous years, and Petra still 

occasionally experiences snowfalls. 
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Seen in the distance behind ancient multi-hued cliffs and rocks (left) is the Wadi Araba, 

a desolate region of Jordan south of the Dead Sea. In the background across the wadi is 

Israel. The head of the Gulf of Aqaba (below). The Gulf is really a 160 km-long arm 

of the Red Sea, some 18 to 30 km wide. In the foreground is the town of Aqaba, Jordan's 

only seaport, and on the opposite shore is Eilat, Israel's only outlet to the Red Sea. 

The international border between Israel and Jordan runs between these two towns, along 

the open area at right. Israel's border with Egypt's Sinai Peninsula is left of Eilat, out 

of the picture. We could see Aqaba's port facilities, large and modern, a few kilometres 

down the Gulf at left, out of the picture. From here we left Jordan and flew over to the 

Sinai side of the Gulf of Aqaba, in Egyptian territory all the way to Cairo and the 

Mediterranean coast. 
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The wild beauty of the southern coast of 

the Sinai with its red, brown and yellow hills 

and turquoise Gulf waters was broken here 

and there by holiday-makers' bamboo beach

huts (inset), and sometimes violated by 

more permanent and prominent tourist 

infrastructure. We flew over lovely patches of 

coral-studded water reminiscent of the South 

Seas. The Aqaba and Red Sea coasts are 

increasingly popular tourist areas of the Sinai, 

and the Red Sea coast is renowned among 

diving enthusiasts. But the nomadic Bedouin 

tribes are still substantial users of the hills 

and deserts of these ancient Bible lands. 
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When we put down at Cairo we went sightseeing like everybody else. The crazy 

traffic was always a fascination (bottom left) and the three large pyramids at Giza 

(below and middle left) and the nearby Sphinx (top left) are, I agreed, among the 

world's great attractions. On seeing them for the first time I found them amazing, 

and the occasion not an anticlimax, as some people complain. It's so incredible that 

they have stood here since 2500 BC. The Giza pyramids are the largest of all the 

35 Egyptian pyramids whose ruins still stand near the Nile and, we were told, 

the best preserved. 
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When World Explorer left the Sinai Peninsula 

for its brief hop across the Gulf of Suez to 

Cairo, we put geographical Asia behind us 

and arrived on the African continent. Now we 

were over the great city of Alexandria on the 

sparkling Mediterranean coast, and minutes 

later had put Africa behind us. Air-traffic 

control kept us at 4500 ft over the city, which 

explains why this photograph can't offer much 

detail. Even at that height it is impossible to 

get all of Alexandria into a picture, for this 

city, of four million, spreads for 20 km along 

the coast. Egypt's largest port and second 

largest city, it handles most of the country's 

foreign trade. Alexander the Great founded 

the city in 332 BC and it was the Egyptian 

capital for more than 1000 years. West of 

here is the coastal village of El Alamein, where 

the armoured divisions of Field Marshals 

Montgomery and Rommel met in the famous 

battle that altered the course of World War II.
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Harvesting wheat just west of Beja, in Portugal's southern tablelands. 

I thought of Portugal as fishing fleets, wine and olives, but this flat, 

dry and, it seems, more thinly populated area of Portugal, could be 

in Australia. Grain harvesting like this reminded me of outback 

New South Wales.

Patchwork Quilt 
GREEK ISLES TO GERMANY 

via Italy, Monaco, France, England and the 

Channel Islands, Spain, Portugal, Gibraltar 

and Switzerland 

I 
HAD BEEN ON QUICK TRIPS TO EUROPE BEFORE, but this stage of our 

journey - through Europe - opened my eyes. I saw its beauty in full 

flower, in the summer, and was captivated by its clean and pretty 

villages, its patchwork quilt of well-kept farms and fields, its historic 

buildings and towns. Nowhere else in the world is there so much to 

admire in such a small domain. 

What we saw from the air whetted my appetite for more time 

on the ground. How beautiful Siena was from above, but I wanted to 

enjoy its hilltop position and its many treasures for myself and I could 

do it only by going there. Leeds Castle from the air, no matter how 

fascinating, tells only part of its story, and I can't finish that story 

without visiting the rooms built by Henry VIII for his first queen, 

Catherine of Aragon. 

On the other hand, there were many places that presented 

a fresh and illuminating perspective from the air. I will think of the 

Leaning Tower of Pisa in quite a different way after seeing it from 

above in its historic setting as one of a group of lovely buildings. 

This, I understand, is how the people of the town perceive it - as a 

beloved cathedral group, not a bell tower out of alignment - and 

now I can understand why Nor, from the ground, might I have been 

conscious of the great Tau Cross on the grass in front of the Basilica 

of St Francis , in Assisi, and bothered to find out what it meant. 

Everywhere we were fortunate with the weather. It particularly 

gave us opportunities to circle the Matterhorn, Mt Blanc and the Eiger. 

Our close approach to these peaks was especially exciting for Dick, 

who had first gone climbing in the Alps in 1966, when he was a 

young Rover scout backpacking in Europe. Myself, I was struck by the 
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accessibility of these famous mountains compared with the great peaks 

of the Himalaya, which can be approached only after days of trekking. 

Europe also demonstrated that the world really is getting 

smaller and, for travellers, less complicated. We could move through 

the Continent without the vast amount of paperwork, bureaucratic 

complications and delays that the traveller must still deal with in much 

of Asia and the Middle East. We weren't instructed on where to fly, or 

confined to tightly controlled airspaces. It wasn't always so in Europe, 

of course - the European Union has opened borders - but perhaps 

Asia and the Middle East will follow with a reduction in paperwork. 

We did meet one expected restriction, in Spain. When we 

wanted to fly to Gibraltar we were told we could not refuel in Spain, 

either coming or going. We could not fly to Gibraltar directly from 

Spain, or vice versa. Gibraltar is a sore point with Spain. This caused us 

no great inconvenience, because we put down for a day in Gibraltar by 

way of Portugal, which we wanted to visit anyway. And in Spanish 

airspace, the air-traffic controllers were pleasant, efficient and helpful. 

The value of the comparatively slow-moving helicopter as an 

aerial platform from which to view what's going on in the world 

below was demonstrated when we passed over Germany from west 

to east. The contrast was quite marked. The former East Germany 

appeared poorer. It was drab, the houses grey, there were fewer cars, 

the roads were potholed, and the fields looked to be in need of 

fertiliser. If we were back in the days of the Cold War, these comments 
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Dick entertains one of Gibraltar's macaques 

(above), which is sitting on the roof 

of the van we hired for an afternoon's 

sightseeing. Gibraltar has two packs of apes 

- the pack that lives wild on the slopes of

the Rock is not often seen. These tame ones

can bite, and steal your possessions.

Aeronauts deflate their balloon (right)

after landing beside a roadway north-west

of Lucerne. The large number of balloons,

gliders and light aircraft we saw in this

part of Europe surprised me.
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would no doubt be politically suspect. Since we are not, they should be 

read as they were written - as an interesting, personal observation. 

On the other hand, it was in the grassed fields of east Germany 

that we saw numbers of people engaged in the recreational pursuit of 

flying ultralight aircraft. Five years earlier we would not have been 

allowed to see anything, let alone photograph it. 

There was, in fact, a tremendous amount of recreational aviation 

going on everywhere in Europe. Everything from ultralights, gliders 

and balloons. We saw more aircraft activity in Europe than anywhere in 

the world. We also found the skies very safe, with simple air-traffic 

procedures and most helpful, friendly traffic controllers. En route to 

Stuttgart, Germany, the Stuttgart controller heard we were from 

Australia and appointed himself our tour guide - directing us on a 

flightpath that took us over the fairytale Hohenzollern castle before 

landing. You can see the pictorial result on one of the following pages. 

If the German tourist authorities are pleased, they know who to thank! 

The view of the world from the air revealed that the world is 

filled with forts and castles. From the day World Explorer began its 

journey from Sydney, where the martello tower of Fort Denison rises 

from the centre of the harbour, we saw forts. And they got bigger, 

better and probably older as we travelled through Asia, the Middle East , 

into the Mediterranean and on to Europe. There could not have been a 

time in the past few thousand years when the world wasn't erecting 

them , yet many are now insignificant or forgotten. 
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World Explorer on a landing approach over the Rhone Valley at Sion (above), centre of 

some of Switzerland's most dramatic alpine scenery. The weather was so good that we had 

perfect aerial views of Switzerland's highest peaks. On the lawn at Chedington Court, 

Dorset, England (left). We had been invited to join friends for lunch nearby, and they 

arranged permission for us to land here. 
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The town of Kerkira on the Greek island of 

Kerkira, most northerly of the Ionian Islands. 

I knew the island better as Corfu. The town is 

dominated by two Venetian fortresses, and it 

has two ports. The town facing the old port 

(right) is particularly charming. Part of one 

of the forts - known as the New Fortress -

can be seen at far right. It is four centuries old. 

The Royal Caribbean Line's cruise ship, Song 

of Norway - 194 m, 23,4D0-tonnes - was 

berthed at the town's new port (below). The 

island is a very popular holiday destination, 

particularly for the English, and the hotels and 

other developments all along the coast were 

clearly busy. 
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The Adriatic seaport of Bari (below and below right) has an ancient history as the 

Byzantine capital of Southern Italy. But the Norman invasion of 1036 left the town 

its special inheritance of the massive square castle near the foreshores in the old part of 

town and an interesting cathedral and a famous church, the Basilica di San Nicola. 

