The Curious History of Three Blackpool and Fylde Gliding Clubs.

1930 1950 1969
We got our nickname when we made training circuits,
but were able to do very little soaring.
Then we bought a farm in Fiddlers Lane.
@BFGC 2019

The Full History of the Blackpool and
Fylde Gliding Club since 1930
Introduction
The active gliding club at Chipping has a continuous history since 1950 and ample
records of activities and developments. This is a happy outfit based on self-help. It
has not out-grown reliance on effort freely offered, has not felt the need to employ
staff, but has kept an excellent spirit among its members. These ideas allowed us to
grow steadily with sound finances, while holding fees and charges as low as possible,
hence allowing many people to contribute in very valuable ways. Our history is well
worth recording while some of the original people are able to collate and decipher the
early papers, put names to faces on the photographs, and reminisce.
Previous gliding activities in Lancashire started from 1910, and have been included
because of their great interest, and because they have largely gone without mention
elsewhere. The Leeming-Prince-Wood glider of 1924 was flown in Manchester. The
English Electric Wren of 1923 was made in Preston, a motor glider years ahead of its
time. Two local gliding clubs were formed in 1930, at Preston and Blackpool.
An ATC gliding school in Blackpool from 1942-1948 helped to sow seeds for the
eventual Blackpool & Fylde Gliding Club. Jack Aked was the proprietor and his story
is told in some detail; sometimes it will appear that we thought he was inhibiting
development, perhaps he was more wise than we gave him credit, but he is
remembered with affection and thanks for the very great contributions he made in
so many ways to the successful founding of this thriving club, between 1950 and his
death in 1979.
Keith Emslie
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Chapter 1: Local Pioneers, 1910 – 1912
Lancastrians were quick to follow the lead of the first pioneers and three activities are
recorded between 1910 and 1912. John Leeming was at preparatory school in Birkdale, near
Southport, and made a monoplane of span 20 feet out of bamboo and piano wire. He took it
on to the sand dunes nearby, but his weight caused the wings to bend upwards alarmingly.
His assistant, Alan Goodfellow, was less heavy and got airborne, but the glider was soon
damaged by landing sideways. They made three more gliders, without real success, however
they were contemporary with the Darmstadt schoolboys, and it must rate as a noble effort.
Both men went on to have leading careers in aviation. Leeming’s fifth glider was the LPW,
described in the next chapter, he went on to lead the Lancashire Aero Club into existence at
Barton airfield, landed on the peak of Helvellyn, persuaded Manchester to build the first
civic airfield at Barton, then founded an air taxi and cargo airline to give Barton some initial
operations. He wrote the first book of flying instruction for private pilots.
Alan Goodfellow learnt to fly at Hendon, flew in the RFC during World War I, joined the
Fleet Air Arm for World War II and ended as Commander (A), RNVR. He helped Leeming
found Lancashire Aero Club, but preferred their gliding activities, and got B badge number
11 in 1930, going on to help found
the Derby & Lancs club at
Camphill. He worked in aviation
insurance at that time, and was
active with the formation of BGA;
at a dinner to honour Kronfield in
1930 he toasted the visitors.
Going back to 1912, one Fred
Woods built a Wright type biplane
glider at Fleetwood, mentioned in
Lewis “British Aircraft From
1809-1914”. Details are not
known, but perhaps there are
newspaper reports to be found.

Fred Woods in his Wright type glider

Also in 1912 a unique aircraft was tried as a glider. The Lee-Richards annular wing; a circular
planform with a hole diameter half span. The powered prototype was a biplane, and they
tested it at Middleton Sands, Heysham
in 1911. This was supposed to be a very
stable configuration, and a later version
flew for 128 hours, but the prototype
had run into a gulley, and then been
destroyed when the hangar blew down in
a gale. They had been changing the
leading edge camber shape, but were
unable to decide which was best, so
before rebuilding they tried two models,
The Lee-Richards Glider at Sellet Banks
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span 4.7 feet, flown indoors. Extra
camber seemed to give a flatter glide
angle, but the other person said that
this was due to better launch
technique. So they went full scale.
The glider was a biplane, but the upper
wing was only the front half of the
circle. Elevators behind the wing were
also operated differentially for roll
control, and a fin and rudder were
added later. The pilot’s seat was in
the hole, and the breeze. Wing span
The Lee-Richards annular glider in flight
(diameter) 22 feet; wing area 400sq.
ft.; empty weight grew from 215lbs to 390lbs and pilot plus ballast took gross weight up
to 710lbs maximum.
Launch was by catapult from a track, pulled by a rope tied to a dropping weight within a
tall tripod. The site was Sellet Banks, an east-facing slope 117 feet above the River Lune
near Kirkby Lonsdale. The glider made many successful glides, and the glide ratio was 1 in
8. It was very stable and controllable, was banked into turns, and even taken through the
stall to 30 degrees nose-up, when it pancaked steadily. They often flew in winds of 20
mph, and even in 40 mph. On the final day of flying at the end of the trials in December
1912, Cedric Lee made a soaring flight in a strong wind. Cine film was taken, used in the
opening clips of ‘Those Magnificent Men’, and stored in the Science Museum. A non-flying
replica of the powered version is now in the Newark museum.

Sources:
Sailplane and Glider, August 1944 ‘Alan Goodfellow – Vivatuary.’
Lewis ‘British Aircraft 1809 – 1914’ (Putnam
)
Connon ‘Aviation in Galloway and Cumbria’.
Jarrett ‘Circles in the Sky’ (Aeroplane monthly, September and October 1976)
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Chapter 2: The Leeming–Prince–Wood Glider
In 1922 John Leeming wanted to start flying, and aviation had progressed a long way since
his schooldays, but he had very little cash to spare. He started to design his fifth glider,
as the cheapest possible way to get airborne, but even the cost of materials worried him.
Living in Manchester, he knew that Avro had made 8, 340 of their 504K trainers and many
were then stored but unwanted. So he approached Avro to seek scrap materials, and was
lucky to meet Clement Wood of the sales staff, who turned out to be a kindred spirit.
They raided the ‘scrap pile’ and bought what they needed for a song. The most costly
items on the glider were two bicycle wheels that cost full price.
Pictures of the finished glider show
clear resemblances with the Avro 504K,
fuselage curves, wing tip shape, ailerons,
tailplane and elevator, rudder plus a
fixed fin from either a seaplane version
or one of the Avro derivatives using 504
components to make useful civil aircraft.
Control cable runs to the tail unit and
wing bracing points are also consistent.
It seems as though they had picked up
major components, probably needing
repair, and they took until May 1924 to
Leeming’s garden workshop. Note that door!
be ready to fly. One of the Avro
workshop foremen, Tom Prince, joined them to supervise the work, hence LPW stood for
Leeming, Prince and Wood. The group grew to be ten strong, all wishing to fly powered
aircraft, and in fact being the nucleus of the Lancashire Aero Club at Barton.
The Daily Mail contest at Itford came and went in October 1922. The LPW had been
started, but they didn’t join the scramble to make an instant glider. The Brokker was a
very similar concept, using wing panels from Fokker D.7 on the body of a Bristol Fighter;
even this soared for an hour on the hill, which must have been very encouraging.

The LPW glider at Alexandra Park Airfield in Central Manchester
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Leeming cut off the nose and front
cockpit, and faired it in. Wing panels
were fixed to the fuselage behind the
pilot’s shoulders, and braced from
upper pylons and the bottom of the
fuselage. The thin wings had two spars,
so the lift bracing wires also added
torsional stiffness; a picture shows
wash-in on the outer wings, so the front
bracings should have been shortened
…… the result was a pleasing glider for
those days, at least with an enclosed
body, rather than the later open

primaries. But gliding and sinking
performance probably wasn’t too
good, with a large fuselage and so
many bracing wires.
Flying took place at Alexandra Park
aerodrome, in the middle of
Manchester, starting 24th May 1924,
car towing, having trouble with the
long grass. Rope length quoted as
200 ft, so straight hops were all that
that was possible. Several pilots
Leeming on car tow in 1924
flew on many occasions. Sadly,
Leeming crashed the LPW in September 1924, when flying for press photographers on a
windier day than usual. Struggling to fly level in the gusts, he didn’t notice how high he
had reached so quickly, almost above the car. The driver looked back and saw the glider
above, probably feared that the rope would fall on him, stopped the car and ran away. The
glider stalled and didn’t recover, probably through the wind gradient; Leeming wasn’t hurt,
but the glider was badly smashed. The newspaper pictures will be interesting,when found.
The wreck was rebuilt with an engine fitted, and used for taxying practice for new
recruits, but never flew; Leeming says that it was too heavy, probably too nose-heavy.
Then the embryo aero club was given one of the first DH Cirrus Moths in 1925, and got on
with the serious business. They invented flour bombing, and crazy flying by the fool that
had never flown before but thought it looked easy.

Sources:
Leeming’s autobiography ‘Airdays’ (Harrop 1936)
Robinson ‘Aviation in Manchester’ (RAeS 1980)
Jackson ‘Avro Aircraft Since 1980’
(Putnam 1990)
Owers ‘Avro 504K’ (Radio Control Scale Aircraft, February 1992)
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Chapter 3: The English Electric Wren of 1923
Bill Manning was their aircraft designer from 1908 to 1926. He attended the Itford
meeting in October 1922, as a Royal Aero Club observer and recognised the low drag
being achieved. If he could apply this to a powered aircraft ……
He went back to draw a monoplane with cantilever wing and a 398 cc flat twin ABC
motor bike engine, quoted to give 7.25 hp at 4500 rpm, but the 3.75 feet diameter prop
only reached 2,700 rpm. Wing span 37 feet, chord 3 - 5 feet. Equipped weight 232 lb.,
all-up 360 (designed to be 210 + pilot 140 + petrol & oil 10). Flying speed between 26
and 52 mph. Climb rate 200 feet per minute.
In our terms this was a self-sustaining motor glider, but with a very low Rough Air
Speed. The structure was lightly built, before skins were expected to take any loads.
Internal wire bracing held the structure together, because glues were not trusted, and
provided the stiffness. If this were brought up to date, and given more power, it would
make a real fun machine, with our knowledge of how to operate it, and where to fly.
Anyway it attracted an Air Ministry contract as a light trainer for the RAF, and the
first low hops were made at Ashton Park ( just north of Preston Dock ) in April 1923,
then it was taken to Lytham and flown from the beach. Cookson's bakery uses the
original hangars of the English Electric flying boat base. The Wren flew for 68 minutes
one day on less than one gallon! It also landed in a field once, when it couldn't get back
home.

