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INTRODUCTION

The cover picture shows the access tunnel to a hydroelectric tunnel in the Scottish
Highlands. The blueshirted enginees young Doug Stewart, about to survge
subterranean cavern for a power statBlasting, bxic fumesandthundepustrucks
madethis adangerous place to start my carget96Q especialljcamouflagedin dark
clothes

But that wadong before Ibecame fascinated by thbatical role ofvisionin road
accidentsPublished reportare shown in boxes, and dm&ed to my website
www.dougstewartonline.co.ukTheyrevealthatalthoughvisualerror andllusion
causamnassive carnage on roatiseyareso subtle that they aseldom recognized or
rectified.

Wha is missing from these reports, however, isdtiangebackground story how a
horrific road accident divertemty careeinto a different sort of tunnelanoma n 6 s
land betweemngineeringlesgn and psychology

The Light in the Tinnel presents thitoryfrom early memoriedo research
breakthroughs whe@od intervened to guide my wqrk concept thathay beas alien
to most readers asance wago me.

The Light in the Tunnel is therefore aimed at two audiences

1 Thoseseekingo prevendeathand injuryonroads
1 Thosewho question the realitpf God

Hopédully both groups will find mystory intereshg, and spread its messagésvould

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

soimportant to me

Doug Stewart
January 2010

d.l.stewart@btopenworld.com
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THE NIGHT RAID

| remember thenidnightdarknesss | layon thehardfloor. Why mother hadyshed
my sisterand | under the bedlas a mysteryas waghe strangenoise, a distant
droning and rumbling. It grew closer and louder, theeaeningexplosionrocked
the house.

Next morning we saw why. A deep crater
graniteblocks timber and slates littered the stre€he dead and injured had been
removed, so | 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
Aberdeerat night The
mystery of why they
targeted residential
Aberdeenrather than its
industrial area, wasot
solveduntil much later.

The Luftwaffe squadron
leader had married a girl
Aberdeen on 21 April 1943, frothe Berlin Illustriere Zeitung from there, so hdiverted

the attack

That night is my earliest clear memory, a violent introduction to the world of risk,
where strang factors can profoundly influence events. Perhaps | 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 beevictims, rather than our

neighbours. It was not my last narrow escape.

Brought up in a
loving, secure
homel was the
oldest of four
children Although my early years spanned WW.
| have no recollection of hardship or fear. Living
in theoutskirtsof Aberdeen near a streamwood
and aquarry,| had the basic ingredients for
creativeadventure Life was full andrich.

Dad and Mung .

My interestin design and experimeastartedwith
designing making and flyingnodel planesa
wonderful hobby Just the smell of bsa cement
is enough tdoring backgreatmemories.

€ . and family




DELAVINE

Anotherevocativesmell, the mustyorganic aroma of Blackface sheegcalls a
specialvisit with my fatherjust after the warHe must have been keen to introduce
me to hisf a t hoiethpléceat Corgarff in the Cairngorms, whamey granduncle
Georgeand aunts Elsie and Mary eked out a meagre liwmtheir 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 theseoncepts became
fashionable. It had no electricityp phone, no radio, no T\4ndwater was carried
from a stream in a bucketighting was by candle and paraffin lamp, and peat fuelled
the cast iron stovevhich burned day and night

Motive power waprovided bythe Clydesdale horse. As a sniadly, | was overawed

by the sight of its massive backside towering above as it pulled me on the peat sledge
I stil |l have Del avi neo sflargeddliade made pve euts s
into the peat banét the same time.

Delavine with wind-bent pines

Food was organic, because there was no alternative. Mountain hare, trout, potatoes
milk, butter, cheese, eggs, turnip@tmeali the fruits of that remet hillside - were

the basis of survivalespecially when winter blizzards blocked communication with
the outside world for weeks on end.

Spiritual and socialife was centred on Corgarff church, whichad to closeas
population dwindled After George, May and Elsie were laid to rest in Corgarff
graveyardin the 1960s Delavine beame just a lunch venue foithose who get
enjoyment from shooting grouse or delaut it remains a special plat@ mebecause
of the memorie®f that visit andhe valuest taught me.
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SEARCH FOR PURPOSE

Formal education at Aberdeen Grammar School veaslitappedyy my dislike of
being trapped behind a deskd having to jump through exam hoepsich a boring
and inefficient way taeach Creativity wasnot encouraged.

As ayoung boy | wantedb emulate my
mo t h e r 6George Aunam,evhdrove
the Royal traison Deesidas a driver
with the Great North of Scotland
Railway. | am told that he was a prolific
invertor, and regret that | never tr@m.

When railwaysventudl lost their
glamour | switched ambition to flying | the Royal trairof the GNSR

gualified asagliderpilat n t he s

cadet corpsbutdiscovery of a weak eye grounded foeprofessional flying
However, Ipassed just enough exams to enter Aberdeen Univendigrel readboth
civil and mechanical engineering keep my options open.

