
By popular request, the sequel 
 to Paddy Waring’s account of his crash  
landing a Royal Navy Scimitar aircraft  

in Singapore in 1965   
`You may recall, my test-flight of a much worked on aircraft had turned pear-
shaped and I had been diverted some 50 miles to R.A.F. Changi, an airport I knew 
well.  Normally at sea we did 'non-diversion' flying which meant landing on board 
the aircraft carrier (HMS Eagle) and if that failed - baling out.  The latter was un-
attractive for many reasons, not least because of the shark infested waters.  So 
there I was, at over 150ft, high and to the right of the runway - which was very 
close.  As I turned left and put the nose down to lose excess height, the 'stick' 
went solid.  Imagine dear reader, poodling down a motorway in a petrol tanker, at 
well over 150 mph - and then the steering wheel comes off in your hands. What, I 

wonder, pops into your mind? 

Above:  HMS Eagle turns to port at 20 knots in the South China Sea  

My Plan A, was to vacate the machine, as soon as possible, using the ejection 
seat.  But, one glance at my rate-of-descent showed that was a potentially lethal 
idea. I was later to discover that some 20 pilots had executed this option and none 
had survived!  Plan B, was to hit the ground and then - hopefully - the wings would 
level, the nose would come up, and I would exit via an ejection.  However, there 
was the little matter of coping with a 1/2 second delay while hurtling along the 
concrete at not inconsiderable speed.    
 
Please remember that when flying a jet you are a bit vulnerable,  and driving one 
even more so!  It is akin to ‘controlling’ an ultra- high-speed vehicle from the front 
bumper, so not a good idea to hit - anything!  I certainly did experience the excite-
ment of watching the ground come up and wallop me.  I pulled the ‘blind’ that 
operated my ejection-seat straight out horizontally, as opposed to over my face as 
I was intrigued to see the action unfold.  First, the cockpit's huge 'hood' came 
off.  The sudden advent of noise was startling.  Mercifully - as I was doing over 150 
mph - I was between two rows of airfield lights, all on tall poles, snapping like 
match-sticks despite being several inches in diameter.  A visible 'bow-wave' of 
sandy earth arose on each side of the cockpit.  The starboard main wheel - huge 
and fully inflated, with leg attached - passed slowly by, within reach of my right 
hand.   It was later found over 1,000 yards down the airfield. 

Then the 1/2 second delay was over and I was up and away from all this excite-
ment.  There was no ' blackout' and I watched my entire exit, as I was slowly ro-
tating forward, travelling at the same speed as the aircraft when I should have 
been ‘hitting the silk’.  Then, to my alarm I saw my huge machine get airborne 
again.  Doing an immaculate 'slow roll' - worthy of any air display,   it came in my 
direction. Finally, its vast white belly was only some 30 feet away from a suitably 
terrified me. As luck would have it, the aircraft then started to descend, arriving 
upside down and catching fire, all just off the concrete Operational Readiness 
Platform (ORP) close to the right of the runway. 

Breathing a sigh of relief, I wondered why I was going head-first at all - and 
fast.   By rights I should have been hanging around in my parachute, however, no 
such luck.  I was in fact thundering along at some 150 m.p.h. and a glance ahead 
told me that I had about 6 seconds before getting a terminal headache about the 
same place as the aircraft had arrived upside down. 

Then, a severe bout of luck intervened, the cause of which I was unaware of at this 
time.  First, came an almighty jerk and I went from head-first to feet-first, very 
rapidly indeed.  By then I was almost horizontal.  Second, came an abrupt deceler-
ation, accompanied by sounds of cloth snapping, as in jibing a sail.  Then there was 
a terrific clang as my seat separated from my bum, hit the ORP, and bounced - as 
did I.  Had I still been in the seat, it would have killed me.  My knees whacked into 
my chest, bruising it and winding me. The leather seat cover had saved my back-

Then, the sky was obliterated as my parachute came down on top of me.  The speed 
of my arrival has been estimated at over 70 mph at exactly 15 degrees, onto con-
crete; I had indeed arrived!  I gingerly moved my limbs and while bruised and winded 
I was unbelievably unharmed.  A hundred yards away, upside down and burning was 
my aircraft.  The angry red of the flames a stark contrast to the tropical green of the 
backdrop.  The sky was the bluest sky I had ever seen.  That moment was a quiet one 
for me - and wildly theatrical.  I walked towards the mangled remnants of my air-
craft.  Fire fighters thought I was still in the cockpit.  Somebody disabused 
them.  Foam was everywhere.   But, I was alive and very, very lucky.  The 'fun' was 
indeed over!   Within a fortnight I was indeed back flying Scimitars again until I left 
the Navy. ‘ 

Above:  Paddy’s Scimitar up side down after the landing. Note the nose wheel pro-
truding uppermost   
Below :  Still smiling after forty years in his ‘bath chair ‘  Paddy poses for the camera  

 
Editor’s afternote:  Those who know him will detect throughout his piece, the au-
thor’s humour and modesty.  Allow me to add, that after leaving the Royal Navy in 
1966, Paddy had a successful career flying commercial aircraft including VC 10s for 
East African Airways and Gulf Air.  In 1976, while on leave in London, he stepped 
awkwardly from a pavement and Changi came back to haunt him.  He was in his own 
words ‘an accident waiting to happen’ and in an instant succumbed to a twelve year 
delayed reaction resulting in complete paralysis from a hitherto unidentified lesion in 
his lower back.  With that his flying days were brought to an abrupt end.  Paddy went 
on to forge a successful career as a research scientist focusing on disability issues, a 
cause about which he still feels passionately.’ 

Share your story.  While Paddy’s story is  rather unusual,  we would be 

equally interested to receive an account of your own experiences.  If you would like 
to share them with other readers,  perhaps how you succumbed to spinal cord 
injury and how your life changed thereafter,  please consider putting an article 
together.  Photographs and  humour always welcome and if you want to discuss 
your ideas first,  please pick up the phone and call:  01722 336262  Ext 2465.  Editor 