Photograph by Nigel Ish

The Daily Mail ran another contest in October 1923, for the longest flight on a single
gallon. The dry tank was given just that, then the aircraft was flown round a 15 mile
triangular course until the engine started to cough. The Wren tied for first place on
87.5 miles. However the thing wasn't really practical, and never caught on, but one
survived to be restored and flown at Warton in 1956. The weight had grown to 266 lbs,
they made a larger coarser prop. and climbed to 1200 feet once they had coaxed the
motor up to 2,500 revs. Beamont achieved level flight between 34 and 40 mph only. He
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praised the handling, but regretted the lack of power. The Wren went to Shuttleworth
where it is kept airworthy, and it was overhauled again at Warton in 1981.

The Wren takes off from Lytham beach in 1923. This area is now overgrown.

Manning went on to write books; his "Airsense" is a good theory of flight, and he
became Chairman of the BGA Technical Committee from 1935-1939. At English
Electric he employed R. L. Howard-Flanders on design liaison with the workshops; this
was another gliding type, who wrote "Gliding And Motorless Flight" in 1930, was a BGA
Council Member, and Secretary during 1935.
The Chief Test Pilot at Lytham was
Marcus D. Manton, who joined the London Gliding Club, got BGA "A" badge number 3 in
May 1930, and his "C" badge on 7 June 1930. He later became CFI at Dunstable.
What a pity that English Electric closed down their aircraft business in 1926; what
would those gentlemen have done if they had stayed around Preston and Lytham ?

Sources.
Ransom & Fairclough "English Electric & Their Predecessors" (Putnam)
Riding "Pre-War Ultra Lights" ( Aeroplane Monthly, October 1984 )
Boughton "Story of the British Light Aeroplane"
INTERCOM, B.Ae. house magazine,1981 & 1983.
Beamont "Fighter Test Pilot"
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Chapter 4: The First Blackpool and Fylde Gliding Club
This was proposed by William T. Aked in October 1930, and 80 people showed interest, but
only 40 paid the first subscription of one guinea (£1.05). A primary glider cost £55,
either for a Dagnall Dagling or a Cloudcraft Dickson. They also needed a catapult rope at
least, even if storage, trailing and flying could be donated, so funds were very tight.
In February 1931 Cloudcraft offered two of their Dickson gliders at only £35, fitted with
"Avro wings" which can only have been panels from spare Avro 504K biplanes. A picture in
Sailplane & Glider shows roundels on the wings! B & F ordered one, which was delivered in
May 1931. The evening paper told of their first flying on 9 & 10 May 1931, in a field lent
by Mr. Robinson at Thornton Cleveleys. Jack Aked lived at "Ashdell", Victoria Road,
Thornton le-Fylde and would have been 18 or 20 at the time (he gave his birth date as 7
November 1910 once, but 1912 elsewhere). In 1949 he wrote, "I did not take a very active
part myself owing to being a junior and somewhat involved in studies". An 18 or a 20 year
old junior ?

The Cloudcraft Dickson open primary glider bought by William Aked in May 1931, displayed outside his car showroom.
The board reads - “The Blackpool and Fylde Gliding Club. Learn to fly cheaply and safely by joining the club.
Annual Subscription - £1-1-0.”

On the Saturday there was hardly any wind, so the catapult ropes only slid them along the
ground while they balanced on the ailerons. Their first flying was on the Sunday when
"several members reached a height of about 15 feet". We don't know how they later got on,
but surmise not very well, for on 24 June 1931 the paper reported a meeting of club
members:
"Various items in connection with the clubs' work were considered. The question of a
demonstration ground and hangar was discussed and it is hoped that arrangements for
these will be made. As soon as they are secured, members will meet weekly for instruction.
The President (Mr. Aked, of St. Annes) has promised a trophy for competition, and it is
hoped that the local club will prove that the Fylde coast is in the front rank of the sport
of engineless flying".
We have a membership application form that defines gliding flight as losing height, while
"soaring flight necessitates a different type of machine. The pilot’s object is to take
10

advantage of ascending air currents caused mainly by the wind being obstructed by
woods, hills and mountains and deflected upwards." Soaring records are quoted as
3,000 feet, 62 miles and 14 hours.

Jack Aked's membership card mentions the trophy, value 30 guineas, to be won by the
first member to pilot a glider for two hours: a single outright win. Hill soaring to this
standard was done at Barrow in 1932, but it is ironic that when Blackpool members
first soared thermals at Samlesbury, durations were restricted to one hour solo and
half an hour dual, in order to get through the list, and this exactly 30 years later.
Sadly this all turned out to be pie in the sky, for the last relic is a letter to members
calling a crisis EGM for 4 April 1932. In October 1931 only 15 members had renewed
their subs., and though "the liabilities have been reduced to only £22.75, one or two
creditors are threatening legal action." We can only assume that the club was wound
up. Even to sell the glider would not have been easy, for many clubs were struggling.
Many names were quoted of folk who took part in 1931 :President William T. Aked, later Capt. C. C. Erskine Bolst, M.P.
Patron The Mayor of Blackpool, later Capt. Lord Stanley, M.P.
Vice-Presidents Coun. Masterson, H. Fletcher, R. L. Swale, D. Caine, C. Hilton, G. Ball,
N. Burton
Club Captain C. B. Harris
Hon. Secretary W. T. Plant, later G. C. Handley, J. W. Whittaker
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Hon. Treasurer R. I. Flower, later R. D. Hughes
Hon. Solicitor B. Thurman
Committee Constable, Rider, Eccles
Plus the one known mere member, Jack Aked.
The "Club Captain" (= C.F.I.) C.B.Harris was an RFC pilot with instructing experience at
Walter Merriam’s Isle of Wight G.C.. During WW2 he rose to the rank of Lt. Col. in REME.
When he died in 1953, Jack scattered his ashes from the air. William Aked survived to
act as guarantor to Jack when the T.21 was bought with a loan from the Kemsley Flying
Trust in 1954.
Sources:
Club records : membership application form
Jack Aked's membership card
Letter from Secretary, 18 March 1932.
West Lancs Evening Gazette, 12 May & 24 June 1931.
Sailplane & Glider, 7 Nov 1930 & 13 March 1931.
Vintage Glider Club News, Issues 70 & 75. (Dickson glider)
Henley's ABC of Gliding and Sailflying.

Gliding Demonstrations at Blackpool - 1931

Lowe-Wylde strapping in to his BAC 6. What instruments?

While the Blackpool & Fylde Gliding Club were
still without a glider a new manufacturer
(British Aircraft Company) was publicising their
products by giving demonstrations of car towing
all over the country. The club secretary invited
them to Blackpool. Lowe-Wylde brought a BAC
6 solo glider, which was developed into the BAC
7 two-seater. (Michael Mauf of Ilkley restored
one and started flying it in 1991.) The car was a
Bentley, and the flying weekend was on 14 - 15
March 1931.

When the local paper announced this they
drew attention to a fatal accident four days
earlier, in Hertfordshire, when a Thomas
Lander had stalled from the launch and dived
steeply to earth. The BGA had previously put
a ban on any launching procedures not
approved by them. The paper said that the
Blackpool demonstration would probably go
The BAC 6 landing at Brooklands Race Track
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ahead, but only because the BGA had no control over a commercial operator! In fact
Lander had been trying the first winch launch ever, and thought that the surge from "all
out" would be eased if he fitted a length of elastic catapult rope between the cable and
the glider. The driver let in the clutch suddenly and the glider was shot fiercely into the
air, causing the glider to stall steeply. Nowadays we fit a length of hemp and call it the
shock rope, but only the modellers use
elastic catapults from flat ground. The
BGA would certainly not have restrained
car tow launching by their Council Member,
who would probably have been asked to vet
dubious practices by inexperienced new
clubs anyway.
The flying was done on Stanley Park
aerodrome, now the zoo, and the picture
printed in the paper shows the BAC 6
glider climbing steeply at roof height
against a hangar with a rounded roof,
A recent photo of the Stanley Park Aerodrome
hangar and control cupola
possibly the zoo offices ( now carrying the
control tower cupola). With 250 yards of wire Lowe-Wylde reached 500 to 700 feet, and
completed full circuits. A power pilot
showed interest, was given a briefing
and then short hops in the solo glider.
He wrote a letter to Sailplane &
Glider full of enthusiasm and perhaps
surprise.
Several other gliding clubs sent
observers, Furness (Barrow), Preston ;
eight members arrived from
Manchester (Royal Aero. Soc./ Lancs.
Aero Club) in four power planes.
Furness took some cine film; if only
that could be unearthed...

Robert Kronfeld in his Wien

Further gliding demonstrations took place on Wednesday 8th July 1931 at the Blackpool
Air Pageant. Robert Kronfeld was the
star attraction with his Wien glider
(strutted wings of 19 metre span, about
Olympia performance). He had recently
made a thermal soaring flight of 65 km.
from Hanworth (near Heathrow) drifting
across Central London for four hours to
land at Chatham. He was billed to repeat
this feat around Blackpool ... In the
The Wien about to launch.
event "despite the strong wind he was
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towed up to 800 or 900 feet and glided
smoothly and evenly past, underneath the
clouds around the aerodrome". That
sounds more like Blackpool weather!
Krause flew the Lyons Tea Falke, and
launches were by aerotow; this had been
used to tow them to 10,000 feet for
gliding flights across the English Channel.
The Lyons Tea Falke
The third glider was a BAC 7 two-seater,
owned by Barbara Cartland, and flown by Edward
Mole.

Edward Mole with both Barbara Cartlands!

The tug was a Cirrus Moth flown by Geoffrey
Tyson, which towed the BAC 7 up from London
with a pit stop at Birmingham. They landed by
mistake at Squires Gate, took off again for
Stanley Park and released the glider. The
trailing rope then struck the wing of a parked
aircraft while the Moth was approaching to
land…….

