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INTRODUCTION  

The cover picture shows the access tunnel to a hydroelectric tunnel in the Scottish 

Highlands.  The blue-shirted engineer is young Doug Stewart, about to survey the 

subterranean cavern for a power station. Blasting, toxic fumes and thunderous trucks 

made this a dangerous place to start my career in 1960, especially camouflaged in dark 

clothes. 

 

But that was long before I became fascinated by the critical role of vision in road 

accidents. Published reports are shown in boxes, and are linked to my website 

www.dougstewartonline.co.uk .  They reveal that although visual error and illusion 

cause massive carnage on roads, they are so subtle that they are seldom recognized or 

rectified.   

 

What is missing from these reports, however, is the strange background story - how a 

horrific road accident diverted my career into a different sort of tunnel - a no-manôs 

land between engineering design and psychology.  

 

The Light in the Tunnel presents this story from early memories to research 

breakthroughs when God intervened to guide my work, a concept that may be as alien 

to most readers as it once was to me.  

 

The Light in the Tunnel is therefore aimed at two audiences ï 

 

¶ Those seeking to prevent death and injury on roads 

¶ Those who question the reality of God 

 

Hopefully both groups will find my story interesting, and spread its messages.  I would 

like to dedicate it to my family and friends, whose love and encouragement has been 

so important to me. 

 

 

 

Doug Stewart 

January 2010 

 

d.l.stewart@btopenworld.com 

 

http://www.dougstewartonline.co.uk/
mailto:d.l.stewart@btopenworld.com
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THE NIGHT RAID  
 

I remember the midnight darkness as I lay on the hard floor.  Why mother had pushed 

my sister and I under the bed was a mystery, as was the strange noise, a distant 

droning and rumbling.  It grew closer and louder, then a deafening explosion rocked 

the house. 

 

Next morning we saw why.  A deep crater replaced a neighbourôs house, whose 

granite blocks, timber and slates littered the street.  The dead and injured had been 

removed, so I was oblivious to the full horror of that air raid in 1943, when German 

Dornier bombers from 

Norway had sneaked under 

the radar to attack 

Aberdeen at night.  The 

mystery of why they 

targeted residential 

Aberdeen, rather than its 

industrial area, was not 

solved until much later.  

The Luftwaffe squadron 

leader had married a girl 

from there, so he diverted 

the attack. 
 

That night is my earliest clear memory, a violent introduction to the world of risk, 

where strange factors can profoundly influence events.  Perhaps I inherited a curiosity 

about such things from my father.  Knowing the track 

of that stick of bombs, he calculated that if the bomb 

aimer had pressed the button just half a second later 

we would have been victims, rather than our 

neighbours.  It was not my last narrow escape. 

 

Brought up in a 

loving, secure 

home I was the 

oldest of four 

children.  Although my early years spanned WW2, 

I have no recollection of hardship or fear.  Living 

in the outskirts of Aberdeen near a stream, a wood 

and a quarry, I had the basic ingredients for 

creative adventure.  Life was full and rich. 

 

My interest in design and experiment started with 

designing, making and flying model planes, a 

wonderful hobby.  Just the smell of balsa cement 

is enough to bring back great memories. 

 

 
 

Aberdeen on 21 April 1943, from the Berlin Illustriere Zeitung 

 
 

Dad and Mum é. 

 
 

é. and family 
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DELAVINE  
 

Another evocative smell, the musty, organic aroma of Blackface sheep, recalls a 

special visit with my father just after the war.  He must have been keen to introduce 

me to his fatherôs birthplace at Corgarff in the Cairngorms, where my granduncle 

George and aunts Elsie and Mary eked out a meagre living on their hill farm Delavine 

until the 1950s. 

 

Set in wild, remote moorland, with only a path to the outside world, Delavine was self-

sufficient and environmentally friendly long before these concepts became 

fashionable.  It had no electricity, no phone, no radio, no TV, and water was carried 

from a stream in a bucket.  Lighting was by candle and paraffin lamp, and peat fuelled 

the cast iron stove, which burned day and night. 

 

Motive power was provided by the Clydesdale horse.  As a small boy, I was overawed 

by the sight of its massive backside towering above as it pulled me on the peat sledge.  

I still have Delavineôs ancient peat spade whose clever flanged blade made two cuts 

into the peat bank at the same time. 

 Delavine, with wind-bent pines 

 

Food was organic, because there was no alternative.  Mountain hare, trout, potatoes, 

milk, butter, cheese, eggs, turnips, oatmeal ï the fruits of that remote hillside - were 

the basis of survival, especially when winter blizzards blocked communication with 

the outside world for weeks on end. 

 

Spiritual and social life was centred on Corgarff church, which had to close as 

population dwindled. After George, Mary and Elsie were laid to rest in Corgarff 

graveyard in the 1960s, Delavine became just a lunch venue for those who get 

enjoyment from shooting grouse or deer, but it remains a special place for me because 

of the memories of that visit and the values it taught me. 
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SEARCH FOR PURPOSE 
 

Formal education at Aberdeen Grammar School was handicapped by my dislike of 

being trapped behind a desk and having to jump through exam hoops - such a boring 

and inefficient way to teach.  Creativity was not encouraged. 

 

As a young boy I wanted to emulate my 

motherôs father George Lunan, who drove 

the Royal trains on Deeside as a driver 

with the Great North of Scotland 

Railway.  I am told that he was a prolific 

inventor, and regret that I never met him. 

 

When railways eventually lost their 

glamour, I switched ambition to flying.  I 

qualified as a glider pilot in the schoolôs 

cadet corps, but discovery of a weak eye grounded me for professional flying.  

