What did you do for your Birthday?
I’d often wondered what it would be like to do a sky dive and on seeing a photo in the local paper I decided to have a go.  The photo was of a lady who was going to do a tandem sky dive on 10th October. As that was my birthday, well, wouldn’t you!

I sent for the information and it arrived, together with sponsorship forms, a week later. I decided to raise money for the local Hospice Countess Mountbatten Hospice, and the Friends of the Four World Centres. I needed a signed medical certificate from my doctor, which caused a bit of confusion on the day of the jump as he’d dated it valid until 31st September! The computer couldn’t cope with an extra day in the year!
There wasn’t much time to get sponsors as the jump was arranged quickly, but luckily I was away for two weekends before jump date and was able to get sponsorship from a wide group of people. 
The sky dive was to take place at Netheravon, in Wiltshire and I had to be there for 10am.  As I stayed with my sister and brother in law the night before they were able to take me and watch with cameras at the ready! Although the Friday evening was really wet and miserable Saturday morning turned out to be a clear, bright and still morning.
We were really surprised to see how many people there were at Netheravon. There were tents and caravans for the enthusiasts, who were used to making a weekend of it, and some of them were already enjoying the day early. It was fascinating watching them drift down with their colorful parachutes. I was taken to be checked in, then half a dozen of us were taken to see a video of a sky dive. I didn’t lose my nerve then, but it did seem a little unreal! 
We were then taken to practice our ‘positions’ for the dive, and the landing. There was a screen showing our names and the time our flight (then jump) would be. Forty minutes before the allotted time we changed into ‘jump suits’, Then when our names were called, it was time to meet our instructors, and put harnesses on. I was very reassured that Chris, my instructor, looked big and strong! He was also very cheery, but calm.
We practiced our ‘moves’ together, then it was time to go. When we got to the plane I was told Chris and I would be last in as we were to jump first! It was 1.30pm.
There were no seats in the plane, we fitted in by sitting between each others knees. I was then firmly buckled on to Chris almost sitting on his lap. A couple then climbed in and sat in front of us. They were diving on their own and had their own parachutes. The lady fitted herself and her parachute between my legs, which was rather uncomfortable.  The ‘door’ of the plane was a see through blind so I could watch the ground as it disappeared beneath us. Chris showed me our height a couple of times, then it was time for the two single divers to go. The door opened, and they went very out quickly.
At 13,000 feet, it was our turn! The door opened, and ‘Titch’ our camera man climbed out and hung on to the side of the plane as he filmed our exit. I didn’t have time to work out how I was going to ‘jump’ or take the plunge, as we were suddenly out and dropping. We had been told to scream on the way out, and this would make sure we started breathing properly. I don’t think I screamed, but did try to breathe smoothly. This wasn’t easy as the air was very cold and was rushing passed - or was it us rushing passed the air!
It was amazing to be looking down on a few clouds and some very tiny fields and roads. I didn’t have to make the effort to smile for the camera as I was really enjoying the incredible experience. The free fall lasted for 45 seconds then Chris tapped me on the shoulder telling me it was time for him to release the parachute. It was a sudden jerk, but not as violent as I’d feared. Stonehenge was pointed out to me, although we were too high still to actually see the circle of stones. It was so quiet up there. Two or three times, Chris swung us round wide in a complete circle. I’m glad I have a strong stomach, although it did make my legs feel a bit like jelly. After about four minutes of gently drifting downwards it was time to land. My feet had to be right up in front of me, or we would have done a nose dive on hitting the ground. We landed very gently with me almost sitting on Chris’s lap. It did take a few moments for me to catch up with my body and it was a relief to sit up and take of my helmet. Standing up and walking was also an interesting experience, but I was still smiling!
When we went to take off our harnesses and jump suits I realised I couldn’t hear very well, but otherwise I seemed to be all in one piece. The cup of coffee went down very well, but I couldn’t face anything to eat for a while.
I’ve been asked several times if I’d do it again. The answer is definitely ‘Yes’. I’d like to thank all those who sponsored me as they’ve helped me raise a massive £1000.