The Cirrus Moth used as a tug

Sources:
West Lancashire Evening Gazette
12, 14, 16 March 1931.
Sailplane & Glider
13 & 20 Feb. 6, 13, 20, 27 March, 3 April 1931.
West Lancs Evening Gazette
12 May, 24 June, 2, 8 & 9 July 1931.
Lytham - St. Annes Express
2 September 1932.
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Chapter 5: Preston and District Glider Club, 1930-1938
This club also was formed in October 1930, with
enough initial funds to immediately order a
Dagnall RFD Dagling at £55, which was delivered
in November 1930. They exhibited this glider in
a Preston showroom for a week, and held a public
meeting on 26 November.
At the weekend 29-30 November they took it
along to an inaugural gliding demonstration at
Green Hill near Darwen, organised by the
A Dagling primary glider
Accrington Club. The star visitor was a German instructor, Carl Magersuppe, employed by
the Scarborough club, who brought their Kassel Hercules two-seater (christened
"Scarboro"). The CFI of the Preston club was Len Falla who had 2,000 power hours. On the
Saturday the wind blew strongly but
from an unexpected direction, so they
moved a mile across the moor to find a
spot from which Magersuppe gave
several soaring flights to passengers.
Falla found the wind to be uncomfortably
strong for the Dagling. However on the
Sunday the lighter wind allowed Falla to
make several glides down the hill face, to
gain A badge number 129, with a 35
second flight. 30 November 1930.
The ‘Scarboro’ in flight

Preston Glider Club found a flying site at
Beacon Fell, where they could slide down various gentle slopes while giving basic solo
training from catapult launches. Butler's Farm was their base to store the glider parts,
while Mrs. Butler fed, warmed and dried them. Their watering hole was the Green Man at
Inglewhite. The farmhouse was knocked down in 1939, but the yard now forms the car
park looking west from the upper slopes. Gliding first took place there on 6-7 December
1930, despite thick fog and heavy rain, when two flights were made. On 14 December
seven members had three ground slides each in a gusty wind and hail storms. Thick fog on
the 21st led to a discourse on Theory of Flight, but the 22nd was bright with a steady 5
knot wind, so they achieved their first full day of training glides down gentle slopes. 20
of them, pulling the glider back up by hand. Later they used a car with a drum bolted to
one rear wheel as a retrieving winch.
They sent many reports to Club News in Sailplane & Glider, then issued weekly, so we learn
that they flew in a strong wind on Easter Sunday 7 April 1931, when Len Falla was caught
out and turned upside down coming to grief on the hill face, but unhurt. The glider had one
wing badly damaged, but RFD had spare parts available so members trailed down to
Guildford. On the way home the trailer hitch broke, and the precious cargo landed in a
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ditch, damaging a wing again, but they were able to repair this themselves.
short because they had booked a major demonstration for 16-17 May.

Time was

Lyons Tea were employing Werner Krause to tour the
country in an advertising stunt, flying two gliders with
LYONS TEA painted large on the fuselages. A Falke
secondary glider (one hangs in Windermere Steamboat
Museum), and a Westpreussen sailplane (Darmstadt 1, 16
metres without struts, GO 535 aerofoil, a real floater.)
christened the Lyons Tea Cloud Yacht. Every weekend they
were booked to visit a "hill soaring site" although some of
these were unproved, they were very dependent on
cooperative weather, the sites had to be near people, and
with easy access. Do you sense trouble?
Beacon Fell was thought of as a windy place, but on 16 May
1931 it was not. By 2.30 pm when the programme was to
The Falke , catapult launching
start a gentle breeze had sprung up from the south-west, 4
or 5 mph, but there were thousands of visitors to amuse, and a sponsor to satisfy, so the
show had to go on. 7,000 was their
estimate of attendance on the
Sunday. The mind boggles, and
wonders whether Mr. Butler was
amused. Most would have walked
from Garstang or Longridge if not
A Westpreussen Darmstadt
Preston. Sir James Openshaw made
a speech of welcome, then Krause explained what soaring was like, and what he would
attempt, before being catapulted off from the hill top. Go and have a look at this site, it
is just one and a half miles west of Lower Cock Hill Farm, and imagine it before all the
trees were planted. Would you take a catapult launch in an Olympia, even in a stiff breeze?
Krause actually soared the Westpreussen for 5 minutes, and had just enough height to try
for a landing back on top. Still turning he touched a wing tip which swung him round and the
tail struck hard. Krause inspected the glider, and pronounced it whole, so he took a second
launch. This time he soared for four minutes before coming back to land, but with
disastrous results. The rear fuselage was broken off. Krause switched to the Falke, and
made delayed descents to the fields below, while Falla did similar in the Dagling.
On the Sunday there was even less wind, but the Falke and Dagling made many gliding
descents, joined by another primary from Accrington. Falla actually stretched one flight to
one minute thirty-five seconds, giving him the B badge (requiring one minute with S turns).
But did this sell much Lyons Tea?
Avro were able to repair the Westpreussen during the week, so Krause took it to Ilkley for
his next booking the following weekend, at a site called Woofa Bank. He started to hill soar
up to a comfortable height, but after a few minutes he fell into a spin and crashed. The
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glider was wrecked, but Krause didn’t break anything. He was prepared to carry on, but
was restrained from flying again that day. The glider was rebuilt in 1934 but spun in
again ...
Preston Glider Club travelled around to other clubs to take part in flying meetings. 27 28 June 1931 saw them at Bunster Hill, Ilam Hall, Dovedale, Derbyshire for a contest
organised by the Nottingham Club. 8,000 cars arrived. Preston won four silver medals,
and flew two A badges; A. W. Graham, F. Naylor, L. Edwards, L. Falla. Two weeks later
there was the Blackpool Air Pageant on the Wednesday (with Kronfeld, Krause and Mole)
and a BGA Conference at Ilkley on the Saturday. They trailed the Dagling with them, to
take part in flying on the Sunday at Malham, and they went again to join in the August
holiday camp week. On 17 - 18 October they went up to Barrow, where the Furness club
were holding a hill soaring contest on Ireleth, the west facing hill, using a site at
Moorside, Askam. They didn't do much because the wind was north-east.
It seems that these experiences
made them dissatisfied with
Beacon Fell, because after 6
December 1931 they didn't fly
there any more. On 13 March
1932 they started to fly on
Middleton Sands, Heysham using
car towing on a six mile stretch
of beach, and they erected an RE
7 hangar of 2520 sq.ft. (40x63 or 42x60 or 45x56). They had a second glider, a BAC 5
(parallel wings, twin wheels) bought by a member, plus a kit of parts to make up the
longer span tapered wings used on the BAC 6 and the BAC 7 two-seater. Len Falla was
moving towards dual training, but sadly they had a fatal accident with the BAC 5 on 15
May 1932. A.W. Graham was launched to about 150 feet, and flew straight for 100 - 150
yards, then went into a stall (perhaps intentionally, for Falla had demonstrated how to do
this.) The glider then dived steeply into the sand.
Cooperation between clubs was in the air, and amalgamations. The Ilkley club visited
Heysham on 24 April 1932, and arranged to do initial training with the Preston club, who
were invited to use Malham as their soaring site. (Gordale Scar? Very dubious!) Ilkley
trained there until members tried to remove limestone boulders by dynamite, and the
farmer withdrew his permission! Many clubs faded away, Bolton, Accrington, Rochdale,
Kendal, Windermere, Pendle Forest (where ?), Cononley (a village near Skipton) as well as
Blackpool. Falla became involved with the Association of Northern Gliding Clubs, and
another Preston man, R.F.L. Gosling, later well known as an aeromodeller. Leeds joined
with Bradford, Sheffield with Huddersfield. Eventually two major clubs arose,
Yorkshire at Sutton Bank, Derby & Lancs at Camphill. Preston and Furness were rather
far away, and were left out.
From 27 August to 4 September 1932 the Furness club ran an Open Contest for the BGA,
at Askam. This time the west winds blew, and real hill soaring was achieved. Best height
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was 1,700 feet. Durations up to 2 hours 38 minutes were flown and a cross-country of 13
miles hill soaring past Broughton and Torver to Coniston ( Buxton in the Slingsby Falcon
version of the Falke ). Len Falla flew the Dagling, which was now fitted with a nacelle,
for 37 minutes. A fortnight later he went back for another go, and stayed up for 55
minutes.
From then on the Club stopped sending reports to Club News, and the next mention is of
Falla flying a BAC 7 two-seater ("salad & cream") at Sutton Bank on 12 August 1934, the
weekend following the site opening. He then flew it at their inaugural Open Contest the
first week in September "recently completed, painted green & cream", presumably those
tapered wings now assembled, plus a fuselage kit. Harold Holdsworth was Ground
Engineer for the Yorkshire GC, and reports that he had already mended the wings after a
crash while Preston GC members had repaired the fuselage. Holdsworth was taken up on
the test flight, and was critical of Falla's control handling, "Falla constantly fidgeted
with the controls. They had no time to work one way before he moved the stick the
other way."
Annual statistics for Preston GC at the end of 1934 are quoted at 20 members, two
gliders, (Dagling & BAC 7), subs £3. 3s. Flying fees were 2s 6d per day. This was a barely
viable situation, however they survived until 1936, when they tried to fit their gliders
with engines, in league with the Lancaster & Morecambe Aero Club. Whether they
achieved this is not certain but they went to court against their engine supplier, for
delivering a faulty crankshaft, and got damages and costs.
How they ended is not known, if they survived until 1939, they certainly didn't resume in
1946, when gliding was allowed again.

