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Sir George White

leafed through the law books

aged fourteen
watched the leaves

flap in his hands

which cradled the spine,

a fuselage in his palm.

His mind travelled 

electrified like tramways

all across the country,

the seas and internationally

to France, where he witnessed

their fledgling aviation business

and like Daedelus and Icarus

took personal risks

in the name of flight

as much a pioneer 

as Will and Orville Wright.

The Bristol and Colonial Aviation Company

was born in a Tramway Shed

on Homestead Road, in Filton

and despite sounds of dissent and protestation

demonstration flights

of the Bristol Boxkite followed

on Durdham Downs

and even as the sound

of the engines roared

Sir George campaigned for pilot’s training

so there could be more

displays of ingenuity.

He knew, with engineers

and designers on board

that this company would

be too successful to ignore

with sales abroad

the company flew

into the Great War

but lost Sir George

to a sudden heart attack,

dying in the BRI,

funds for which he’d helped to raise

and so as entrepreneur and philanthropist

he was lowered in his grave

at St Mary’s in Stoke Bishop,

while his son Stanley

took up the mantle and guided

the growing souls of BAC through

World War Two with Blenheim,

Beaufort and Beaufighter

above the clouds and into

a brighter more peaceful future

of flight for leisure

with Airbus and even double-decker planes

and who knows what the future holds these days

as pilots make way for engineers at the controls.

It’s all about imagination and ideas

and being like George White

who despite the comments and the jeers

stuck to his vision and who proved

you don’t have to be on the ground

to be on the move!

