NO ESCAPE

Booking in time at Londoh airport was 10.20 a.m. take off 11.20 am.

We decided to leave home at 9.00 a.m. as we live about 20 miles away.
To reach the airport necessitates a journey along the North Circular
Road to Chiswick roundabout, and then on to the M4. They are building
a flyover at Brent causing large traffic jams, hence the early start.
Theuday started quite well with me being ready on time, and I knocked
next door for my chauffeur to the airport, the . poor fellow was so
shocked he remarked he would get his other glasses to make sure he
wasn't seeing things! After packing the car with various bags and 4

suitcases, we move off.

' (I have to say at this point, my son-in-lay in Norway, whom I was visiting,
is entertainments organiser for the Norwegian 0Oil Company he is, seconded
to, 80 he had ordered a set of a dozen trophies and one large specially
designed trophy for some darts game called "Mickey Mouse", six sets of
darts in cases, 2 large boxes of badminton shuttlecocks, 18 golf balls,
and various other odds and ends, all to be carried in a bag on their own
as hand luggage, because if they had been packed in a suitcase, they

would probably have blown the X-ray machine!)

Now I must list my personal baggage, most of which I was unable to get into
my two suitcases because of the amount of things my daughter had asked me
to bring her. Little delicacies like salad cream, cheesebiscuits, cheese
and sausages! I had a shoulder movie camera, a shoulder bag, a large

shopping bag and an extra coat.
Now back to the story.

We started out, in terrible weather, sleeting, and very cold, and I asked
my chauffeur (Mr. Calvert) to stop at the bottom of our road to get a pair
of rubber gloves which I had previously forgotten, I also bought a pound of
tomatoes to take with me as they are very expensive in Norway and I am
particularly fond of tomatoes! As I was returning to the car from the shop,
I thought I would take a look at the tickets to check which terminal we were
leaving from and discovered I had left behind the bag with the tickets!
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Quickly we returned to collect the bag but we had been gone long enough
for my husband to be phoning London airport, and be just organising a

recovery trip, when I appeared, and he had to explain we had reurned.

Off we went again, and proceeded merrily along the North Circular, as far

as the traffic jam and then crawled along for about 3 miles. &7 poor
friendly neighboug%gg@ﬁﬁggﬁffeur by this time, was beginning to get a trifle
worried by the timenfor lack of it) but we eventually get nearly to London
airport to find yet another jam into the airport itself. Time 10.20 a.m.

We negotiated this and arrived at 10.35 a.m. Quickly removing the suitcases
and bags, I left my sister outside with the baggage, and hurried off to find
a trolley or porter. As it was the Easter héliday, they were in very short
supply, so I had to run back and forth 3 times to get all the luggage into
the checking in desk where I had to queue for 10 minutes. We finally got
rid of the 4 suitcases and struggled up to the departure lounge with the rest
_of our bags and coats. We went through all the security checks without much
trouble, even the trophy bag was untouched, on into passport contrel, and

finally into the departure lounge.

Into the airport shop te buy more goodies for son-in-law such as sherry,
bacardi, Rossli cigars and perfume for my daughter. Another bag to carry!
I forgot to sa y that atthe check-in desk, we were told that they:thought
there would be a 25 minute delay owing to the weather. We wandered out

of the shop, still listening for the flight to Bergen to be called, and
made our way to the flight board to find that our flight was in fact
boarding twes. We hurried throught the door down to Gate 4, I was saying
to my sister "there it is,that one there", and still struggling on with

all these begs, we finally reached the entrance to find everyone gone hnd
the aircraft just revving up it's engines to move off (time 11.25 a.m.)

I said to my sister, who, I must add, is 9 years older than myself and not
quite so nimble on her feet elmmi®s "stay there with the bags" (silly thing
to say as she couln't have moved them anyway'.), and ran off back up the
ramp, down the next ramp where they were boarding a flight for Paris. I
quickly explained to the stewardess what had happened and she said she would
ring through for me, but it was up to the Captain whether he would stop for
us, and he (nice fella) decided that he wouldn't, so now began the trying
business of getting another flight. There is only one direct flight to

Bergen a day at 11.20 a.m., and any other route means a change of pilanes.
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