Sources:
Sailplane & Glider magazines 1930 - 1936.
Vintage Glider Club News supplement, by Harold Holdsworth.
( Lyons Tea, Westpreussen, Preston BAC 7, Len Falla.)
Lyons Tea meeting souvenir Programme.
Martin Simons "Vintage Sailplanes" (Kookaburra 1986)
Robert Kronfeld "Gliding and Soaring" (Hamilton 1932)
( Westpreussen & Hercules gliders.)
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Chapter 6: Air Training Corps Gliding School
This centres on Jack Aked, who started gliding during wartime, as Commanding Officer of
ATC No. 181 Gliding School, Stanley Park Airfield, Blackpool (now the site of Blackpool Zoo).
The previous C.O. was Llewellyn H. Barker, who was an engineer with I.C.I. and presumably
worked at their Fleetwood plant, and was then moved to Yorkshire or Durham. Jack joined
the RAFVR as a flying officer and was later
promoted to Flight Lieutenant.
John Scholes Aked ( he hated the John, and
loathed the S ) was born on the 7th November
1910 (or was it 1912? His log books quote one, his
PPL the other!). He joined his father, William T.
Aked, in managing the garage at St. Annes. He
trained as a motor engineer, to be able to
supervise mechanics with authority, and thus in
wartime he apparently had a reserved occupation
that exempted him from call-up into the armed
services. This was remarkable because Jack had
learned to fly between June 1933 and April 1935
at Blackpool on Avro Avian and DH Gipsy Moth
A recent photo of the garage building of WT Aked and Son
biplanes. Between these dates he flew 41.10
hours as P.2 and 10.10 hours as P.1, but apparently he didn't continue to fly. Even so you
would have expected him to be called up, aged either 27 or 29, when the RAF was short of
pilots in 1939.
Aked’s garage had the building between the Empire Cinema and the police station, also a
‘Heavy Workshop’ in St. David's Road, while his father was based in St. George's Road, now
the Fylde Box Company. Jack managed the latter as a munitions factory, and presumably
the garage was also stuffed with lathes
and milling machines.
As a sideline in ‘war work’ Jack’s flying
experience was enough to supervise solo
training for ATC cadets, and he probably
took a training course. Civilian gliding
had been made illegal from January 1940
until December 1945, but the ATC used
Sutton Bank and Long Mynd to train ATC
instructors. They used two-seaters and
yes, got in not a little soaring while
A Slingsby Cadet T.7 in flight
nobody noticed. Jack didn’t keep a
logbook until May 1945, but he then guessed that he had done 20 hours gliding since 1942.
He then records five flights in a Cadet (Slingsby T.7) at 5 minutes each (not timed) on 14
June 1945. Not bad for an instructor giving solo training!
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Photographs show the Wild winch
(ex-barrage balloon), Beaverettes
for fast retrieving of gliders after
long hops, and many gliders.
Jack flew:T.7 Cadets TS 301, RA 885, RA
907, RA 945, RA 946, RA 986,
RA 989,
T.8 Tutor VM 637 (and was photo'd
with TS 348 )
RFD Dagling (nacelled?), NW 4,
Grunau Baby (registration not
logged. Mysterious..)

The Wild winch

In July 1945 Jack went on an ATC
course at Sutton Bank. He logged
mostly circuits, but flew Falcon 1 and
Kite 1, plus 21 minutes as P.2 in a
Falcon 3. He went again in
September, and then in December
1946 he got very lucky, 26 minutes
dual hill soaring in Slingsby Type 20
(a huge tandem prototype, later
flown from an aircraft carrier, and
ditched), then let loose in a T.8
Tutor for 37 minutes of "C" badge,
peak height 970 feet.

Retrieving with a Beaverette

His instructor was Llewellyn H. Barker, who became C.F.I. for the revived Yorkshire G.C.
He had been soaring since pre-war, and had owned an Abbott-Baynes Scud 3 (the glider
version of the Carden-Baynes Auxiliary) since 1936. Barker had made several good crosscountry flights in the Scud, which
escaped the attention of the RAF in
1940, so that it spent the war in
storage at Stanley Park, within its
trailer. In 1947 Barker gave the Scud
to one Jack Clarke, who had been his
second in command (and not to Jack
Aked...) and it was overhauled by
Martin Hearn at vast expense, so
Clarke had to sell it. At least he let
Jack have eight flights in it. By then
they had moved the ATC GS to
Warton aerodrome but it was
Air Training Corps No.181 Gliding School, Stanley Park airfield Blackpool.
disbanded in July 1948, due to lack of
Commanding Officer: Flight Lieutenant J.S. Aked
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suitable cadets coming forward. Jack
managed one more jolly at the
taxpayers expense, a trip to BAFO,
Salzgitter (Germany), to fly to Grunau
in Olympia SG.38 (open primary) and
Kranich two-seater.
Jack was also invited to fly at EFTS
Derby from January 1946 under the
auspices of RAFVR and made 19 dual
flights in Tiger Moths, total 10.50
Inspection time with two RAFVR Squadron Leaders
hours, before going solo. He went on
to get his PPL, and flew a few hours each year, mostly in Austers, eventually being cleared
to aerotow at Lasham in 1967.
With his ATC gliding ended, in September 1948 Jack went for a week to the Long Mynd,
where he was checked out in their brand new T.21, and was hooked. Let loose for an hour
in T.8 Tutor, promoted to Kite 1 for an hour, then 5.13 silver hours. Next spring he
joined as a country member, and got the Kite up to 3,800 feet ... without a barograph! It
took Jack 15 more years to complete his silver badge! He flew at the Long Mynd until
1952, as well as the Kite using an ‘Eon Grunau’, Olympia and that lovely T.21. There in
1951 he met one Keith Emslie, on camp from Cranfield, and in fact while Keith was pole
squatting in a Grunau, Jack was catapulted off to join him in an Olympia. Next year, Keith
was blown away in a thermal, and landed
40 miles away, so when he settled at
Lytham in 1952 and went to see Jack’s
new gliding club, he was disappointed to be
unwelcome. It took some time to realise
why: Jack didn’t want a member with
higher soaring qualifications than the CFI!
In 1956 a group working at Warton (Keith
Emslie, Mike Henney, Dennis Carey and
Martin Cowburn) bought the Scud 3 (BGA
Buying the Scud 3 at Dyce in 1956
283) from its current home in Scotland.
They started to do car tows using Keith's
Armstrong Siddeley (1937, six cylinders, preselector gearbox). They were very unpopular with
a man who had hens in a garden up to the fence
near to the runway that was used by the P 1
(Lightning prototype). The hens went berserk
when the large hawk floated across, although the
P 1 jets never worried them! They only flew at
Warton on three days, just to get the feel of the
glider, then took it to the Long Mynd for one
The Scud panel
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glorious month. Keith managed two weekends there, and three good hill soaring flights,
but the others felt that they were unable to take enough advantage of the glider, and
they did not have a workshop to lay out the bits for overhaul of this delicate caseinglued structure, so this attempt at a private
soaring group just faded away. The Scud
languished in its trailer alongside Keith’s
house in Lytham until in 1961 Dennis Carey
had moved to Nympsfield and found a
potential buyer, Mike Garnett. In
conjunction with Peter Philpot, who came to
view, haggled just a little, and bore away the
Scud in the trailer from ‘Rhubarb & Custard’,
their original Skylark 2. It's a small world,
isn't it!
A Scud 3 in flight
The trailer that had housed the Scud 3 from 1936 until 1961 was left behind. This was
clad in commercial non-waterproof plywood, covered with tarred roofing felt. By 1961
the trailer was wilting a little, but still not letting in any water. When Jack was moving
the B&FGC to Samlesbury he needed a housing for the Eon Baby, so Keith offered him
the old Scud trailer, which would hold together for one last trip on the road, and remain
static at Samlesbury. Jack and Ivor Stretch came to view the trailer, offered free,
and they spent more time inspecting it and dithering over whether to accept, than Peter
Philpot had taken to view and buy the airframe !

Sources:
Jack Aked's papers, log books, photos.
Blackpool Gazette & Herald, 5th Jan, 4th May, 29th June 1946
Sailplane & Glider, 1937 - 1939 (L H Barker & Scud 3).
Keith Emslie's records (Scud 3).
Comments from Eric Gillett, Aked employee from 1938 - 1942 & 1945 - 1950.
Dave Masterson BFGC member still in 1999.
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Chapter 7: Blackpool & Fylde Gliding Club
Jack & Audrey Aked had a holiday cottage, "Avon
Nook", Well Lane, Larbreck, Great Eccleston
distant all of 9 miles from their home 99 South
Promenade, St.Annes. The story goes that they
were entertaining some of "Jack's ATC staff" at
Larbreck, and regretting the loss of the ATC
gliding school. Someone suggested forming a
civilian club, and started a fund by putting a half
crown into a jar (two shillings and six pence,
£0.125) but now worth £2 or so. In 1949 money
Jack and Audrey’s holiday cottage
was tight, standards of living and wages were
much lower than today, and conditions had still not recovered from wartime shortages.
Food was still rationed until 1953! Buying gliders was going to be quite expensive. But the
existing clubs were a long way off, Sutton Bank, Camphill, Long Mynd ; roads were poor and
cars primitive.
In November 1949, Jack wrote to the BGA to ask for advice on how to start. They
mentioned the Kemsley Flying Trust, set up by Lord Kemsley to provide loans for the
purchase of gliders and aircraft. Jack’s letter to their chairman, Basil Meads, has survived,
dated 23 November 1949 :-

" I was Commanding Officer, No. 181 Gliding School 1942 - 1948.
The school was suspended owing to the declining ATC population of the
"right type" and to a certain extent National Economy. Consequently there is
quite a " Gliding-minded " population to draw from. In addition my No.
181 G.S. staff are all very enthusiastic indeed, and have kept in touch with
Gliding and Soaring. I am an active member of the Midland G.C. and also
a "Private Pilot" (power).
Any advice you can give me will be very much appreciated.
Yours faithfully,
J.S.Aked F/Lt."
The reply from Meads was slightly bemused! He didn't know where to start, so he
suggested a meeting.
Audrey Aked supported Jack, partly because she feared that Jack might return to his
pre-war sport, car sprint racing on Southport sands. His garage had a museum of cars,
including a chunky device, chain driven (and without differential on the rear drive wheels,
if I remember aright). The drive chain ran beneath the driver's feet and seat, without a
guard. Audrey probably regarded gliding as much saner and slower.
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Jack registered the Blackpool &
Fylde Gliding Club in August
1950, which is still our fiscal
year, with himself as Proprietor
and Licensee (and an
indisputable claim to be CFI!).
He leased a building on Squires
Gate (Blackpool Airport) which
had been the Stand Bar when
the site had been a horse race
course. The stand was still there,
The race track stands, with the B&FGC Kite Club sign on the left
steadily decaying, adjacent to
the airport management building. The stand was demolished about 1960, and the bar
about 1980, but their location could still be seen under the car park until the hotel was
built.
Jack and Audrey were very sociable characters,
not averse to imbibing, and they reckoned that
plenty of Blackpool people wished to keep clear
of the frantic holiday crowd. They judged right,
and The Kite became a thriving social club. Jack
put in a lot of effort, employing a steward, but
serving behind the bar when it was busy and on
the steward's night off. The profit from the
operation was used to support the gliding side,
keeping subscriptions and flying fees much less
The Kite Club Bar
than they would otherwise have been. Bar
stewards did not last long; they either disagreed with Jack or Audrey’s methods, or had
sticky fingers when using the till. Eventually Jack enticed one called Bert away from the
bar at the flying club. Bert had a pleasant manner and was popular with the members. He
was not averse to helping Audrey with the club decor and knew exactly how much of the
takings he could fiddle without arousing Jack’s wrath. He lasted many years. Social
membership reached 375 in 1952 but it was
several years before gliding members
reached 30.
The bar was restored to its original glory, a
living museum piece that was quite
appropriate, though fussy. There was also a
tiny snug, and the ground floor was
eventually restored into a second bar with
"dance floor". This was a preferred location
for rowdy parties, stag nights, and bachelor
pre-wedding booze-ups. Noise was not a
nuisance. The club got something of a name
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A corner of the function room on the ground floor