University was a great experieneet so muchHor the academic lifasfor thelifelong
friendships and the opportunity fsports such as squash, swimming and skiing.

the longholidays,I t ended to work just | ong enou
wilderness, particularly the magnificent newiest highlands and islandéerea

budgetof just8 shillingsper day staying in youth hostelprolonged the pleasure

Cycling, walking and climbingeither alone or with other hostellers fr@amoundthe

world wasavery different sort of educatiothat created deeplove of wild Scotland.

Although engineering is creative, there was
not much scope for innovati@satoiling
undergradate A notable exception was a
project tackled by my clasgsto build the
CharitiesMonster- alorry transformed int@
crocodileby our multitalentedteamto
spearhead the annual Charitiear@paign.

Anotherinterestingchallenge had a financial
The Charities Monsteat dusk cataysti howto ascent hillon skis without
theexpensef 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 lowerednyput
experiments with a kitshowed the need for somethisignpler andmore controllable.




The breakthrough wasparachute that had decoratedo f f i ¢ e of mppalme s s
Norman, a pot in the RAF. Calculation suggested that it shquriovide amplgoower
onmost days, so | had a restless summer waiting to test it.

The maiderilight to the summit of the 300f®ot
Carn Aosda in a winter storm was my most s
exciting experience ever vdld ride with minimal B ]
control Fortunately, | learned fast enough to &
avoidinjury.

"

That prototype parachute sail evolved into a -
hybrid parakite, simpler, cheaper and easier to L Parakite at speed on a frozen loch
than the commercial parafoils developed later fc.

surfing, skiing and otr forms of power kiting. Perhaps | should have
commercialised it, even if only to gain experience for later projects.

Mountain Sailing (1971)

Ongraduation] became gunior engineer with an engineering consultancy designing
hydroelectricschemes in the Highlands of Scotlaridvassent tatheir site office in
Glenstrathfarrarperhapghe most beautiful glen in Scotlainca wilderness of pine
forest, heather moorgymbling streams and high mountainene of the key

attractions of the jab Often, however, | was separated from that paradise by hundreds

of feet ofrock as | did survey work in a tunngdeecovel) where accidents were
commonand life was cheapl felt lucky to leave thgob undamagednd healthy, with
little enthusiasm for hydrelectricityafterthe desecration of that magnificent glen.

Hydroelectrocution (1985)

THE BRIDGE

A very different project was above water rather tha
below ground.l hadno particular wish to work on
the constructiorof the Tay Road Bridgbecause |
preferred design, but it was nesary to spend two
years on a construction stie becone a preer,
chartered civil engineer.

The jobpresentegome interestingasks One was to
regularly take levels for the 40 or so piers over the
kilometre length of the bridge to check for
settlement To make this more challenging | plotted
the resul very accuratelyandwas puzzled to find

Tay Road Bridge, railway on left
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that the bridge repeatedigse and felby just a fewmillimeters every dayThe
explanation was unexpected. At every higle, the extra weight of water compressed
the bedrockbut at low tide it expandeaan.

A less welcomeaspecbf the job was its danger. Several unfortunates fell into the
river, and were swept to their death by the fast tidal flow. | almost joined them.

| frequently hitched a lift across the river on th® n t r faintthatirad s a flimsy,
temporary bridge. One morning it stopped briefly to offload concrete. Normally |
would just have waited, but for some unaccountable realsdintte train by balancing
precariouslyon a narrow girder above the river to walk to my site officeoking

back, | was mystified that the train had disappeared, until | realised the horrific truth.
Theskip of concretehad slipped anflung the trainit into the river, adding one more
fatality to the casualty list Therecould so easily have beend.

When | had worked long enough on the bridge to
satisfy the requirements the engineering
institution, | returned to Aberdeen to marhe
beautiful girl whom I first met on a ski club bus
Lesley and | set up home in Aberdeen, where she
was a medial student. With no job, and only her
student grant as income, | devised a way of
converting miniature pen and ink sketches into
textured prints, which | began to sell as an
experiment in selemployment.

Soon the novelty of being an artist/salesmdfega
so | decided to return to some form of engineering.
On the day in 1965 when | made that decision, |
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 daknddeep between
Lesley at our first home the ruined abutments of an old bridge.

THE FLOATING WOMAN

Reachinghe river bank, | was puzzled by
a fuzzy grey football floating in
midstream. An eddy turnatslowly to
reveal a white face. It belonged to an ol
woman, apparently alive, who must leav
been buoyed up bir in her clothes.
Discarding some ahine,l swam across
to her to be told, in Aberdeehalect, to

Al eave me al aneo.

RiverDeeatt ady 6s Pool