(Both are seen to the right of the castle in the main picture). About 25 km up the 

coast from Bari the pretty port of Molfetta, with its neat town square, made an equally 

sparkling picture (right). This part of Italy's eastern coast seems to be rich in 

Romanesque forts and churches. 
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High in the hills of the mountainous Gargano Promontory, which bulges into the Adriatic 

from Italy's east coast, the local villagers have put the rocks in their extraordinary 

limestone landscape to use as fences (above). World Explorer headed across to the west 

coast from here, passing over the glorious reddish-brown Tuscan town of Siena, which 

looked like a medieval painting (top right). The colour is accurately described as burnt 

sienna, for this is the town that gave its name to the pigment from the red earth of its 

hills. Right of centre is Siena's Piazza del Campo, its famous medieval square pressed in 

on all sides by ancient housing and fronted by the Palazzo Pubblico and its 102 m tower. 

At left foreground is the cathedral square with its Gothic cathedral in black-and-white 

striped marble. "Pax", or peace, is the message spelled out on the grass next to the great 

Basilica of St Francis (right) in the lovely hillside town of Assisi, with its nearby oak 

forests. We are looking at two churches - one built above the other, the lower church 

begun in 1228. St Francis, who founded the Franciscan order in 1209, was born in 

Assisi and his tomb is in a crypt beneath the basilica. The T inscription on the grass is 

the Tau Cross, which St Francis used as his personal seal. 
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The Leaning Tower of Pisa (opposite) in the 

context of its surroundings - as an integral 

part of a group of medieval buildings. As I've 

generally seen it pictured standing alone, I had 

forgotten that it is simply the bell tower for 

the Pisa cathedral next to it and the sculptured 

bell-shaped baptistery behind it. All are set 

in a beautiful green square, the "Field of 

Miracles". The buildings were erected at

different times, the 55 m bell tower being 

started in 1064. It began leaning after the first 

three tiers were completed. It's about 5 m out 

of the perpendicular, but in recent efforts to 

control its tilt, the base now has a concrete 

apron and lead ingots have been attached to the 

north side. We could see it was still fenced off, 

the public now forbidden to approach or climb 

its 294 steps. Across the Gulf of Genoa, still 

in Italy, we passed over the hothouses and 

market gardens of Imperia (below), an area 

noted for flower growing, and this hillside 

village church (left), with customers at the 

nearby trattoria enjoying, I presumed, a

leisurely coffee. 
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The Principality of Monaco is an enclave 

on the Riviera only 191 ha in size, so it is 

possible to overfly it in the time it takes to say 

"Prince Rainier". But we flew around it and 

then put down at a heliport on the waterfront 

of Fontvieille. Despite its crowded marinas, 

Fontvieille is the least interesting of Monaco's 

four principal districts, the others being 

Monaco-Ville, La Condamine and Monte 

Carlo. The picture shows Monaco-Ville, the 

old town, on its rocky promontory above the 

Mediterranean. Monaco's massive 87 m high 

oceanographic museum, directed by Jacques 

Cousteau, is firmly anchored in the cliffs in 

the foreground. On the far side of the 

promontory is the yacht-filled port of Monaco, 

fronting La Condamine, the commercial centre 

with its banks, apartments and elegant shops. 

It was time for Monte Carlo's annual Formula 

One Grand Prix and in the blue stands 

spectactors were watching the cars on their 

practise runs around the town. The harbour 

is man-made, as are Monaco's beaches. 
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Monaco's major industries are tourism, gambling and banking. Monte Carlo (above) 

is the main tourist area. It has grand hotels, apartments, conference centres - and of 

course, its famous Grand Casino, owned by the principality. This is the rambling, ornate 

Victorian building at centre right, which also houses the opera theatre. Monaco's citizens 

are not permitted in the casino - it's for the tourists. More evidence of the Grand Prix is 

on the advertising signs all around the route, which passes beneath Les Spilugues, the huge 

hexagonal convention, hotel and apartment complex in the foreground. The colourful roof 

decoration is a tile mosaic. Pools, a swimming beach and tennis courts below the old town 

(left). Along the coast towards Nice, which is only 16 km away, we saw many 

apartment blocks (top left). 
129 

43 0 
44'N 070 

26   'E 

43 0 
44'N 070 30'E 

43 0 
44'N 1070 

23'E 



130 

46 0 
25'N 030 40'E 



The astonishingly green countryside of France (left) on a lovely day in which we flew 

from the Mediterranean coast to Paris. Provence and Burgundy unfolded beneath us. 

From the broad vaIIey of the Rhone we passed above stone farm buildings, red roofs, 

fields of white Charolais cattle, the white waIIs of St Etienne, to the winding Loire, 

with its tree-lined banks, surprising chateaux and occasional smaII, turreted castles. 

I speciaIIy liked one small, ivy-covered chateau and its farm buildings (bottom left) 

east of Moulins. The old part of the city of Nevers, alongside the Loire (below) was 

distinguished by blue-grey roofs with red-brick chimney stacks, but it also has a

700-year-old cathedral and a 400-year-old ducal palace.
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Paris, of course. Beautiful Paris, in the late 

afternoon looking north-east. We followed the 

Seine into the middle of the city and landed at 

a huge heliport not far from the Eiffel Tower. 

The Seine is at right. The apartment blocks in 

the foreground are in the Boulogne Billancourt 

district. In the Bois de Boulogne recreation 

area - the green sward at left centre - can 

be seen the Hippodrome d'Auteuil, used for 

steeple-chasing. On the right of it is the 

football stadium Pare des Princes, which can 

hold 50,000 spectators. The golden dome 

in the distance, right of the Eiffel Tower, is 

the Dome Church, in the Invalides area. 

Napoleon's tomb is in its crypt, and the 

building itself is one of the greatest examples 

of 17th century French architecture. 
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A broad field of flowering rape sweeping grandly across the headlands of the W hite Cliffs 

of Dover offered us a colourful, but quite unexpected, introduction to the British Isles. 

It was a peaceful scene, with two citizens walking their dogs along the clifftop path 

(above). The lighthouse is the South Foreland light. It was beautifully calm weather in 

the Channel as we circled above the famous chalk cliffs (right), noting that vegetation 

went to the very edge and there were no fences. They say the cliffs can be seen from Calais 

on a clear day. We of ten saw fields of rape in Europe. It has become a popular crop for 

edible oil production. 
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The centre of Dover (top left), with Marine Parade facing the beach on the Outer 

Harbour. Dover's is said to be the world's busiest passenger harbour, for the cross-channel 

Hoverport and ferries are here. Since 1995 the Channel crossings have had competition 

from the Chunnel, with its coastal terminal close by near Folkestone (above). We could 

see the waters of the Channel in the distance. The line from London enters the picture 

from the left, and disappears into the Chunnel at the top of the picture. From this 

terminal the Chunnel goes underground for several kilometres before diving down under the 

Channel to Calais. There are three tunnels in one - a train tunnel in each direction with 

a service tunnel between, vital in case of emergencies. Cars, trucks, buses and people all go

by train: you can't drive through. South of Dover, fishermen have hauled their boats out 

of the Channel (left) onto the shingle headland that is Dungeness. Shortly we were west 

of Greenwich, and World Explorer had crossed into the western longitudes. 
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Leeds Castle (top left), at Maidstone midway between London and Dover, has been 

set in this tranquil lake created by damming the River Len since the 14th century, 

although there was a castle here long before the lake. The oldest part of the castle, the 

semi-circular tower known as the Gloriette, rises from the lake on the far side. The castle 

was bequeathed to a charitable trust and is now used as a study and conference centre, but 

16th century Longford Castle (above), downstream from Salisbury, is owned privately. 

It's the seat of the Earl of Radnor. The formal garden design and picturesque stone bridge 

over the River Avon are perhaps best appreciated from the air. Quarr Abbey (left), near 

Binstead on Britain's island county, the Isle of Wight, belongs to the Benedictines. It is a 

modern building. Quarr's name is derived from nearby stone quarries. 
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Clean and fresh in the early morning, St Peter Port (right), the only town on Guernsey, 

one of the Channel Islands. We spent a pleasant night here en route to the Continent 

again. Closer to the French coast than the coast of England, the Channel Islands have been 

a British dependency since the Norman Conquest of 1066, and were the only UK territory 

under German occupation in World War II. I found the place names were mostly French 

and most people speak it. The lighthouse on Sark (below), smallest of the four main 

Channel Islands. Population is about 600 - and no cars allowed. 
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Of the D-Day invasion beaches of Normandy, none now appears more serene than 

Omaha Beach, at Colleville (right), and the immaculate American Military Cemetery 

resting just above it on land presented by France. The landing at Omaha was particularly 

bloody for the Americans, with 3000 dead or wounded on the first day. Of all Americans 

who fell in the Normandy campaign, 9386 are buried in this beautiful spot - 307 of 

them unknown. The cemetery also records the names of another 1557 missing. Especially 

poignant, the dead here include 33 pairs of brothers, and a father and son. Holiday 

homes line the foreshores now. The Collegiate Church of Candes Saint-Martin (above) 

on the Loire River, south-east of Saumur. It was built in the 12th century, with some 

later additions. In the background are vineyards. World Explorer was heading for Spain 

and Portugal. 
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A French theme park with a difference -

the wondrous looking Futuroscope, north of 

Poitiers. It is designed to expose visitors to 

the various possibilities and challenges of 

the future in an entertaining way. That is, 

serious education through fun. We put 

down for a v isit. The flying saucer (inset 

above), houses the International Institute 

of Perspective, concerned with research, 

particularly communications technology. 