for late drinking, done very circumspectly, however they were raided on one occasion and
dealt with severely by the magistrates. A police inspector who was due to retire invited
his friends to The Kite, and left some who were not his friends to mind the shop, which
they did by mounting a raid! Jack was mortified, and all but crucified.
Jack’s gliding logbook includes flights at Camphill on 10 June 1951. Basil Meads was also
Chairman of Derby & Lancs G.C., and had invited Jack there to sample their new cheap
T.31 two-seater, using the wing from a T.8 Tutor, which Jack had flown often. He was
thoroughly unimpressed! They also had a T.21, which Jack flew on the same day. Stay
tuned.
Jack saw in the hangar roof trusses the parts of a Dagling nacelled primary glider, now
no longer required since they had adopted dual training. In a letter dated 12 June 1951
Jack offered £15 for their "redundant primary glider parts". "I understand that quite
a lot of work will be necessary to make up a really serviceable Dagling". This was BGA
493, made by Hawkridge as recently as 1948, to an original 1929 design by R.F.Dagnall,
based on the German Zogling. Solo training could be very hard on these primary gliders,
doing ground slides and hops with raw pupils who had only watched from the sidelines
prior to being shot into the air. Heavy landings were frequent, and Camphill was not
exactly smooth either. They made a feature cine film "Wings For Pauline" in which the
girl progresses rapidly, while her boy-friend still struggles to keep the wings level on
ground slides (a nasty old-fashioned sexist plot). Harry Midwood piloted the crazy slides
and low hops, on one of their three nacelled Daglings, then mimed not wanting to sit down
in the clubhouse.
When Jacks' Dagling was taken down and looked at more carefully, they realised that one
wing had suffered a cracked main spar, that would take more than £15 to repair.
Eventually the cracked spar was roughly splinted, floor-boarding planks were positioned
in front of and behind the section of spar between the appropriate ribs, and merely
screwed together. The fabric covering hid this for many years, and this story was not
confirmed until a member of the Vintage Glider Club took the glider for restoration in
1980. Ownership and storage from 1954 was due to Frank Gardner, (an ATC officer, also
laboratory assistant in the wind tunnel department, made redundant by Keith Emslie in

The original B&FGC fleet in 1952 at Squires Gate airfield.
Hawkridge Dagling nacelled primary BGA 493, Slingsby Type 7 Cadet BGA 496,
Austin 16 “Burnham saloon” used for towing and launching
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April 1965 after the TSR2 was cancelled), who housed it in a barn at Warton. Then the
ATC housed it in their wooden building on Squires Gate. Then Ivor Stretch rescued it and
put it in his garage, 48 Heyhouses Lane, St. Annes, (I helped him move it). The naked
airframe was displayed at a Blackpool Air Show, and a photo taken by Phil Butler, printed
on the back cover of the 1975 edition of British Gliders. Even he is fallible, he calls it a
Slingsby T.3 (which looks identical). It is the Hawkridge Dagling BGA 493 made 1948.
Ivor was an aircraft historian, but his garage was not a good long-term store, so he
released BGA 493 to Mike Russell at Duxford, who passed it to Peter Underwood, then
John Greenwood at Dunstable, as a long-term project to restore this rare bird to flying
condition. Such gliders hill soared effectively in the 1930's, and I remember that Len
Falla did so at Barrow in 1932, to Bronze standard.

The arrival of the Cadet in 1952

The Dagling appeared at Blackpool in 1951.
Jack had to ensure that it was restricted to
ground slides only, never to get airborne, so
he used the garage truck as a tow car: a 1926
Austin 16 Burnham saloon cut down as a flat
bed. He rigged a rear-facing seat with hand
throttle, and controlled the tow speed
himself the car driver merely steered and
braked as necessary. Gordon Bleasdale did
the first demonstration slides on 7th
October 1951, and Jack started his first
group of pupils, one lady and six men.

In February 1952 Jack bought Slingsby T.7 Cadet BGA 496 from Imperial College G.C. at
Redhill, and progressed to airborne hops. Low hops on tow required the elevator to be
used, and landing needed precise
coordination between pupil and
instructor. Medium hops with release
gave about 15 seconds to establish a
glide before touchdown. High hops
gave 30 seconds for the A badge.
Higher allowed S turns to be made,
and 60 seconds gained the B badge.
Great stuff! Air Traffic Control
would not allow circuits until dual
training was possible. Between
February 1952 and September 1953
The Cadet’s “full” instrument panel
the Cadet made 500 airborne hops,
but then gliding was stopped while a new runway was built for Hawker Hunters.
1953 was a hot dry summer and the tow car wore strips across the grass; the airport
commandant asked Jack to acquire a winch. (The logic escapes me; cable retrieving would
have done just as much damage). Jack carried on writing letters in his search for
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equipment. Winches at Derby &
Lancs., the Gloucester G.C., and
Scottish G.U. were considered, but
Jack bought from the Deeside Gliding
Club at Sealand Aerodrome (near
Chester). On Sunday 25 October
1953 B. & F. G. C. collected a Wild
winch, Ford V8 single drum exbarrage balloon, in pristine condition.
To tow the winch, there was also a
Standard Beaverette armoured car,
made from sheet steel (quarter inch
at least with rough flame-cut edges)
The single-drum Wild winch and Beaverette armoured car
using the drive from a Standard 8 car, with balloon tyres. A fearsome, ugly and thirsty
device, but dirt-cheap ex-army because everyone preferred the Jeep. Jack knew that
this had several parts missing, which Deeside promised to send on, but didn't, so Jack
found a dynamo and distributor, then asked for a refund, which caused some aggro.
The next major requirement was Jack's instructor rating, so in May 1953 he spent a
week at Lasham, doing 43 winch launches in five flying days. He flew Olympia, Tutor, T.31
and T.21, and was checked out by Ann Douglas and Lorne Welch of the BGA Instructors
Panel. Thus Jack was able to give the T.31 another fair trial, and this confirmed him in
his strong preference for the T.21. Through 1953 Jack pursued a two-seat glider, to be
bought with help from the Kemsley Flying Trust, who gave advice on what operating costs
would be faced. Prices for new gliders were T.31 £550, T.21 £950, but prospects for
reconditioned airframes occasionally arose, where major components salvaged from
crashes were married to new components at lower prices. Jack also enquired about hire,
but Slingsby firmly squashed that one, by quoting high rates.

The T.21 on arrival in October 1954. Note the position of the parachute.

In November 1953 a pair of Motor Tutor wings were available for £90, which Slingsby
offered to make up into a T.31 for £480, and this would surely have been as cheap as
anyone could have expected. But Jack firmly rejected this idea, also a secondhand T.31
from the Surrey Club, even as a temporary measure. He waited for someone to prang a
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T.21 and on 5th May 1954 Slingsby reported that he had a reconditioned wing that he
could use to deliver a machine for £ 750. Jack had accumulated £200 from the bar, and
Kemsley loaned £550 for five years at 1% interest, so the deal was struck. A letter
from Fred Slingsby asked Meads if B.& F.G.C. was sound. "The set up of the club at
Blackpool appears to be unusual from his description of it. I will hold up delivery until I
hear from you." The lovely BGA 711 was delivered to Blackpool on Sunday 3rd October
1954. Jack Aked and Gordon Bleasdale did two trial flights and were very pleased with
it. The T.21 is still widely appreciated as a delightful flying machine, with performance
that gives a lot of joy from hill soaring, while the open cockpit has a perverse and
masochistic attraction to pilots who have only flown behind perspex.
On the 10th October 1954 Jack took Audrey for a flight, she had been very patient and
helpful. Sadly she died a few years later of cancer. Her sister Barbara was very close,
and she became a gliding member, reaching solo in the Cadet. Eventually Jack and
Barbara married, and she was as supportive as Audrey had been. We award annual
trophies in both their names, Jack's for greatest height, Barbara's for progress in early
solo flying, which still seem to be appropriate.
On 10th October, John Gibson also had his first taste of the T.21, and the club settled
in to dual training. Sundays only; Jack played hockey on Saturdays, and he was the only
instructor. We still have the flying logs from 1954 to 1959, plus Jacks' own log books,
which make fascinating reading and confirm the worst impressions that have been passed
down. Flight durations were not usually recorded, but sometimes the log keeper jotted
down the launch altitude and flight time. They varied from 2.5 to 4 minutes, or up to 7
when the wind raised them to 1500 feet.

Club members with the T.21 at Squires Gate, April 1955
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On 6 March 1955 Jack caught the clubs'
first thermal, gained 350 feet and stayed
up for 9 minutes. On the 27th he found 3
up (ft/sec), gained 700 feet and logged 12
minutes 43 seconds, then he capped it
with 5 up and rose even with the spoilers
fully open, but forced his way down in 8
minutes 40 2/5 seconds. Use of a
stopwatch was a carry-over from solo
training, when 30 or 60 seconds gained
you a badge.

The Cadet at Squires Gate. Note the Mosquito behind.

