Feb 25 1912.  Flight with Sopwith – Brooklands. R.F.H. Crewe
4.50 p.m. abt I & Alec Stuart being near Sopwith’s hangars heard a “hollow [?] crunch”: I guessed some aeroplane was down – it proved Watkins on Bristol bi-pl: a fearful wreck indeed, he was underneath, was dragged clear, looking pale & in pain ; apparently broke his thigh: the elevator jambed & he pointed down engine full on, without change – this is the version so far.
Abt 5.20 pm or so: I prepared to go up as a passenger with T.O.M. Sopwith on his 2 seated 70 Gnome Bleriot monopl: he got her out again (having made 2 flights before) especially. Wind – pract’y nil, sky clearing – been overcast: sun coloured clouds. Having procured goggles from Howard Wright: followed Sopwith climbing onto his seat, I behind: he showed me how not, & to, place my legs, saying don’t put them out, if we have a smash they would be broken – “cross them”. A comfortable seat, partly protected from the wind & blast of propeller by the scuttle in part & the pilot, though ones head caught it full. He told me to get my weight as near his as possible, I rested my elbows on the chassis sides & held to the Cvas
 bar in front of me. The monoplane through travelled so smoothly it was rarely necessary to hold on with both hands, I frequently tried the adjustment of my cap with one hand.
The engine having been started and 6 men holding down the powerfully pulling engine, Sopwith ran the engine a bit, when seeming satisfied, gave the signal & away we rushed down the ground, & were soon up, again as in any bi-pl flight it was almost impossible to know when we were off the ground except by the distance from earth, once off it was no time before we were very much up, & flew at tremendous speed straight for the wrecked Bristol below, going practically over it at I should think 400 feet: still heading made out right beyond the aerodrome over what looked swollen streams & trees below: soon turning & going across the track [?] W’by one side over railway tracks, road, water streams & wooded ground, seemingly the country was much treed up & looked a bad place to land on. Looking ahead one cannot see the country earth near you, owing to the wings & scuttle, but some little distance beyond. By looking over ones shoulder over the side, the country could be clearly seen below, houses & things, motors travelling, fields, trees, etc – mapped out. Much reminding me of balloon photos. About out here we were nearly 2,000 ft up, probably (by discussion after) I could see the whole of the Brooklands Track & sheds in one “field”. Turning round we travelled back towards hangars, but holding well outside; too high to recognize Alec or any one, only just recognizing the sheds etc: turning in travelled again towards the wreck but more to the left: we made a tremendous drop, a swoop & up again. “Climbing” at a steepish angle suddenly was a magnificent sensation – a glorious feeling – this feels like true flying. In dropping suddenly you have the tendency of a lift sensation in your adomen, but most brief; the same when starting the big final vol plane
, but only at the short commencement. No trace of giddiness at any time. Then again we made some really big banks left handed keeling well over, the right wing mounted up. In warping the machine soon rights again with almost a rush. We did a good deal of banked circling. At one time going by & about over the Wright machine, also flying, below, banking over with us, when we straightened we soon forged ahead. It was curious watching this machine below. Sopwith keeping a steady eye of its movements. He handles his angles grandly: twice altogether circling the ground itself, let alone outside: in the final circuit held out right over the trees beyond the track Rly: coming round, suddenly swoop down at speed towards the earth, when what looks like a bare foot off, we straighten out & touch ground with a slight bump several times before “rolling” in – [?]  securely feeling ones landing: this gives rather a series of little jolts.
Although this machine flies “like a rock” she seems more elastic in flight than the bi-plane. The view in front – the huge wing surfaces right & left; back of my pilot who continually moves his goggled face to watch his position – the whirling propeller buzzing round at & by his indicator I could see in front of him, abt 1300 revs; beyond all this the expanse of earth & country viewed all round many miles, so different from below in extent.

[?] Behind one – the slender, frail looking tail struts; below, almost directly below – the mapped looking country.

Regarding the wind, although we were travelling abt 70 m.p.h. I did not feel it so much as expected, owing to the low seating etc: through turning ones head round, one felt the blast tremendously, & especially when I waved my hand: my arm seemed almost blown off! You do realize speed on this machine, though not so apparent as if on terra firma in a car – this is obvious. Sopwith after discussed the flight with me, thought the [?] winds must have been a bit trying to me! 

He looks upon a mono-pl as real flying, hardly considering the bi-pl such, certainly not the little Wright. Of course the mono-pl takes more handling. It seems altogether a different thing to the bi-pl: - full of life & force: accomplishing something to make you feel proud of.

I felt exceedingly secure & comfortable. You must put your self in the hands of the pilot whatever happens – if you have decided that, there is nothing to worry you at all. The experience is a joy.
Height – 1500-2000 ft abt as far as could judge
Speed abt 70 m.p.h

Observation from the Bleriot. A trained observer could “take in” a good deal, & this, augmented by notes at the time, would prove very useful to a military commander. The “field” at say 2000 ft is immense & not too high to make out objects like troops. At 1500 or less, more detailed work could be carried out.

The lines of railways & roads are conspicuous. The Bleriot is not too advantageous for scouting, the best view being obtained by looking back over the side: the front view except when “pointing” down being more distant.
Should say writing & sketching easily accomplished.
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� A steep controlled dive