Behind it, designed to evoke a spaceship, 

is an experimental university-high school. 

The quartz crystal-shaped Kinemax (inset 

right), is a 35 m high movie house 

containing the largest flat screen in Europe. 

In the background, the Futuroscope Pavilion, 

representing the sun rising on the world, 

is an exhibition centre. 
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The patterned fields of northern Spain on a clear June morning. Flying south-west 

from France across Spain to northern Portugal we sometimes saw large areas of grain in 

the distance, but mostly there were small fields at every stage of cultivation below us. 

Olive trees, small villages built around their churches, once or twice a deserted village 

obviously in decay. An occasional river, a rare highway. But mostly a colourful Spanish 

patchwork quilt like this one (below), north-west of Burgos. Looking down on such 

intense cultivation I sometimes wondered where the people were. The lovely scene 

opposite is along the Pisuerga River, south of Herrera de Pisuerga. 
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The small town of Grajal de Campos (left) 

in north-west Spain's Castile and Leon 

province, about 55 km south-east of Leon. 

It's on the River Valderaduey, in an agricultural 

area that includes sheep and vineyards. The 

massive 15th century castle seems strangely 

out of place in a farming town. Across the 

border in Portugal, west of Beja (below), 

olive trees grow amid the grapevines. 
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Oporto (above), on the River Douro, is Portugal's second largest city after Lisbon and 

our only overnight stay in this country. The Douro is the highway from the interior that 

down the years has carried vast quantities of the port wine that takes its name from this 

city. It is matured for many years in Oporto before being shipped. We strolled past the 

early sailing craft permanently moored on the south bank, on the right, whose sails carry 

advertisements for port. Visitors may relax in seats on the high embankment and enjoy 

a glass or two as they watch the passing parade. The two-level bridge is the Dom Luis I. 

A metal railway bridge further along was designed by the Eiffel who gave us the Eiffel 

Tower. As we walked through narrow streets (opposite), past narrow houses, many 

decorated with ceramic tiles, we exchanged friendly greetings with residents chatting while 

their washing dried. On one of Oporto's beaches, with its rows of canvas bathing tents, 

the Atlantic was in a calm mood. 
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Catalan Bay beach in Gibraltar (left) was packed with swimmers when we flew 

by to the airport, and on the ground we understood why. It was 40°C, Gibraltar's 

hottest day in a long time. Gibraltar is a simple peninsula that pokes south into the 

Mediterranean from the Spanish coast. The 426 m high limestone Rock occupies 

most of it. Both these pictures show its eastern side. The photo opposite is looking 

south across the straits to Africa, the one above looks north to Spain. The docks and 

the main part of the town are on the western side of the Rock, not in view in either 

picture. Gibraltar imports all its food and gets its water from the massive concrete 

catchments on the face of the Rock, seen at right in the picture above, storing it in 

underground tanks. It has been a British dependency since 1713, somewhat to the 

displeasure of Spanish governments over recent years, but the people have voted for 

continued British control. Spain is probably in little danger from the British cannon 

(right) that I found aimed at it. 
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About 40 km north-west of the Spanish coast at Barcelona are the weird crags of 

1236 m Montserrat (above), and its ancient Benedictine monastery (right). Much 

of the lower slopes of the mountain had recently been burned out by fires when we 

arrived, and the acrid smell filled our nostrils. It's wild country but the once remote 

and isolated mountain monastery, set about two thirds up, has become one of Spain's 

great visitor attractions, as the tourist coaches fighting for parking space attest. Many 

make pilgrimages to worship at a monastery statue known as the Black Madonna. 

Visitors also come by cable car, which rises sheer to a point just below the monastery. 

Funicular railways run from near the cable car station to other points below and above 

the monastery, giving access to various hermitage caves and chapels on the mountain. 

The uninterrupted views from Montserrat to the coast alone make a visit worthwhile. 
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Port Naturiste (right), a huge beach resort on 

the French Mediterranean coast near Sete. 

Guests can shed their clothes during their 

entire stay if they wish. The attractive 

development with bullring and open air 

theatre (below) at Benalmadena, on Spain's 

Mediterranean Costa del Sol, south-west of 

Toromolinos, is unlikely to be occupied by 

people with low incomes. Probably 300,000 

foreigners live on Spain's Sun Coast, and we 

saw extensive development of seaside villas, 

leisure centres and marinas along the coast 

as we flew towards France. The entire 

Mediterranean coast seemed to be affluent. 

The Spanish beach resort of Peniscola (below 

right) has developed around a prominent 

castle built by the Knights Templar on a rocky 

promontory it shares with the old town. 

Peniscola 's beaches are presumably responsible 

for the town's modern-day popularity. The 

main beach on the right extends for kilometres, 

with development all the way. 
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The Matterhorn, probably the world's best

known mountain after Everest, had nothing but 

a few light, passing clouds as we approached 

it from the Swiss side (right). The mountain 

shares the border with Italy. Its familiar 

chisel-shaped summit, 4478 m, was clear of 

cloud as we circled it a few minutes later 

(above). Although the first successful ascent 

in 1865 ended in a famous tragedy - four of 

the party of seven died on the descent - it's 

today a popular climb, even for the relatively 

inexperienced. People take a cable car to 

2560 m and climb to the Hornli Hutte at 

3279 m. From there, guides take roped parties 

to the top in the early morning. We could see 

climbers on the path to the hut as we circled 

(see following page). The cross on the peak 

is a memorial. 
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Switzerland's Jungfrau (4158 m) has also long since lost popularity among serious 

climbers, for an unusual railway driven through the mountain, linked to a cableway, 

takes tourists to a saddle, Jungfraujoch (above), only 700 m below the mountain's peak, 

The top of the cableway is on the right Below it on this side, but creating no danger to 

the cableway, we could see that a huge snowdrift was about ready to break away in an 

avalanche, We were about 60 km south-east of the Swiss capital, Bern, and nearby, the 

3970 m summit of the Eiger (top left) looked as if it lived up to its notoriety as a very 

difficult climb, The Eiger has claimed many lives, On the Matterhorn, climbers can be 

seen crossing the lower snowdrift (left) as they make their way up to the Hornli Hutte, 
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It was a big day in the German town of Stadtsteinach (above) when World Explorer 

happened to pass by. The burghers were celebrating the 125th anniversary of the 

foundation of their volunteer fire brigade, and 86 other brigades and 2000 visitors 

were helping them do it. The procession winding through town ended at the entrance to 

a large tent where, unseen by us, the vanguard were at that very moment enjoying beer, 

Bratwurste and a brass band in true Bavarian style! The fairytale castle of Hohenzollern 

(top right), above the town of Hechingen. The ancestral seat of the House of 

Hohenzollern, some of it dates from the 15th century. Many fields in eastern Germany 

seemed neglected, but this one south-west of Gera (right), was a colourful exception. 
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A form and waterfall on Sandoy in the Faroe Islands, in the North 

Sea about halfway between Scotland and Iceland. They are Danish, 

although they have a large measure of independence. The Faroes don't 

have a reputation for sunny skies, and World Explorer arrived amid 

overcast and showers. Ahead of us was more of the same before we 

crossed the North Atlantic to America. Next stop was Iceland. 

Across the Arctic 
DENMARK TO THE USA 

vrn Sweden, Norway, England, Scotland, 

Iceland and Greenland 

I 
CE DOMINATED STAGE FIVE OF WORLD EXPLORER'S journey around the 

world. And there was also the drama of committing ourselves 

to crossing the North Atlantic. I admit to being nervous at 

the thought of that. Dick had made that crossing solo, from the 

opposite direction, in August 1982 in the tiny, unheated single

engined Delta India Kilo. World Explorer had two engines, but it was 

still a helicopter, without the advantages of speed, range and height 

that take intercontinental jets across the Atlantic at all hours of the 

day and night. World Explorer was flown according to visual flight 

rules, which meant that we could generally see the ground. It was a 

perfect platform for photographing a journey around the world, but 

for crossing the Atlantic from Europe to America the safety margins 

were not as tolerant as those for a jet flying above the weather. 

I was very conscious of this vital difference once World Explorer 

had headed north over London for Dundee, Scotland. We were 

committing ourselves to an Atlantic crossing over frigid seas, great 

icecaps and remote terrain, and that had to be taken seriously. 

The route had to be planned with special care, with the state of 

the weather to be expected over each leg the major consideration. 

After all, our principal objective was to cross the Atlantic safely; 

taking photographs was secondary. 

From Scotland the weather reports looked good, but in the 

North Sea they can change by the hour, so we moved purposefully 

to take advantage of this window of opportunity. As you see, there 

was still no shortage of picture opportunities, and the photographs 

do illustrate what is to be seen when crossing the North Atlantic in 

a low-flying aircraft. For me, it was the most marvellous experience 

of the flight thus far. The beauty of Iceland and Greenland simply 

amazed me, even though I had seen a lot of Canada's incredible 
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High Arctic while supporting Dick on his various North Pole flights. 

Orkney was full of interest and history. We skirted Scapa 

Flow, a vast natural harbour between some of the islands, which is 

famous as the place where the German Fleet scuttled itself after 

World War I in protest at the terms of the peace treaty. And at the 

beginning of World War II a German submarine struck a serious 

blow to the Royal Navy when it slipped into the harbour and sank 

the battleship Royal Oak. 