That was the only soaring that year, the rest was slog. Peak launches per day was 29, and
they never managed to launch before noon. After 24 Sundays they started to use some
Wednesday and Thursday evenings and even 3 Saturdays in 1955. There was one good
spell of 7 flying days out of 15 days
elapsed, almost a club fortnight in August,
giving 140 flights.
By July 1955 there was need for a solo
machine, for Jack would never consider
letting the T21 fly without him in it, so
the Cadet was brought out again. It had
been checked for C of A since it last flew,
but not signed up by Fred Breeze, the
ground engineer from Camphill. Since he
was not available, Jack called in Donald
Campbell (the 'Glider Doctor' who
Herbert Liver in the T.21 with Jack Aked
travelled round the clubs). During his
inspection he found crossed aileron cables in the fuselage, left from a previous
unfinished inspection when the cables had been withdrawn. (We still have the aircraft
logbook.) The Cadet then did 49 flights to take the 1955 total up to 1,028. During
August they raised the launch fee from 2/6 to 3 shillings (£0.15) but flying time was still
free!
Sunday 24th April 1955 was a special day. Herbert J. Liver appeared for the first time.
This was a contact that Jack had been cultivating, he probably bought Rover cars from
Jack, and had asked about the gliding club. We got the impression that this old
gentleman had been hankering after flying for many years, but had never actually done
any. He was a mill owner, so Jack gave him VIP treatment, a flight as soon as he appeared,
and with never any question of payment.
A year later he bought the Eon Baby, BGA 629, a nicer glider to fly than the cadet, and
said to have better performance, but in fact hardly noticeable. Herbert Liver appeared
on several days each year until 1959, and took rides in the T.21, in fact having 17 flights
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according to the logs. We believe that he
really enjoyed the experience, and the
company, and would have been an active
member had he been young enough. We
have photos of him presenting "C" badges
to Jane Murdoch and Richard Aldous at
Samlesbury.
John Gibson used the Cadet to get his "B"
badge for 1 minute 12 seconds in
November 1955. Jack stretched a circuit
Squires Gate airfield from the T.21
out to 7 minutes using a thermal on 9 June
1956, and even 12 minutes on 16th September. Alf Witherup was given his "C" badge for
9 minutes soaring in the Eon Baby on 12th August. That was one more year’s soaring. Can
you credit it?
1956 and 1957 brought fresh excitement, aerotows. Dennis Westoby had fitted a hook
to an Auster, perhaps for banner towing, so Jack tried it with the Eon Baby, which had a
hook in the nose as well as a belly hook, and then he tried the T.21, which was a bit more
tricky with a compromise hook position. However it was
good enough for a publicity stunt. Jack was towed past
Blackpool Tower with a second Auster carrying a
photographer. The towrope is invisible, and it looked as
though the T.21 was soaring. Sailplane & Gliding used it
as the cover for their February 1958 issue, and has
been chosen for the cover of this document because it
encapsulates the whole story.
Jack accepted an invitation to perform aerobatics for
the SSAFA show in June 1957, although he had never
been seen to indulge in them. So he had to develop a
diplomatic bad back, and at short notice asked Gordon
Bleasdale to deputise, which he did admirably in the Eon
Baby from aerotow. However, towing was too expensive
for regular use, Westoby was very disappointed to not
recover the cost of installing the hook. In 1962 Russell
Whyham fitted a hook to a Jackaroo (four seat version
of Tiger Moth), with exactly the same results.

The Wild winch with a second drum, fitted by
members in 1956

Jack noted two days of good thermal activity in April 1957, but flight durations didn’t
increase, except for a gain of 200 feet, stretched to 9.5 minutes. A wind of 19 knots
gave launches up to 1425 feet. In September John Gibson kept the Eon Baby up for 13
minutes. During 1957 they flew on 40 Sundays and 5 Thursday evenings, to total 617
dual and 450 solo flights. One day they recorded their earliest start ever,, 10.25 hours,
and Jack had to increase the launch fees to £0.175 for T.21 and Cadet, but £0.20 for
the Eon Baby.
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The Cadet had a flat tyre one day.
They tried solid wire on one drum of
the winch, but the drum flange
distorted, and on the same day the
Austin got bogged down in mud. Some
things never change! Did I forget to
mention that they fitted a second
drum on to the Wild winch? They also
made a massive enclosed trailer for
the T.21, which survived to reach
Ridge soaring the hangar!
Chipping, but was damaged in a gale,
and put on a bonfire. Alec Lunn appeared after he retired from the RAF. He had served
at Bicester, and serviced RAFGSA gliders, so as a skilled craftsman he was a real asset
to the club. For many years Alec worked professionally on glider repair and maintenance,
from a Nissen hut on Squires Gate, between the Perimeter track and the railway,
opposite Pontin's, which was still visible in 1993.

Gordon Bleasdale in the Cadet

Soaring conditions never improved. Bill Dodds
got a good "C" badge. Shirley Clapham held on
to some zero sink and drifted across the Old
Links golf course towards St. Annes, to achieve
10 minutes, but she was refused the badge
because she had not visibly climbed above her
launch height. In the circumstances this seems
to have been unduly harsh. Gordon and Shirley
flew past a large hangar on their base legs in a
strong wind, and felt that they were getting a
hill soaring effect.

On one occasion Jack climbed to 1,300 feet through a mysterious hole in a cloud sheet ...
Jack Aked took charge of every flying day, and flew every time that the T.21 got
airborne. He took his responsibilities as proprietor and guarantor very seriously,
especially for the five years when they drank to pay off the Kemsley Flying Trust loan.
But eventually he had to loosen the reins, as operations grew, and Jack appointed three
Assistant Instructors, Gordon Bleasdale, Shirley Clapham and Ken Cooper. Friday 27th
March 1959 was the red-letter day. Gliding took place in Jack's absence! Was this Good
Friday? On the 27th September 1959 the club made 35 flights on a Sunday while Jack
was soaring at Nympsfield. Not that he ever let on where he went on holiday, and
certainly not that he was in search of rising air that didn’t appear at Blackpool.
Gliding near the coast was never going to give much soaring, cold air off the sea doesn't
start convection quickly, until sunny spots, sheltered from the wind, produce pockets of
warm air to trigger off thermals. This is more likely over the town, as was confirmed
when an Olympia 2B arrived from Camphill on 29th May 1955. Winch launches had given
barely 700 feet in a light breeze, but the visitor toured the sights before landing, and
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reported good thermals, but beyond
reach from the winch. This state of
affairs has been met more recently
by club members who have operated
motor gliders, Ogar, RF.5 and Taifun.
They have often found good to
strong convection above Blackpool
town.
The club had gone about as far as
was possible at Blackpool. The
Retrieving the Cadet using the modified Austin Burnham saloon
Note the rear-facing seat
airfield got busier with power
traffic, aero club flying, joyrides around the Tower, and even some commercial traffic.
The control tower had to restrict gliding operations, because the wires were, of course,
a real hazard. We thought that they often stopped us from launching much more than
they need have done, as when an inbound aircraft was reported we sat idle for up to an
hour before it appeared. Surely their ETA wasn't that vague, and didn't they have
radio? Some airfield traffic signs had to be uprooted then replaced later when we had
finished, and expensive lights began to sprout. The Visual Approach Slope Indicators
were the ultimate deterrent, placed on some of the best aiming points.

Sources:
Club Daily Flying Logs, October 1954 to December 1959.
Personal log books, Jack & Barbara Aked, Shirley Clapham.
Aircraft Log Books, BGA 496, 629 and 711.
Aeroplane Monthly, ‘Redhill’ April 1987
Austin Magazine 1955 ‘Airborne by Austin’.
Aero News Souvenir, Squires Gate Airport, 1955
P. H. Butler ‘British Gliders’ 1975
Album of club pictures.
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Chapter 8 Flying at Nicky Nook
The flat lands of the Fylde and Amounderness stretch inland to the A6 (the M6 was only
just being invented), and then there are some modest hills before you reach the Bowland
Fells and the full Pennines. Jack Aked
had many contacts through his garage
customers and socialising, and his
agency for Land Rovers sold to many a
farmer. Stanley Anderton invited Jack
to look at Scorton, where he not only
farmed, but also owned a minor fell.
Nicky Nook peaks at 705 feet above
sea level, rising perhaps 600 feet
above the plain, east of Scorton village,
The trees and tarn on Nicky Nook from the air
west of Oakenclough and north of
Grizedale reservoirs and radio masts. You must have seen it, flown across it, and merely
noted that it is not a very good landing area. It
would not cross your mind that this was a
potential site for a gliding club. But read
Jack's reports to Sailplane & Gliding, very
enthusiastic about his new hill-soaring site. Go
to have a look. Park on the verge at 512489,
climb the hill, it's less than 300 feet at about 1
in 5, and explore the landing ground. Can you
credit that 84 glider flights were made here,
with only one keel cracked by a hidden boulder?
The plateau is not level or smooth, and gives
perhaps 600 yard runs for a winch cable.
Heather, bracken and rough pasture, roamed by
Towing the Eon Baby up to Nicky Nook
only a few sheep: not many obstacles, just a
few straggly trees and a small reedy tarn. Good for a picnic, but no picnic for gliders.
The 'hill soaring faces' comprise a short ridge facing north-west, about 300 feet at 1 in 3,
and a better slope facing south, but
shielded by another fell. West and
south-west winds would hardly notice
the hill. Given a strong wind from the
northwest, or perhaps south, on the
limit for safe ground handling, it is
just possible that hill soaring might be
sustained, but not to useful heights.
Landing grounds are sparse near the
foot of the hill, so marginal hill
soaring would be very chancy.
The winch, purpose built by Jack Aked’s garage mechanics
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On Sunday 29th September 1957 an
early finish prompted a cryptic comment
on the log sheet "off to the hills". The
team had to do spade work to drive a
rough track up the fell, so that Mr.
Anderton's tractor could tow the trailer
and winch up to the top. The winch was
a purpose built one, towed behind Jack’s
Land Rover, first used at Squires Gate
on the 6th and 13th July 1958. Jack
logged "I operated the manual pay-on
gear."
The Eon Baby made 63 flights at Nicky Nook over 5 visits

Flying expeditions were pre-arranged,
and weren't blessed with much wind. On
the 10th August 1958, Jack Aked made
the first four flights in the Eon Baby, all
within half an hour. Shirley Clapham
noted visits to the site on 5th and 26th
October 1958, "walked the hill site with
Mr. Morton", a neighbour; on the 16th
November "took Land Rover and knocked
down walls". Then on the 30th
November 1958 they took the Eon Baby
again, and flew from "Morton Ridge".
Jack in the T.21 launching at Nicky Nook
The launch was to 500 feet, "green ball"
with duration of 4 minutes. Seven flights were made within an hour and a quarter, best
launch 550 feet. They launched twice from the "Anderton Basin", getting 750 feet, and