However, I passed just enough exams to enter Aberdeen University, where I read both 

civil and mechanical engineering to keep my options open. 

 

University was a great experience, not so much for the academic life as for the lifelong 

friendships and the opportunity for sports such as squash, swimming and skiing.  In 

the long holidays, I tended to work just long enough to fund exploration of Scotlandôs 

wilderness, particularly the magnificent north-west highlands and islands where a 

budget of just 8 shillings per day, staying in youth hostels, prolonged the pleasure.  

Cycling, walking, and climbing either alone or with other hostellers from around the 

world was a very different sort of education, that created a deep love of wild Scotland. 

 

Although engineering is creative, there was 

not much scope for innovation as a toiling 

undergraduate.  A notable exception was a 

project tackled by my class ï to build the 

Charities Monster - a lorry transformed into a 

crocodile by our multi-talented team to 

spearhead the annual Charities Campaign. 

 

Another interesting challenge had a financial 

catalyst ï how to ascent hills on skis without 

the expense of lifts or tows.  A physicist at 

Aberdeen University was experimenting with a mast and sail to harness the wind, 

usually abundant on Scottish hills in winter, but if the wind was strong enough for 

propulsion, it also overturned him.  The centre of pull had to be lowered, but my 

experiments with a kite showed the need for something simpler and more controllable. 

 

 
 

The Royal train of the GNSR 

 
 

The Charities Monster at dusk 
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The breakthrough was a parachute that had decorated the officersô mess of my pal 

Norman, a pilot in the RAF.  Calculation suggested that it should provide ample power 

on most days, so I had a restless summer waiting to test it. 

 

The maiden flight to the summit of the 3008 foot 

Carn Aosda in a winter storm was my most 

exciting experience ever, a wild ride with minimal 

control.  Fortunately, I learned fast enough to 

avoid injury. 

 

That prototype parachute sail evolved into a 

hybrid parakite, simpler, cheaper and easier to use 

than the commercial parafoils developed later for 

surfing, skiing and other forms of power kiting.  Perhaps I should have 

commercialised it, even if only to gain experience for later projects. 

Mountain Sailing (1971) 

On graduation, I became a junior engineer with an engineering consultancy designing 

hydroelectric schemes in the Highlands of Scotland.  I was sent to their site office in 

Glenstrathfarrar, perhaps the most beautiful glen in Scotland ï a wilderness of pine 

forest, heather moors, tumbling streams and high mountains - one of the key 

attractions of the job.  Often, however, I was separated from that paradise by hundreds 

of feet of rock as I did survey work in a tunnel (see cover) where accidents were 

common and life was cheap.  I felt lucky to leave the job undamaged and healthy, with 

little enthusiasm for hydro-electricity after the desecration of that magnificent glen. 

Hydroelectrocution (1985) 

 

 

THE BRIDGE  
 

A very different project was above water rather than 

below ground.  I had no particular wish to work on 

the construction of the Tay Road Bridge because I 

preferred design, but it was necessary to spend two 

years on a construction site to become a proper, 

chartered civil engineer. 

 

The job presented some interesting tasks.  One was to 

regularly take levels for the 40 or so piers over the 2 

kilometre length of the bridge to check for 

settlement.  To make this more challenging I plotted 

the results very accurately, and was puzzled to find  
 

Tay Road Bridge, railway on left 

 
 

Parakite at speed on a frozen loch 
 

 

 

 

http://www.dougstewartonline.co.uk/pdfs/mountainsailing.pdf
http://www.dougstewartonline.co.uk/pdfs/hydroelectrocution.pdf
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that the bridge repeatedly rose and fell by just a few millimeters every day.  The 

explanation was unexpected.  At every high tide, the extra weight of water compressed 

the bedrock, but at low tide it expanded again. 

 

A less welcome aspect of the job was its danger.  Several unfortunates fell into the 

river, and were swept to their death by the fast tidal flow.  I almost joined them. 

 

I frequently hitched a lift across the river on the contractorôs train that ran on a flimsy, 

temporary bridge.  One morning it stopped briefly to offload concrete.  Normally I 

would just have waited, but for some unaccountable reason I left the train by balancing 

precariously on a narrow girder above the river to walk to my site office.  Looking 

back, I was mystified that the train had disappeared, until I realised the horrific truth.  

The skip of concrete had slipped and flung the train it into the river, adding one more 

fatality to the casualty list.  There could so easily have been two. 

 

When I had worked long enough on the bridge to 

satisfy the requirements of the engineering 

institution, I returned to Aberdeen to marry the 

beautiful girl whom I first met on a ski club bus.  

Lesley and I set up home in Aberdeen, where she 

was a medical student.  With no job, and only her 

student grant as income, I devised a way of 

converting miniature pen and ink sketches into 

textured prints, which I began to sell as an 

experiment in self-employment. 

 

Soon the novelty of being an artist/salesman palled 

so I decided to return to some form of engineering.  

On the day in 1965 when I made that decision, I 

had driven out of the city after some sales calls to 

eat my lunch sandwich at a secluded part of the 

River Dee, where it flows dark and deep between 

the ruined abutments of an old bridge. 

 

THE FLOATING WOMAN  
 

Reaching the river bank, I was puzzled by 

a fuzzy grey football floating in 

midstream.  An eddy turned it slowly to 

reveal a white face.  It belonged to an old 

woman, apparently alive, who must have 

been buoyed up by air in her clothes.  

Discarding some of mine, I swam across 

to her to be told, in Aberdeen dialect, to 

ñleave me alaneò. 
 

 

River Dee at Ladyôs Pool 

 
 

Lesley at our first home 