We ran into overcast skies and light rain soon after leaving 

the Shetland Islands for the Faroe Islands - our first long overwater 

crossing on this stage. The cloud base came down to 700 ft. 

We flew at 500 ft and then were forced down to 300 ft. It seemed to 

me we were not so far above the North Sea oil rigs we saw in that 

area! 

We would have liked to have stayed longer in the Faroe 

Islands, but again the weather ruled. The Farnes are a Danish 

possession. The Danes once occupied Greenland, a large slice of 

Europe, and England too. The Danish influence on housing and 

most other things was most pronounced and we might have been 

back in Denmark. 

The weather reports told us the time was ripe to make the 

sea crossing to Iceland. As it happened, the weather turned sour. 

We found ourselves having to put down in a front yard in Iceland, 

short of our planned destination, and spent the night in the village 

hotel. Could passengers in a trans-Atlantic jet get that opportunity? 

The weather had improved so much by the time we reached 

Greenland that we were able to fly across the great central icecap 

that covers about 85 per cent of the huge island. The icecap is 

second in size only to Antarctica's , and is 3 km thick in parts. 

59° 04'N I 0° 25'E 

This has to be Iceland! Dick says he stopped confusing Iceland and 

Greenland when he discovered on his solo flight that Iceland is green 

and Greenland is ice. We put down in the interior and walked to 

the remnants of this ancient volcano over masses of mosses and tiny 

flowers thriving in the rich volcanic soil. World explorer sometimes 

set down in unexpected places. Here we are in Norway (left), on 

the island of Tjome, west of Larvik. A local pilot invited us to an 

evening with friends in a holiday house. We followed his Hughes 

helicopter to a landing in front of the cottage, which has a sod roof. 

64°07'N 18°06'W 
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The weather on the icecap is so unpredictable that it is usually 

safer to avoid it and take the longer route around the coast, as 

Dick did in 1982. From Sondre Stromf]ord, on Greenland's western 

coast, the weather held long enough for us to make a northern 

side-trip to Ilulissat. Then it turned nasty again, We had to 

make two attempts to cross the ice-strewn Davis Strait, which 

separates Greenland from arctic Canada. The next day we made it 

to the American continent, 

Iceland and Greenland were not the only experiences of ice 

and snow we had on this adventurous stage of our journey, From 

Denmark we had flown north up the centre of Sweden to Norway 

and to Europe's most northerly point, North Cape, about 500 km 

north of the Arctic Circle. Strictly speaking a nearby, less accessible 

point is a little further north, (We later found that John o'Groat's is 

the accepted northern point of mainland Britain, but nearby Dunnet 

Head is just a little further north,) 

North Cape is on a high, bleak and rugged promontory - the 

sort of place that could well be at the end of the Earth. So when we 

circled it I was surprised to find it packed with tourist coaches and 

its carpark was nearly full! The world is getting smaller. 

World Explorer on the Greenland icecap 

(left), alongside the abandoned Dewline 

station, Sea Bass. Temperature was zero, 

which was warm for this spot. Sea Bass 

was a link in the long line of "distant early 

warning" radar stations the US and Canada 

built from Alaska to Greenland to detect 

possible Soviet aircraft and missile attacks 

on them. Dunnet Head (right) is the most 

northern point of mainland Britain. 
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Copenhagen, the attractive and ordered capital of Denmark, on the island of Zealand. 

A quarter of Denmark's population live here. The Parliamentary building (above) also 

houses the Supreme Court. Note the open tourist boat being loaded near the bridge at 

right. Boat tours are a popular way of seeing the city's canals and waterfront, including 

the famed harbour statue, the Little Mermaid. Amalienborg Palace (right), has been the 

home of the Danish royal family for the past two centuries. The palace is really four 

mansions, built around a public square. Behind are the royal chapel and naval church. 
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I was still surprised at how the countries of continental Europe lie cheek by jowl - we 

had slipped from Denmark to Sweden almost before I knew it , But I wasn't surprised to 

learn that nearly 60 per cent of Sweden is under forest, and that its thousands of lakes 

take up another 8 per cent - the evidence was before our eyes, This typical form and 

forest scene (top left) is south of Ostersund, The sun-loving picnickers enjoying the long 

daylight hours of summer (left) are on islets at the southern end of Sweden's largest lake, 

the 145 km long Vanern, which is also among Europe's largest Here in Sweden, we broke 

our long run of superb weather, We met the first rain and heavy cloud since Italy, and 

the poor visibility made flying difficult It was picture-postcard weather again by the 

time we flew through Sweden to the very top of the continent, North Cape in Norway, 

On Norway's west coast I took the photograph at Tromso (above) at 10 o' clock at night 

We were well north of the Arctic Circle, where in summer the sun dips below the horizon 

reluctantly, Tromso has a midnight sun for three months of the year, The town's scenic 

backdrop of snow-capped mountains adds considerably to its charm. 

69° 47'N 19° 14'E 
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Green and sparkling Bronnoysund (left), in an inlet on the Norwegian Sea, 

which is behind the hat-shaped mountain in the background. Surprisingly, there 

is a hole_ like a square window through the top of the mountain, which is known 

as Torghatten. The hole is 25-30 m high and penetrates 160 m. It is 112 m 

above sea level. Geologists say that millions of years ago it was an undersea cave, 

and rose with the land. The picturesque spot (above), complete with red-painted 

buildings is at Vevelstad, north of Bronnoysund. This is an absolutely 

magnificent area of the west coast. Warm ocean currents modify Norway's 

temperature, which helps keep its waters free of ice. 
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I love London and I enjoyed picking out some 

of the familiar places from the air. This is 

central London (left) with the Houses of 

. Parliament and the clock tower of Big Ben, 

with Westminster Bridge at right. Just behind 

parliament are the spires of Westminster 

Abbey. Behind and to the left of the abbey, 

standing out from Green Park, is Buckingham 

Palace, the London home of monarchs since 

Queen Victoria's day. (Victoria's encircled 

monument can be seen in front of it.) The 

great, green swathe behind and to the left of 

the palace is Hyde Park, with its main lake, 

the Serpentine. Back on the Thames, Lambeth 

Bridge, at left, leads across to Lambeth Palace 

at the edge of the greenery, centre foreground. 

Downstream, Tower Bridge (below) leads to 

the Tower of London, right. The original 

White Tower takes centre stage within the 

walls around this group of buildings begun by 

William the Conqueror. The river walk at left 

takes pedestrians past the old cruiser HMS

Belfast, permanently moored for inspection. 

The next bridge up is London Bridge, one of 

many replacements for the city's first bridge, 

which stood near here. 
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T he City of London (below), not to be confused with London the city. "T he City" is 

the old London, the heart of Roman London before it was decimated in the 17th century 

by the Great Plague and the Great Fire. Today it's the hub of the financial and business 

markets and traditionally retains a measure of independence from greater London. 

It includes the Bank of England, the Stock Exchange and Lloyd's. The tall glass building 

in the centre foreground is the National Westminster Tower, for many years until 1991 

Britain's tallest building. The City's perimeters include St Paul's Cathedral, whose 

familiar dome is showing just right of centre, and the Tower of London, just out of view 

at lower left. World Explorer was very close to Greenwich here, hence the rare opportunity 

to give our longitude as 00 degrees 0 minutes. Heading north towards Scotland and 

the north-east coast, we passed by Gainsborough on the Trent River, Lincolnshire, 

and the steaming cooling towers (right) of a nearby power station set against a backdrop 

of the lovely green fields of England. 
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Britain's north-eastern coast has more than its share of stone ruins, which may have 

as much to do with wild North Sea storms as antiquity. All manner of aggressors sacked 

these coasts over the centuries, with many of the inhabitants defending themselves 

from castles and small towers whose remains still cling precariously to rugged shores. 

T his tower (above) is at Keiss, on Sinclair's Bay north of Wick, one of a number to 

be seen along this stretch of northern coast. On a headland above the Tyne estuary 

we saw the ruins of Tynemouth castle and priory (top left). Remains of more modern 

fortifications were also obvious. A coastguard building is on the right. Farm and forest 

(left) along the meandering River Don, just west of Aberdeen, where the Don enters 

the sea. 
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The Old Man of Hoy (above), a 137 m sandstone sea-stack on Hoy, second largest island 

of the Orkney group. Orkney's southern islands are in view of the Scottish coast and the 

Old Man of Hoy can be seen from Dunnet Head, northernmost point of mainland Britain. 

Orkney's dramatically rugged coasts are noted for their richness in prehistoric sites, 

including the mysterious Ring of Brodgar (top right), on Mainland, the principal island. 