A posed photo from the Nicky Nook press day
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Jack noted "some green" again on one
flight. The wind was between calm to 3
knots and from the north.
Months went by, until on the 17th May
1959 Jack invited the press, and took
the T.21 to Nicky Nook. The result has
hung on the clubhouse wall and we have a
good set of proof copies of the
photographs , I don’t suppose we ever
buy any! The wind was light and from
T.21 near the tarn
the east, so quite unhelpful. 24 launches
were made, some members got two. Free rides went to the news reporter, Mr. Morton,
and Richard Anderton (the son of the farmer) who flew twice, but his father declined.
Four hours cleared the lot. Best launch 750 feet, and the next take-off logged four
minutes later, with a different P2. Ask Alec Lunn for his impressions, he was there. And
ask John Gibson for the opinion given by Andy Gough on the subject. By now it might be
just printable!
On the 7th June 1959 they went back with Eon Baby, and seven members were let loose,
using the Anderton Basin. Shirley noted the run as southwest and logged 4 minutes from
750 feet, then 5 from only 450. Jack logged "gain of height slight, but on one flight I
went up from 600 to 1300 feet". Presumably this was in a thermal. 21 launches took over
5 hours.
The next visit was on the 13th September 1959 when 16 flights were made in just over 3
hours, in 8 - 10 knots from the east. Gordon Bleasdale had his first four goes. Shirley
Clapham had 5 circuits at 3 minutes each, from 750 - 850 feet, and was unfortunate to
be the one to crack the keel on that hidden boulder
on an "upslope heavy landing".
The last visit, on 15th May 1960, could have been
very nasty, and it stopped all thoughts of
persevering with this site. The log sheets are lost,
but Gordon Bleasdale was involved. They wondered
if a launch site at the foot of the hill would save
the slog of hauling the trailer up the fell, so they
were offered a field called the "Sumner Site",
tried it out, and then launched Gordon to land on
top. The winch was taken up, and launching
proceeded. This time there was a fair breeze and
hopes were high, but the chosen circuit and
approach took the glider over a steep lee slope.
Bad, inadvertent wing drops were experienced by
Gordon Bleasdale and Ivor Stretch, leading to
premature scrambled landings in unintended spots
though without damage. Severe wind gradient and
A launch at Nicky Nook
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curl over, even the dreaded "clutching hand" (reversed flow behind a cliff edge), were
diagnosed. After a huddled and worried discussion it was unanimously decided that
Gordon should fly back to the trailer, they should go home, and never return.
So ended the Nicky Nook trials and tribulations. 84 launches had been made during six
days of flying, spread over 21 months.
With hindsight you could say that it had been doomed, and much later Jack tried to claim
that he was looking for a glider airfield, not a hill soaring site, to escape from Squires
Gate. But this won't wash: his reports to S & G Club News enthused about his "new hill
soaring site". At least I can claim to have condemned the Nicky Nook site from the
outset. I had not yet accepted that Jack's outfit was worthy of joining, and after the
Scud 3 group faded, I had to journey to the Long Mynd for my regular fix. St. Anne’s to
Asterton took four hours in those days, two to exit from Lancashire down the A.49 and
through Warrington. So I would have been ripe for a local soaring club, and I
immediately took a walk up Nicky Nook as soon as I heard about it, shuddered and
hurried away. I also went to Beacon Fell and gazed around the horizon. I have photos to
show it, with wife and two babies in the foreground. Gordon kept me informed: we were
colleagues in the Wind Tunnel Department.

The T.21 over Nicky Nook

Sources:
Club Daily Flying Logs.
Personal log books of Jack Aked, Gordon Bleasdale, Shirley Clapham and Alf Witherup.
Sailplane & Gliding, Club News reports.
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Chapter 9. Operations at Samlesbury
Jack Aked had flown many good sailplanes at other clubs and wanted something better
than the Eon Baby. He had admired the Olympia for many years, and there were many
stored at Elliot's from their original
production of these replicas, based
on Hans Jacob’s 1939 design.
Herbert Liver contributed twothirds of the cost and Jack found
the rest (we presume from the bar)
to make an outright purchase. Jack
took Ivor Stretch to Lasham to
make acceptance test flights, and
brought it back on 12th March 1961.
This was a good step forward, to a
Jack Aked and Herbert Liver with the Olympia
sailplane with excellent handling, and
extra performance. Instead of 17:1 and 2.8 ft/sec (Eon Baby), you got 25:1 and 2.2
ft/sec; 20% less sink and 50% more glide. Yes, BGA 1056 still flies with us, gives a lot
of joy in local soaring, and is as pleasant as ever to fly.
This meant that the original Cadet became superfluous, with the Eon Baby to use for
first solos and early solo experience. The cadet was sold to Ulster, and we think it was
at Long Kesh airfield, Belfast, until this was used as the site for a prison. It was
advertised some years later, and in June 1993 a visitor said that it still might exist in a
barn. Do we want our first aircraft back as a relic? At least we have the glider log book,
although why it didn’t travel with the glider is a mystery.
The club fleet thus became T.21, Eon Baby, Olympia, BGA 711, 629 and 1056 that survive
with us to this day.
Ivor Stretch seemed to be on the same wavelength as Jack,
while the rest of us were kept at arms length: perhaps we
argued with him too much! Like many of us, Ivor worked for
English Electric at Warton but he happened to be in the Flight
Test Department, responsible for fitting special instrumentation
recording equipment into prototype aircraft. He was thus in a
favoured position, able to actually converse with the gods, the
brave and fearless test pilots who actually flew things. Ivor was
even on speaking terms with the Chief God himself, the famous
Roland Beaumont. The point about this was that Bee also
happened to be in charge of all flight operations. The airfields
were virtually his and what he said went, not only at Warton but,
wait for it, at Samlesbury. Bee has always been enthusiastic for
flying in every form, from supersonic down to ultra-lights.
Ivor Stretch
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One day Ivor managed to get the subject of gliding into relaxed chats with Bee, how
restricted we were at Blackpool, and how flat the air was. Would there be any slight
possibility that we might be able to try our luck at Samlesbury occasionally? To Ivor's
delight, and our astonishment,
Bee said "I don't see why
not." and we took him up on it.
The rest of the management
could think up plenty of
reasons why not, but Bee
usually got his own way. He
drew up a list of do's and
don'ts, while the rest
thought up more don'ts. The
The T.21 taking off at Samlesbury
Security Police would have
just said "impossible", but they weren't given the chance, so on the 21st May 1961 we
turned up at the gate. Regular shifts of production work happened every Saturday and
Sunday morning. It was assumed that workers would spend most of their time watching
the gliding club, instead of earning their wages. This was absolute rubbish, of course,
they weren't the slightest bit interested, and there were no windows in the hangars.
Anyway we were never allowed to launch before the siren went for knocking off, but as a
special concession we were allowed in for two hours preparation, at 10.00 on Saturday
and 10.30 on Sunday. Actually it took all of that to rig the gliders from storage in
trailers, and to lay out the cable and check every knot. We aimed to give "take up slack"
while the siren sounded, and to get the second launch before the cyclists crossed the
runway on their way to the back gate near Samlesbury Hall.
The runway edges were still
surfaced with wood chips set in
tar, a skiddy surface designed to
remove as little rubber as
possible from the Halifax
bombers as the wheels spun up
on landing back from test flights.
This would have been excellent
for glider launch cables, but
sadly it was crumbling, and we
were told to keep off it. We
were made to operate on the
centre strips of the runways,
Samlesbury airfield looking west
covered with the worst possible
surface: granite chips rolled into the tarmac, the most abrasive surface possible,
designed to give maximum braking to any jet aircraft that had to abort take-off, and
halt within the runway length. Canberras landed and took off, while Lightnings took a
short flight to position at Warton, but never landed at Samlesbury. The granite chips
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played havoc with launch cables, and stranded cable was never an option. We had to use
solid wire, piano wire, which is carbon steel pulled through a die such that the carbon
grains are stretched out into carbon
fibres! This explains the remarkably
high strength of piano wire and you
thought carbon was a new invention.
Now piano wire is tough stuff, but
there are a few rules for handling it
correctly. Kink it and it will break
easily after only a few bendings. This
is how we broke the ends off, we
didn’t actually bite them with our
teeth that was just a story to make us
seem tough! The wire was delivered
The tool that wrapped “knots” in steel wire.
Note the granite chippings in the runway surface.
on drums, and tended to fall into coils
if it wasn't laid out straight, then if you pulled on a coil it would kink and break. Kinks
usually happened in groups, and hence so did cable breaks, which have to be joined with
knots. At first the only knot that we non-scouts knew was the reef, but these rubbed
away on the rough surface so quickly that a special joint was invented. A wrap rather
than a knot, you twisted the wires together, then wrapped back towards the middle to
protect the bits transmitting the pull. They were rather bulky, played havoc with the
winch rollers and you felt the knot go through, but it lasted about 20 launches before
the wire rubbed through and broke. Thus after twenty launches, forty on a twin drum
winch, you had to walk the length of the
wires and re-tie every knot. Launching
ceased for twenty minutes or so, but if you
were lazy you got a spate of breaks, kinks
and more breaks. This was why, when we
wanted a Knot Gliding Trophy, we took a
genuine Samlesbury knot, galvanised and
mounted it, representing a lot of anguish.
The first visit to Samlesbury was on 21st
May 1961, taking the T.21 and using a lot of
effort for just one symbolic launch. The
Olympia went on the 2nd July, and the T.21
on the 6th August. Jack Aked took Sandra
McKinnon as P2, climbed from 1150 to 1400
feet, then down to 1100 and up to 1500
before opening the spoilers and coming down
to let someone else have a go! Only 15
The Olympia flying over Mellor village
minutes, but a nice taste of joys to come. A
second launch with Peter Jackson logged 12 minutes. A full club trip the following week
achieved merely 16 circuits. Six trips to Samlesbury in 1961 were followed by continuous
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operations in 1962 between 22nd April and 14th October. Tony Kemsley took Jack to
3,000 feet over Blackburn on 16th September, taking 30 minutes, otherwise Jack didn’t
do any soaring, but surely the
rest of the gang did! The club
returned to Blackpool each
winter, until the last flights at
Squires Gate on 12th December
1965. Samlesbury was our sole
base from January 1966 until
November 1972.
English Electric, which became
the British Aircraft
Corporation, in fact subsidised
This battered laundry delivery van was our first diesel engine, which ran
our operations very generously,
on heating oil, untaxed, to retrieve cables.
by allowing us to fly without
paying any rent. They never gave us any money, but they refrained from taking any off us,
except when we launched a landing light, and had to pay for the repair. Hangar
supervisors became quite friendly, once they realised that we tried to be responsible, and
weren't a nuisance. So on Friday and Saturday they started to leave enough space in the
hangars for us to leave the gliders rigged over Saturday night. Then in August they
honoured Preston Holidays, shut the works down for two weeks and went to Blackpool.
They were welcome to it, while we enjoyed 16 uninterrupted days, gliding every day, using
the hangars, starting early, and relishing the freedom from air traffic control.
Our cable retrieving vehicle was a battered Land Rover, fairly thirsty, until Ken Fixter
arrived one day in an even more battered laundry
delivery van, our very first diesel engine. Jack
Aked talked with the Texaco rep., and confirmed
that central heating fuel was in fact identical
with Derv, except for the dye in it, and the fuel
tax. Our operating costs began to improve, with
better consumption and cheaper fuel.
The next addition to the club fleet was a
Breguet Fauvette. Bought by John Gibson in
May 1968, he offered it for use as a club
aircraft. This gave 20% extra glide angle
compared to the Olympia, and was much
welcomed by the instructors for the increased
area that could be covered during local soaring.
John Gibson’s Fauvette
A second dual trainer was much discussed, and several options were compared: Capstan,
Bocian, T.53 and K.13, which was much preferred but still cost too much. Doncaster
Sailplanes offered a Bergfalke 3. We tried it at Samlesbury but couldn’t commit the
purchase until our grant was approved. Before this happened, a cash buyer appeared and
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the Bergfalke was sold. When the grant was received we heard of a Blanik from the
RAFGSA at Bicester and bought it, although this had been neglected during our initial
assessment. This was a step up from the T.21, with flaps and retractable wheel. Then a
Swallow replaced the Eon Baby. These moves upgraded our fleet prior to the move to our
own site, with good hill soaring prospects. We thus had the T.21, Blanik, Swallow,
Olympia and Fauvette. The Eon
Baby was considered to have
insufficient penetration for safe
hill soaring while flown by pilots of
limited experience, but a group of
members took it over and
successfully moved it to Chipping.
Mr Liver was happy for it to
remain at the club, but would have
claimed the proceeds, had it been
sold. Members could not allow this
A T21 launch
to happen.
Our first syndicate was the Skylark 3 of Gil Haslam and Sid Wearing. This had been
bought by Gil in broken condition and repaired, using his greenhouse as a workshop.
Gordon Bleasdale had visited another club and seen a butt welding machine for piano wire,
shorting across a car battery. Frank Pilkington made a clamping device to hold the
broken ends in position while they were heated, and then to push the molten ends
together. This left a rim of metal, which quickly wore away, and also left the cooled
metal in the annealed soft state without full strength. This meant that a further gentle
heating cycle was needed to harden the wire back up to its original state. Sadly, this
attempt to solve our wire problems without having to re-tie worn knots was not fully
successful, probably because the broken ends were not accurately aligned before welding.
A stepped join was not strong enough and breaks still occurred, so we went back to the
wrapped joint. Tony Kemsley persevered longest with attempts to improve the
consistency of the welds, but even he was defeated!
Our soaring success rate improved and we were able to climb away in most of the
thermals that were there to be used. Winch launch heights were adequate to give a
reasonable area of search before you were down to circuit height. On days that looked
good most members got an extended flight and many climbs happened unexpectedly.
We only have the log sheets for 1966, and these show reasonably satisfying results.
Flight durations were limited to half an hour dual and an hour solo, so that everyone could
share the day, and many flights were thus terminated voluntarily. There was, however,
enough soaring to satisfy most people, with badge flights and bronze and silver heights
being gained. Our core of experience grew steadily, our numbers increased and our funds
went into a healthy surplus. The social side withered slowly: although still assisting the
operations, we moved away from heavy reliance on profits from the bar. The club was
sound. We were far from wealthy, but hopes were raised for serious development and
expansion.
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Rigging from the trailers was also a blight, and we longed for a hangar of our own. We
were allowed to inspect an empty and disused building, an old canteen still visible from
the A.59 at the northwest corner
of the hangar east of the short
north-south runway. At 42 x 72
feet, this would have housed
several gliders, but it did not have
a large door, and structural
alterations would have been
required. The next building was
also too close. Having thought
again, the British Aircraft
Corporation decided to develop it
themselves! Could we build a little
hangar? B.A.C. agreed, and their
The Eon Baby, ready to fly
architects even drew a plan to
submit for planning permission. At 60 feet long, with a 30 foot door, we drew a layout
for Bergfalke / K.13, T.21, Eon Baby and Swallow. This was absolutely minimal, and we
preferred 60 x 40 feet, able to also house the Olympia and Fauvette. The timing was
overtaken by the move to Chipping, but it illustrates our breadth of thought, and
helpfulness from B.A.C. around 1970.

