
 July 9, 1985 
 
 
 
 
 AN INCIDENT 
 
 
At 1445 hours after the last landing at the Sarband of the Immit Irrigation Channel (10,700 feet), the helicopter 
approached its pad at the Gilgit airport, while the PIA Fokker was revving up its engines to take off. On getting 
out of the helicopter, we noticed a white-coloured helicopter hovering dead-stationary in the direction of the 
army helipad. It looked beautiful and perfectly still suspended in the air and then suddenly it hurtled down in a 
clumsy fashion with a streak of flame emitting from its tail-end. We asked Major Iqbal to check if something 
had gone wrong. In the meanwhile the PIA Fokker had taken off. The Control Tower informed Iqbal that they 
had no information about the hovering helicopter. Suddenly we noticed smoke raising from the direction of the 
army helipad. Iqbal suggested that we better go and see if any assistance was needed and a few minutes 
later, just a few yards beyond the army helipad, we saw the burning wreckage of the beautiful bird, we had 
been admiring a few minutes earlier. It was all a tangled mass being devoured fast by the rising flames. In no 
time every bit,including the blades, were turned into smiters and ashes. The quick way it went did not give 
time to save anything. Iqbal's immediate call on the helicopter transmitter to the control tower got the fire 
brigade scurrying to the site in no more than five minutes and after momentary initial fumbling with the 
gadgetry, the fireman had the burning frame covered with foam. it was all over and the big crow which had 
assembled and had been kept at the bay by the burning flames, surged towards the scene of occurrence - 
more like a cremated corpse. 
 
Fortunately the three army pilots and the two Germans, who were in the helicopter, came out unscathed. This 
was a German helicopter on demonstration flight. 
 
We turned back with a tinge of sadness at what had happened and flew over the town lest people might think 
something. God forbid, had happened to our helicopter. No sooner had I reached office, telephone calls 
started pouring in and friends took a sigh of relief on hearing the facts. My houseboy almost lost his voice on 
hearing that something had happened to our helicopter. Everyone from the office had run to the airport 
hearing the news. It was touching and most heart warming to know people cared so much.The though of the 
beautiful hovering bird in the air kept me haunting for quite some time. Such a sad end to what must have 
been promised a grand demonstration. 
 
I wished Iqbal and Yunus the best of luck on their flight to Chitral and advised them to take good care of 
themselves. 