It may be 5000 years old. It's thought there were originally some 60 great stones 

standing in the circle, which is 110 m in diameter and once had a deep trench all around 

it. There is still an uninterrupted view in every direction, which has led to conjecture that 

the ring might have been used for making astronomical calculations. We flew up the 

Orkney chain to the Shetland Islands, landing at Sumburgh for the night. Both Shetland 

and Orkney were once part of the Norse empire. After a day of island-hopping it was

relaxing to walk down to lerwick's pretty, peaceful harbour with its many seabirds and 

watch the hardy islanders messing about irt boats (right). 
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A giant glacier meets a green sweep of farmland south-west of Hornafjordur (left), 

350 km east of Iceland's capital, Reykjavik. West of Hornafjordur, rock debris (inset) 

picked up in the advance of another glacier creates an interesting pattern. Glaciers cover 

about an eighth of Iceland. It was a relief to arrive here in sunshine, as along the coast 

the previous day the deteriorating weather had forced us down for the night. Coastal 

lowlands are Iceland's living areas, but very little of the country is farmed - fish 

processing is the most important industry. The white cubes distributed over the fields 

and stacked behind the buildings in the main picture are hay bales, wrapped in white 

plastic sheeting for winter protection. A glacier moves down (below) from the great 

Vatnajokull icesheet near Kalfarellssladur. 
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This eastern area of Iceland has few tourists, even though it is first stopfor summer 
ferry passengers arriving from the UK and Norway via the Faroe Islands. The visitors 
move on to areas easier to reach than is the yawning mouth of this crater (left), 
just west of the Vatnajokull icesheet. We landed nearby and climbed up to the rim. 
The volcano is extinct, but many others aren't, thanks to a fault line that runs through 
the island. What we saw of the high inland plateau was an eerie moonscape with 
touches of green among the lavafields, and hotsprings and geysers in the midst of ice. 
Melting glacial ice (below) feeds streams south-west of Lake Langisjor. Unlike 
Greenland, which isn't green, Iceland has the good luck to be warmed by the Gulf 
Stream and south-westerly winds from the tropical Atlantic. The island was long a 

Danish possession but has been independent since 1944. 
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This part of southern Iceland (left) has a 

history of sudden, devastating lowland floods 

from ice melted when volcanic activity occurs 

under the icesheet, which is 1000 m thick in 

places. Deep volcanic activity also gave birth to 

Surtsey (above), which rose from the sea off 

the south coast of Iceland as recently as 1963. 

Within months it was 150 m high, and it 

grew for several more years before the eruptions 

ceased. As we circled we were all shaken by 

the realisation of the mighty power of natural 

forces. The hut is quarters for researchers 

studying the island's development. We weren't 

able to land because we would contaminate 

the island. No doubt the green growth is from 

windblown seeds or those carried in by birds. 
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Reykjavik (above), on a west coast fjord, was founded by the Vikings 1100 years ago. 

Its port handles most of Iceland's trade, and is kept ice-free by the warmer Gulf Stream 

waters. The Icelanders have harnessed thermal activity by piping hot water into town 

from nearby hot springs. We refuelled before making the 745 km crossing of Denmark 

Strait to Kulusuk, a little island nudging the south-east coast of Greenland. The crossing 

went smoothly, but Dick had vivid memories of his 1982 flight in the reverse direction in 

the single-engined Delta India Kilo. Foul weather an hour after leaving Kulusuk forced 

him down to a few hundred feet. Facing slurries of snow and a 50-knot wind whipping 

up angry whitecaps below, his radio warned that the weather had closed in behind him 

and that conditions in Reykjavik were unsatisfactory for a landing. With no alternative 

but to keep going, he spent the next two hours asking himself why he had ever left home! 

West of Kulusuk, a glacier tongue feeds into Denmark Strait (right), where chunks will 

break off and float out into the North Atlantic. We saw these musk oxen (top right) 

grazing on arctic shrubs and grasses on the warmer south-western coast of Greenland, 

where most people live. The animals' thick coats make them look bigger than they are. 
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A large iceberg in Denmark Strait, with the Greenland coast in the background (below). 

Icebergs drifting down from Greenland can be a threat to vessels in the North Atlantic 

shipping lanes before they melt. The Titanic was sunk by such an iceberg in 1912. 

As a result an international ice patrol was established to protect the shipping lanes. 

It's operated by the US Coast Guard, with expenses shared. Icelakes (opposite) on 

Greenland's permanent icecap. Ice covers about four-fifths of Greenland, the world's 

largest island. We flew over the icecap in calm weather to Sondre Stromfjord on the 

west coast. We were very lucky. We weren't so lucky on our 465 km flight across ice

cluttered Davis Strait to northern Canada. The unpredictable North Atlantic showed 

its true form and forced us back on our first attempt. We made it the next day. 
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From Canada's Iqaluit (formerly Frobisher 

Bay), World Explorer flew down the east 

coast to New York. It was a perfect day over 

Newport, Rhode Island, to photograph the 

mansions of the wealthy (right). Some of the 

historic ones are managed by the Preservation 

Society of Newport County and open for 

inspection. The 5 km Cliff Walk tour takes 

sightseers past a number of these landmarks, 

including the 70-room mansion "The 

Breakers" (below) built by Cornelius 

Vanderbilt in 1895, and "The Waves" (far 

right, top) built by architect John Russell 

Pope, designer of the Jefferson Memorial in 

Washington, DC. In the background of the 

picture at right is the Newport suspension 

bridge, which connects Rhode Island with 

the western side of the State of Rhode Island, 

the smallest State in the US. The mansion 

at right centre is south of New Bedford, 

Massachusetts, and the beach house with 

workmen, at right bottom, on Long Island, 

New York. 
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The Statue of Liberty on Liberty Island (left), 46 m from toe to torch and 93 m from 

base to torch, was looking fresh despite a haze which descended as we headed for nearby 

Manhattan Island. Its restoration was completed in 1986, the centenary of its dedication. 

Height is a matter of note in New York City. Dominating this view of Lower Manhattan 

(above) is the 319 m Chrysler Building with its Art Deco spire and exterior. It was the 

world's tallest building until the Empire State opened in 1931. The pinnacle of the 381 m 

Empire State Building (following page), still rises proudly despite having lost its crown 

as New York's tallest to the World Trade Center. New Yorkers say the World Trade Center 

might be the tallest, the Empire State the most famous but the Chrysler is the most 

attractive. The 420 m twin towers of the World Trade Center (page 199) threw the 

longest shadows as I photographed Manhattan from the East River just above the South 

Street Seaport pier and museum. This waterfront was once the heart of the port of 

New York. Seen berthed is an old four-master, the Pamir, open for inspection, and to 

the left of it, the schooner Pioneer. 
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Niagara Falls. They are probably the world's best known falls, and my shot of the 

Horseshoe from 2000 ft (bottom right) gives some idea of why more than 12 million 

people come to see them every year. The border between Canada and the US passes down 

the centre of the Niagara River, and Canada is on the right. The shape has become 

more horseshoe-like over centuries as the rock lip has eroded, and the falls are moving 

upstream for the same reason. Niagara is two falls (right). The American Falls are on 

the right in this picture and the Horseshoe Falls, which gets most of the water, at left, in 

Canada. Goat Island is between the two, in New York State. There are also two towns -

Niagara Falls, Ontario, is on the left and Niagara Falls, New York, on the right. There 

are several observation points and towers down there; one, the 158 m Skylon Tower, can 

be seen on the Canadian bank. The Niagara's waters flow only 56 km, from Lake Erie 

into lake Ontario, and the falls are about halfway. This beautifully neat form (below) 

near Berwick, Pennsylvania, was one of the last pictures I took on this stage of our 

journey. We would see more of this part of the world when World Explorer set off on 

its final stage, to Australia. 
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T his bustling industrial complex near the airport in Kaohsiung, 

Taiwan's second largest city and its major port, underlines the 

reasons for Taiwan's booming economy. Kaohsiung is home to China 

Shipbuilding and the China Steel Corporation, to alumina processing 

and an oil refinery. It has a large shipbreaking yard and is one of the 

world's biggest container ports. Taiwan's economy is dependent on 

manufacturing and foreign trade. 

The Pacific Rim 
CANADA TO AUSTRALIA 

via Alaska, Russia, Japan, Taiwan, 

the Philippines and Indonesia 

C 
ULTURE SHOCK IS A PHRASE I'VE USED BEFORE in describing 

World Explorer's journeys from continent to continent. In 

this stage the shock was in flying from Alaska to Siberia, 

on Russia's Far Eastern coast, then from Siberia to Japan. The flight 

took only a few days and the brief time span emphasised the 

cultural, economic and physical differences between three countries 

that are separated only by two narrow straits. 

Bering Strait divides Alaska from Russia and La Perouse Strait 

separates Russia from Japan, and we were never out of sight of 

land during the crossings. Russia and America are in fact only 4 km 

apart in the Bering Strait. This is the distance between Russia's Big 

Diomede Island and America's Little Diomede. Both are inhabited. 

The Cold War brought to an end fraternisation between the people 

on the two islands for a great many years, but it has been restored 

since the collapse of the Soviet system. 

Even better, there is regular and growing contact between 

mainland Alaska and mainland Russia across the strait. In Alaska we 

met pilots who regularly flew visitors and freight across to Siberia. 

It is easy to forget that Alaska was Russian territory until 1867, 

when the United States purchased it (for the equivalent of 5 cents 

a hectare). 

Much of Alaska is still frontier country, but Alaska's standard 

of living and services, including government services, are so far 

ahead of what we saw on Russia's Far East coast that I felt sad for 

the Russians. In Provideniya and Magadan they were very friendly, 

but had little of anything. What few material things they could 

buy, including clothing, were expensive. Their towns were drab, 

and obviously reflect their poor economic situation. Yet across the 

La Perouse Strait separating Sakhalin Island from Japan's northern 



island of Hokkaido, everything was fresh, green and orderly - like 

the rest of Japan. 

Now our journey was bringing us back into the Southern 

Hemisphere, and home. From the east coast of the United States we 

crossed Canada to Alaska and Siberia, flew down through Japan 

to Taiwan, through the full length of the Philippines, the eastern 

islands of Indonesia to Darwin, and across Australia to Sydney. 

In the United States, engineer and co-pilot Peter Verhagen said 

goodbye and we took aboard engineer Jamie Madeley and old 

friend and fellow helicopter pilot Laurie Mclver. Laurie had to leave 

us in Manila, where we were joined again by Jim Hazelton, a very 

experienced pilot of fixed-wing aircraft, who had been great 

company from Sydney to Nepal. We invited a Philippine ground 

handler, Sirjoel Calminero, to fly with us as far as Davao, where 

he had some business. 

There was a period on this flight when I seriously wondered 

if we would get home. We left Manila in humid, overcast 

conditions, the forecast for our route predicting variable weather for 

the first few hundred kilometres, then rapidly improving conditions 

for the flight south. Within 45 minutes we were in light rain at 

800 ft, and 40 minutes later we were in heavy rain. I'll let Jim take 

up the story from the notes he made at the time: 

"The sea below is rough and Dick makes mention of the 

lifejackets. Some bad visibility encountered again. The cloud base 

has dropped to 1200 ft, we are in and out of heavy rain showers 

and visibility is getting down to 1 to 2 km. We have been 

keeping very low over the water to obtain the best visibility. 

Rain is very heavy. 

"Then comes a problem 

as the helicopter rolls heavily 

left and right. This is scary stuff 

to me, as I don't really know 

what these strange machines get 

up to. Anyway, I can tell from 

Dick's remarks that something 

has gone haywire and the 

aircraft seems to have no 

stability. He turns off the 

electric auto stability system 

and the rolling action stops. 

A great relief! 

"Dick is anxious to make 

landfall and I suggest that about 

30 degrees right will intercept 

an island. Visibility is still very 

Storm clouds build up ahead of World Explorer over the Chickaloon 

River, near Palmer, north-east of Anchorage, Alaska. Rain was 

followed by snow as we ran into a cold front and a trough of low 

pressure. We usually avoided flying in bad weather, but sometimes 

a sudden and unexpected change or an unreliable weather report 

gave us no option. Laurie Mclver (inset) enjoys his stint at the 

controls over the Cassiar Mountains, Canada. 
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The weather begins to close in as a 

typhoon moves close to our path between 

Manila and Cebu, in the Philippines (top 

left). The weather reports had been wrong. 

Soon, in heavy rain and poor visibility we 

were forced to fly low over the whitecaps, 

when suddenly World Explorer began 

rolling heavily left and right. We seemed 

to have lost stability. I thought, "This is 

it, we're crashing," and I began typing a 

May-day message to send out on the 

Inmarsat. To my great relief we were able 

to make an emergency landing in a muddy 

school playground (bottom left) on the 

north-east coast of Panay. 
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poor, but by slowing down and keeping low we make landfall and 

continue along the coast till we sight some buildings. We land 

without delay and it turns out to be a high school, but fortunately 

not a school day. The rain continues and when some local folk 

arrive we are very fortunate as Sirjoel can speak the dialect. Jamie 

gets to work on the helicopter ... There was a strong opinion that 

the problem was water induced and I could understand that!" 

The island was Panay and the townspeople were from Carles, 

on the north-east coast. A few hours later, after a meal they 

generously provided, we resumed our flight. When we started up 

there must have been 180 people, mostly children, gathered around 

the helicopter, but they were extremely well behaved and obligingly 

moved away when we asked them. 

The heavy rain that had caused the trouble was from a 

typhoon centred about 300 km away. While the incident was 

worrying, it was the only serious safety concern we had in more 

than 300 hours spent circumnavigating the globe in World Explorer. 

Among the first to greet us when Dick put the helicopter 

down on our lawn on Sydney's north shore was Laurie Mclver. 

The photograph that ends this final chapter was the last we had of 

Laurie. Tragically, a month later he was killed in a motor accident. 
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Canada. A Kimberly-Clark pulp mill at Terrace Bay, on the northern shore of lake 

Superior, north-east of the big port of Thunder Bay, Ontario (above). The large vats 

on the right carry used water for treatment. Superior is one of the world's largest lakes, 

but there were many smaller lakes hidden among the timberlands behind this shore. 

It is a wilderness area where much of the wildlife has remained undisturbed. Woodland 

caribou occupy the cluster of offshore islands in the distance. The liard River (right) 

north-west of Fort Nelson, British Columbia. Engineers pushing through the 2200 km 

Alaska Highway during World War II followed this stretch of the river north-west to 

Alaska, and so did we. There were spruce and poplars along the banks. The highway 

too looked splendid; I would like to drive it one day. 
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Perhaps not the world's sreatest timber pile, but surely close to it - sprµce logs at the 

town of High Level, Alberta (left). They are stockpiled in the autumn and about half 

will go to Japan as building timber. Much of Canada is under forest, and in our slanting 

route across Canada from Lake Superior to Alaska we got a good idea of its vast timber 

industry, one of the world's top three. We were leaving these resources behind by the time 

I photographed my last mill (bottom left) near the town of Watson Lake, in the Yukon 

just across the border with British Columbia. The further north you go from here, the 

sparser the vegetation. Sunshine on the melting snow of the Cassiar Mountains, British 

Columbia (below). Gold rushes brought these mountains to prominence last century, 

and mining still goes on in places. 
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Alaska is still frontier territory, and many 

families own both an aircraft and a car. 

(In Anchorage shops they ask whether you 

want your purchases packed for car or plane.) 

Note the cars and planes in these backyards 

near Birchwood (left), but note also that 

the road doubles as a convenient airstrip! 

From Anchorage to Nome we followed part 

of the Iditarod Trail (below), the route of a

celebrated 1688 km sled dog race run between 

the two places every March. Light aircraft 

entering these twisting valleys have to know 

the way, for blind valleys can be deathtraps. 

We saw some aircraft wrecks. Fortunately 

World Explorer can hover. In Nome (right) 

this Inuit mother and children were on the 

way home from the supermarket where we 

bought supplies for our next stop - Siberia. 
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Bleak, black Provideniya (above), on the north-eastern tip of Siberia, was a shock. 

Nome, with the affluence and laissez-faire of America, was just across Bering Strait, 

a hundred years away in time. The big chimney belching black smoke is the town's 

heating system. It burns coke and covers everything and everybody in soot. The shops had 

little variety in food and all of it very expensive - like most things on Russia's remote 

Pacific coast. A very kind Russian, Sasha, invited us back to her home for the night in 

one of the grey apartment blocks at left foreground. Almost as grim was the port of 

Magadan (opposite), on the Sea of Okhotsk. It arose in the 1930s as one of the more 

notorious Gulags. The people were so friendly here, too. They considered their makeshift 

storage sheds (top) an amenity, for they could now own them privately. Jamie Madeley, 

our engineer (centre), orders a kebab from one of Russia's new entrepreneurs, and 

(bottom) youngsters warming themselves on the rubbish-strewn beach at Magadan, 

feeding the fire with sump oil from the fishing boat behind. Like others in similar 

disrepair, the boat was still in use. 
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Rice paddies near Sapporo, on Hokkaido, Japan's northern island (above). Arriving over 

Hokkaido less than an hour from Russia's Sakhalin Island came as a shock. Japan - fresh, 

neat, clean, green and orderly - everything in its place after poor, grey drab Russia. Even 

then, in such a heavily populated country (125 million) I was surprised to see so many 

forests and golf courses. In Tokyo (right), the 333 m Tokyo Tower, tallest free-standing 

tower in the world, was unmistakable. It's getting difficult to keep track of the world's 

tallest structures. Kuala Lumpur has recently completed the twin Petronas Towers 

( 450 m) and Tokyo - with a population of 12 million - plans two new buildings 

above 800 m. 
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Tokyo on a rare smog-free day (right) when 

snow-capped Mt Fuji, 100 km to the south

west, can clearly be seen. T he red Tokyo Tower 

is in the middle distance, left of Fuji. T he 

Imperial Palace and its grounds, central to 

downtown Tokyo, are in the sweep of green in 

the middle distance. Cutting through the 

foreground, the Sumida River empties into 

Tokyo Bay, which is at left. Between the river 

and the palace grounds we are looking at the 

busiest part of the city, which includes the 

Marunouchi business district and the Ginza, 

one of the world's famous shopping districts. 

T he Akasaka area (inset) with its hotels, 

bars and restaurants. T he Omiya Imperial 

Palace grounds on the left houses the Akasaka 

Palace, the residence reserved for visiting 

dignitaries and heads of state. T he tall building 

in the distance behind the grounds is the 

Sunshine Building, the tallest block in Tokyo. 
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Mt Fuji with its classic symmetry (left) is something more than Japan's highest 

mountain ( at 3 77 6 m). It has become the symbol of Japan and is considered sacred by 

many. Snow-capped from October to May - this was the end of May - about 50,000 

people make a pilgrimage to the top every summer. These shots are from the north

western side. Dick spiralled up to 10,000 ft so I could photograph the peak, then climbed 

another I 000 - at which World Explorer experienced severe turbulence from the waves 

of air billowing over the mountain. Apparently the turbulence has actually torn the wings 

off fixed-wing aircraft in the past, but Dick didn't tell me this until afterwards. I was 

just very glad when we descended. Futagami (below) is in the Inland Sea south of 

Hiroshima Bay, on Honshu. Matsuyama, on Shikoku, another of Japan's four main 

islands, is in the distance at right. There are more than I 000 small islands in the lovely, 

placid Inland Sea, which is not a true inland sea of course, but a shallow strait protected 

by Shikoku and Kyushu islands. The sea is a national park. Futagami means "twin gods", 

after two peaks on the island. Fishing and agriculture are the traditional occupations of a 

population that has dropped from 600 to 300 in the past 25 years as young people leave 

for better opportunities in the cities. Other small islands tell a similar story. 
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The late-afternoon sun sheds a golden glow 

over the small port of Linyuan, Taiwan, 

enhancing its temples (right). Linyuan is on 

Taiwan's south-'-west coast, facing Taiwan 

Strait, and the canal is actually the coastal end 

of a river. The southern part of Taiwan seemed 

to have a great many temples and shrines, 

along with rice paddies, fish farms, sugarcane 

and other agriculture, in contrast to the 

intensive and ugly industrial development of 

some other areas. I took the picture below 

in Kaohsiung, 15 minutes north of Linyuan. 

It would take more than a high facade to 

hide the coal stockpiles and the extraordinary 

industrial activity of much of Taiwan, 

but pollution seems to be the cost of 

Taiwan's prosperity. 
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With more than 7100 islands over an area stretching 1850 km north to south, the 

Philippines has a great range of agricultural pursuits and practices. The sight of people 

planting rice alongside buffalo pulling ploughs (top left) was common in the north. This 

picture was near Laoag, at the north-western tip of Luzon. We passed over commercial 

fish ponds, sugarcane and every kind of crop until we reached the central and southern 

islands of rainforest, bananas, coconuts and copra makers. The volcanic soils provide a rich 

heritage of lush growth. Coconut palms crowd the flanks of a volcano on Camiguin Island 

(left), in the Mindanao Sea. The island has seven volcanoes. The copra plantation on 

the pretty coral islet (above) is in Sarangani Strait, off the southern tip of Mindanao. 

The cloud-covered volcanic cone in the distance is on Balut Island. Philippines volcanoes 

occasionally blow their tops and force the evacuation of villages in areas like this. 
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Although the volcano on Siau Island, in the 

Sangi he chain (left) is just one of Indonesia's 

100 active volcanoes, it seems to hold a special 

place in the Smith family. Dick first came 

across it in 1983, when he circled the summit 

in Delta India Kilo in the hope of peering in, 

but soon regretted it. Terrible sulphurous fumes 

choked him. His eyes streaming, he made a

sudden 180 degree turn and dropped to 500 ft 

and thought himself lucky that his engine 

hadn't foiled. The summit was cloud-covered 

when we passed this time and we kept going 

until Dick noticed that the south was clear. 

We came in close from that side, but not too 

close to the fearsome clouds issuing from 

it. The lava flow seemed reasonably fresh and 

Jim thought there must have been a major 

eruption since Dick last saw it. There was

evidence that a village below it had moved to 

another site. Many times on this flight I 

thought how indistinguishable Indonesia's coral 

islands were from those of the idyllic South 

Pacific, such as in this scene (below) off 

Boano Island near the north-west tip of 

Ceram, in the Ceram Sea. World Explorer 

was again south of the Equator. 
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Could we doubt we were back in Australia? 

A cloudless day. Dry, brown earth with cattle 

around the waterholes and troughs, the hardy 

eucalypts the only touch of green. We were 

south of Newcastle Waters homestead, near 

lake Woods. Darwin, our point of arrival, was

behind us and the Tanami Desert was out to 

our right. Beneath us on the Stuart Highway, 

which crosses the centre of Australia from 

north to south (below), massive prime-movers 

pulling road trains three trailers long, with 

their load of live cattle, took a rest-stop. In the 

main, road trains have replaced traditional 

horseback droving and helicopters are now used 

for mustering. However, this trend may be on 

the decline as many pastoralists believe horse 

and rider are easier on the cattle. 
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In the air and heading for Sydney, two days away, our radio brought us an invitation 

from friends David and Nell Brook to a big campfire barbecue outside Birdsville, in 

south-west Queensland on the edge of the Simpson Desert. It's a favourite area of ours. 

The barbecue was that evening and Birdsville still 1100 km off, but Dick decided we 

could make it! The dry bed of the Sandover River (below), west of Ooratippra station. 

We were still in the Northern Territory, which is five times larger than Britain. A few

cattle can be seen in the middle of the riverbed. This is arid country but it experiences 

serious floods from time to time. Groups of wild camels and emus began to appear as 

we entered the first red sandhill and spinifex country of the Simpson Desert (right), 

one of the world's great sand-ridge deserts. It stretches through the Northern Territory, 

South Australia and Queensland. The ridges all run north-west to south-east due to the 

prevailing winds. 
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Birdsville. It began its life more than a century 

ago as a waterhole on the Diamantina River 

(in the foreground), and won fame as the 

remote Queensland end of the Birdsville Track, 

a 500 km stockroute south to the railhead at 

Manee. Drovers brought cattle to market down 

the Birdsville Track, when conquering it was 

something to boast about. People have died of 

thirst when their vehicles have broken down on 

the track - even in recent years. Birdsville is 

still Queensland 's most isolated town, populated 

by the proverbial two men and a dog except 

during the Birdsville Races in September when 

it swells to 5000 or more. The airstrip is then 

packed with small aircraft, many of them 

conveniently parked almost under the verandas 

of the Birdsville pub, the large rambling 

building on the far left. On the horizon is the 

Simpson Desert. World Explorer soon joined 

the parked aircraft, whose pilots and passengers 

were also here for the barbecue. How good to 

be home in Australia! 
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PHOTOS, TONY GORDON 

Touchdown. Dick acknowledges a

group of friends and staff as we put 

down on the front lawn of our Sydney 

home. Laurie Mclver, our old friend 

and co-pilot for part of the flight, was

on hand to give me a welcoming hug. 
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enthusiasm for it and his encouragement. And thanks also to Ike Bain, Chief Executive of 

AUSTRALIAN GEOGRAPHIC for agreeing to publish the book, and AG Managing Editor 

Howard W helan for his editorial vigilance. Thank you, too, to Stuart Inder, who read my 

diaries of the journey, spent hours talking to me, checked my stories and undertook the 

extra research needed before writing the text. It has been a pleasure working with him. 

On the way, he and I have learnt a great deal about the unusual, and not so unusual, 

corners of the world! 

For me, the most important person I have to thank is my husband, Dick. He taught 

me to take photographs. He encouraged me to extend my boundaries, and he inspired me 

to share his spirit of adventure. He has shown me the world. 

Pip Smith 
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About World Explorer 

The S76 Sikorsky helicopter we flew on our journey around the world was built in the 

United States, and designed primarily as a corporate aircraft and for transporting crews 

to oil rigs, etc. We registered it as VH-SHW. It has two Allison 650 horsepower jet turbine 

engines powered by aviation kerosene. This is the fuel used in normal jet aircraft. 

The aircraft's standard fuel capacity is 1041 litres, but we fitted an aluminium auxiliary 

fuel tank holding 700 litres, which gave us a fuel capacity of 1741 litres. We installed the 

tank in the cabin in place of four seats, but the top of the tank acted as a convenient table. 

World Explorer's maximum cruising airspeed is 155 knots. We generally cruised 

at about 125 knots, as this gave the best fuel economy - about 300 litres per hour -

giving us a total range of 725 nm (1343 km) without reserves. The nautical mile 

(1.852 kilometres) and height in feet (1 foot= 0.3048 metres), are standard measures 

in aviation, and aircraft speeds are given in knots (I knot= 1.852 km/h). 

We usually kept within the helicopter's normal operating weight of I 0,300 pounds 

(1 lb= 0.45 kilograms). 

As we had no auxiliary oxygen we kept high-altitude flying to a minimum. 

The highest altitude we reached was 

15,500 ft, when we were close to 

Everest Base Camp in Nepal. (The 

summit of Everest is 29,028 ft.) 

We normally flew at about 500 ft 

above ground level for the best view 

and the clearest photographs. We fitted 

World Explorer with special w indows 

that slid down and allowed me better 

opportunities to photograph. We had 

five video cameras mounted on the 

aircraft and connected to a Sony 

Betacam broadcast-quality recorder. 

This allowed us to take videos for 

documentary films. (See my notes 

about photography.) 

The aircraft has a complete 

range of IFR (instrument flight rules) 

instruments, even though most of our 

flying was visual. We also had full-

colour weather radar and two GPS 

(global positioning system) navigational 

units - one in the cockpit, and one in 

the back that I used for my diary and 

photographic log. Also installed was a 

marine VHF radio so we could talk to 

Above: Dick at the controls with the latest in 

global-positioning technology. We found the plastic 

blow-up globe very useful in explaining to people 

where we had come from and where we were going 

next. Opposite: World Explorer's complex array of 

instrument-panel switches and Trimble GPS (top), 

and printouts (below) from the on-board Inmarsat 

communication system. 

ships on long ocean crossings, and a high frequency radio, which gave us world-wide 

communication. Perhaps the most interesting installation was the Inmarsat C satellite 

communication system, which we set up so that it automatically transmitted our position 

every 30 minutes to our Sydney office. Its value was that somebody in Sydney always 

knew where we were and could raise the alarm if we failed to log in . This was especially 
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useful on ocean crossings or in remote areas. Inmarsat also gave us direct communications 

to just about anywhere. When flying in Norway we communicated directly to our friend 

Ron Bower, who was then over Russia piloting a Bell JetRanger around the world. 

The Sikorsky has a full auto-pilot system and a highly complex electronic stability 

system that allows it to fly like a fixed-wing aircraft. Helicopters are normally quite 

unstable. Its retractable undercarriage allowed us to fly faster than a regular helicopter 

fitted with a normal undercarriage that causes wind resistance and slows it down. 

The aircraft was originally owned 

by the King of Jordan. It changed hands a 

number of times before Dick bought it 

for $US1.2 million. He replaced the two 

engines with brand new ones to ensure 

reliability. These and other additions 

brought the cost to about $US1.6 million. 

A sophisticated twin-engine 

helicopter requires almost constant 

maintenance, which is why we took a 

licensed maintenance engineer on the 

flight. In fact the machine proved 

extremely reliable, although its routine 

servicing was outrageously expensive. 

One relatively normal service could cost 

over $20,000. Parts on a heavy helicopter 

have to be of the highest quality because 

of the enormous stresses involved, and 

some simple parts can cost $300 or $400 

as opposed to $30 or $40 if they are 

needed for a fixed-wing aircraft. 

World Explorer had no floats; it is 

designed to operate on one engine if the 

other fails. As we flew at slower speeds 

we rarely ever used more than 50 per 

cent of the power available in each 

engine. Thus if an engine failed, the 

other could immediately take the full 

load and the difference in operation 

would hardly be noticed by passengers. 

Of course, the helicopter has two engines 

but only one main rotor, tail rotor and 

drive system, and if any of these had a 

major problem our situation could have 

been serious. 

Flying as a passenger was rather like sitting in the back of a station-wagon. 

When we flew low, especially when the weather was hot, I slid the windows down on 

either side and enjoyed the breeze as I took in the view. It was like being in a motor 

vehicle a little above the road. A truly magnificent way to see the world! 
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Taking the photographs 

For the aerial photographs, I used two medium-format Pentax 645 cameras, one with a 

7 5 mm lens and the other 3 5 mm. Of these, I found myself using the 7 5 mm lens the 

most. Dick sometimes took pictures from the cockpit with the Pentax using the 35 mm 

lens. These shots can usually be 

identified because parts of the 

instrument panel and windscreen post 

are visible. I also used a 35 mm 

Nikon 801, with a 35-70 mm zoom 

lens, and a Nikon 601 with a 

24-50 mm zoom lens. The 35 mm 

cameras were mainly used on the 

ground because they were easier to 

manage and lighter to carry on 

sightseeing excursions. 

At my "desk" on the flight, sending a message via 

the computer. The printer recorded everything sent 

Fuji Velvia (50 ASA) and Provia 

(100 ASA) film was used throughout 

for their sharpness and bright colour 

saturation. Most of the aerial shots 

were taken at 11500th or 111000th 
and received in the aircraft. of a second with the lens aperture 

well open - the fast shutter speeds 

helping to guard against camera movement - but as Dick manoeuvred the helicopter into 

the best position for a photograph, I often used both feet to brace myself against the body 

of the aircraft. 

My makeshift workstation was the top of the auxiliary fuel tank in front of me. 

There I kept my cameras, maps and notebooks, a laptop computer for the Inmarsat C 

system and a small printer. I also had a portable Garmin 95 AVD Global Positioning 

System. This gave me longitude 

and latitude, which I wrote down 

as I took photographs. It should 

be borne in mind that these 

coordinates show the position of 

the helicopter at the time the shot 

was taken, not necessarily the 

exact position of the subject of 

the photograph - but because we 

flew so low, there wouldn't be 

much difference. If I inadvertently 

missed putting down a coordinate 

for a picture, I took the position 

from World Explorer's flying charts 

and other maps. 

... �_ � ·
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Photographing over Switzerland. The cabin windows slide 

down giving a clear and unobstructed view - essential to 

getting the sharpest pictures possible. 



Making the book 
A note from the designer 

To receive a set of photographs of such exceptional quality is a rare event in publishing and 

to do them justice in a book, it was apparent that the very latest in pre-press and printing 

technologies would be needed. Because the aerials were shot through an open window, on a 

slow, fme-grained film, and at low altitude, the images were particularly sharp and contained 

very fine detail. To reproduce that detail we would need as fine a screen ruling as possible. 

[Screen ruling is measured in lines per inch, the finer the screen the finer the reproduction. 

For example: a newspaper typically uses a coarse screen of about 85 line, whereas a glossy 

magazine or picture book would use 1 SO or 17 S line screen. J 

We chose to use the new Linotype-Hell system called Diamond Screening, which 

employs random microdots instead of the conventional regulated screen dot (see examples 

below). While this technology is capable of reproducing extraordinary detail, it required 

extensive testing and collaboration between filmhouse (Purescript Reprographics), and 

printer (In print Ltd), to achieve the results you see here. 

The book is printed on 170 gsm CPI Imperial Ultra Dull, a technologically advanced 

paper containing only oxygen-bleached pulp. It was printed on a new Heidelberg C.D. fully 

automated digital multicolour press, using Toyo Mark S Gloss inks and a specially formulated 

matt grey ink. The predominant typeface is (Adobe) Joanna. 

Publisher's acknowledgments 

Tony Gordon 

A magnified comparison of Diamond 
Screening ( above left) and conventional, 
ISO-line screen ( above right). 

Many companies and individuals have helped in the production of this book. The publisher expresses 

sincere thanks to: Phillip Lawrence, digital imaging and print consultant, management and staff at 

Inprint Ltd - Neville Butler, Doug Alexander and Ian Newton; Purescript Reprographics - Michael Ellem, 

Stuart Carrigg and Adam Titterton; EACgraphics - Jorgen Lund, Tim Champion and Matthew Fisher; CPI Papers -

Judy Yalon; Adobe Systems - Ludmila Fedorovitch; Apple Computer Australia - Lars Marcher. 

Thanks also to the following for help with research and identification: In Sydney, Fr Paul Smith OFM, 

Peter and Ann Pigott, Greg Mortimer, Will Pringle, Tim Macartney-Snape, Barry Boyd, Stephanie Harrisson, 

Jack Moore, Spanish Consulate-General, Consulate-General of the Federal Republic of Germany, and in Canberra, 

Robert Langdon. In Norway, Ola Tronrud, India, Gyan Jain, Dubai, Mark Broad. In England, Keith Bardwell of 

South Shields, Atul Solanki of Euro Tunnel. In Germany, the municipal office of Stadtsteinach. In France, 

David Morton of Futuroscope. In Japan, Tomoko Umeda, office of Australian Consulate-General, Osaka. 
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Logbook 

DATE DESTINATION NAUTICAL MILES 

21-2-94 Terrey Hills/Longreach 740 

22-2-94 Kununurra 1108 

23-2-94 Darwin 300 

25-2-94 Kupang 520 

26-2-94 Ujung Pandang 528 

27-2-94 Pontianak 758 

28-2-94 Singapore 376 

1-3-94 Phuket 600 

3-3-94 Yangon (Rangoon) 608 

4-3-94 Dhaka 608 

5-3-94 Kathmandu 452 

24-3-94 Taplejung/Kathmandu 404 

25-3-94 Pokhara/Kathmandu 408 

26-3-94 Mustang/Kathmandu 417 

27-3-94 Simikot/Kathmandu 632 

1-4-94 New Delhi 456 

2-4-94 Karachi 828 

3-4-94 Dubai 784 

6-5-94 Bahrain 482 

7-5-94 Amman 934 

8-5-94 Cairo 418 

10-5-94 Kerkira (Corfu) 876 

11-5-94 Perugia 494 

12-5-94 Paris 756 

13-5-94 Biggin Hill 270 

15-5-94 Red Hill 240 

2-7-94 Guernsey 160 

3-7-94 Poitiers 276 

4-7-94 Oporto 634 

5-7-94 Gibraltar 392 

6-7-94 Cannes 806 

7-7-94 Sion 480 

10-7-94 Berlin 340 

11-7-94 Kiruna 1048 

12-7-94 Tromso 678 

13-7-94 Anvik 210 

14-7-94 Oslo 610 

15-7-94 Tjome 74 

16-7-94 Stapleford Park 678 

17-7-94 Red Hill 100 

18-8-94 Sumburgh 570 

19-8-94 Eskifiordur 648 

20-8-94 Reykjavik 496 

21-8-94 Ilulissat 840 

22-8-94 Sondre Stromfiord 554 

23-8-94 Iqaluit 444 

24-8-94 Harbour Grace 1026 

25-8-94 Portland 858 

26-8-94 West Chester 448 

13-5-95 T hunder Bay 782 

14-5-95 Edmonton 966 

15-5-95 Northway 1220 

16-5-95 Anchorage 284 

17-5-95 Nome 562 

19-5-95 Provideniya 226 

20-5-95 Magadan 1152 

22-5-95 Nikolayevsk 426 

23-5-95 Sendai 610 

24-5-95 Kagoshima 812 

25-5-95 Tokunoshima 278 

26-5-95 Kaoshuing 666 

27-5-95 Manila 514 

2-6-95 Davao 558 

3-6-95 Ambon 792 

4-6-95 Mataranka 830 

5-6-95 Birdsville 766 

6-6-95 Terrey Hills 796 

TOTAL 39,607 nautical miles 
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