?

After we departed they allowed the Air Training Corps to move in the gliding school that
was originally at Burtonwood near Warrington. They operated motor gliders, originally
the Slingsby T.61 Venture (Falke), and later the Grob 109, but did not do any pure glider
operations.
It would be tedious to list all our flying
activities at Samlesbury as they got more
worthwhile. This was done for Blackpool
and Nicky Nook to emphasise how
constrained they were. The log sheets for
1966, the first full year at Samlesbury,
have survived and several good thermalling
days are recorded. Life was beginning to
be sweeter.
Adequate coverage of events from 1967
onwards has been recorded in the club
A Dick Seed cartoon depicting life at Samlesbury
newsletters. One Keith Emslie was
inspired to try to rally membership that failed to appear on the flying field and faded
from sight, even though they had paid entrance and subscription fees, and to reach the
‘spring daffodils’ in winter. Material was easy to generate and the leadership found it to
be a valuable vehicle for instruction and exhortation. Stories of happenings have left a
fascinating record of life in the sixties. The task of editor was taken over by Dick
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Seed, who added satirical and
clever drawings to the pages. We
even touched a vein of lyrical prose:
Peter Moran reached the heights of
book authorship, including as
chapters several pieces that we had
already printed in our little circle.

The B&FGC fleet operating at Samlesbury

Sources.:
Club Daily Flying Logs for 1966.
Aircraft Log Books.
B & F G C Newsletters.
Sailplane & Gliding Club News.
Peter Moran "A Speck In The Sky" (Blandford, 1987.)
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Chapter 10: Incorporation of B. & F. G. C. Limited
Our main thrust was always to achieve a freehold site and our sights were raised to the
hills that had been visible to us throughout, and never forgotten. Deserted airfields
were not an option. Warton, Blackpool and Woodvale were active. Inskip had housed tall
radio masts since the end of the war for world wide contact with the Royal Navy.
Burscough was unused but probably still not far enough from the sea. With a horizon
that comprised Winter Hill, Pendle, Longridge, Parlick and Fairsnape, where else would
you expect any glider pilot to seek to put down roots?
The Sports Council gave us encouragement that their support might even stretch to a
grant of public money, if a suitably impressive and feasible project could be assembled.
Jack Aked started to attend meetings of the North West Sports Council and the
Lancashire Sports Federation, which covered every possible sport and leisure activity.
It appeared that grants up to a maximum of £10,000 were available for major projects
of wide interest, so long as the club could provide 50% of the total cost themselves.
This was exactly what we would need and our eventual estimate was £23,900. The year
that we bought Lower Cock Hill Farm was 1971, when land prices had held firm for many
years, but subsequently rose. The grant maximum figure remained fixed. If the
purchase had been delayed for even a few years, the cost might have gone beyond our
means, due to the declining portion available from the grant. The timing of our move
was very fortunate.
When we were assessing our prospects, to decide whether we were moving out of our
depth, it was by no means obvious that we could be successful. Jack Aked was very
cautious and dubious so he called upon Basil Meads again for advice, an accountant's view
on the costs of our project, against our likely funds, with reasonable assumptions about
future growth, based on long experience with the BGA. Basil read our submissions,
visited the farm, pulled some numbers together and attended a discussion meeting with
many of the club members. He firmly recommended that we should abandon the project.
"There are so many snags to your project that, should real wisdom prevail, one
should give way to the near impossible, and say 'have done with it'. Quite frankly,
Jack, I am less than lukewarm!"

The B&FGC Crest
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He thought that too much levelling and drainage would be required, perhaps with
technical difficulties in the level parts. He reckoned that we were over-optimistic
about the hill soaring prospects and that to make it pay, we would have to develop as a
high intensity training site, using aerotows as well as winching.
"This would need a strong nucleus of determined dedicated individuals to see it
through by selfless hard work, and I am afraid that I did not detect at the
meeting a mass enthusiasm for the cause".
Written on the 12th July 1967.

"To prepare Cock Hill for a series of trial launches may be expensive - particularly
if Mr. Jolly wants to rent - and not very conclusive. Aerotows would be the best,
or bungee launches from the top of the hill".
17th July 1967.

Who was right? In the event, we did the trial flights for free, we were lucky to get
soaring winds of yellow card status, we really did have the dedication, our funds worked
out well, and the hill really is as good as we could ever have hoped, with every face
within reach. Yes, drainage has been a regular concern, but prior to 1998, when the
field became very soft, the weather had been unflyable during winter anyway. Those of
us who stuck out our necks are unrepentant, and all these years later I still enjoy
walking on our own land.
When Jack sent Basil a copy of our newsletter in September 1968 he attached a cover
note "several 'senior members' seem to have made up their minds to go ahead with Cock
Hill Farm, but there has been little progress for quite a long time", which confirms what
we had long suspected: Jack had been fully infected with lukewarmth.
The main problem was that Jack's proprietary club was not eligible for grant aid; the
club had to belong to the members. The dedicated individuals had a simple solution :
incorporation. This took time, effort, very little cash, diving into a lot of tedious legal
phraseology, and having to work out what it actually meant, so that we could change it to
suit ourselves.

The fells from Parlick to Fairsnape
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We were advised to become a Company Limited By Guarantee And Not Having A Share
Capital: Blackpool & Fylde Gliding Club Limited. After two years of preparation we were
registered in July 1969, and held the
inaugural General Meeting on the 2nd
September. The Blackpool & Fylde Gliding
Club (Jack's proprietary club) remained in
existence. Jack continued to run the bar at
Blackpool Airport and to pass minor
donations across. Eventually Jack sold the
club, still called the "Kite Club" until its sad
demise in about 1988. The owner was ill at
the time when the licence was due for
renewal, and application was not made by the
due date. Thus the licence lapsed. The owner
made a new application and was told that he
would have to bring the premises up to
current bye-laws, whereas continuation would
have been allowable without any extra
expense. It was not worth carrying on, and
the club closed and the building was knocked
down with indecent haste.
To have prised the club from Jack's tight
grasp was a very significant achievement. As
Jack in typical pose as he prepares to fly an Olympia
at the Long Mynd
Proprietor he had been able to run the show
on his own terms, although we had a Flying Committee as though we were democratic.
This held regular meetings at The Kite, to discuss what had happened, and what to do.
You might mention a shortage of cable, weak links, oil or dope; Jack would listen to the
chat, and then say "I ordered some last week". He acted as Secretary, hence he did
everything himself on his own authority, but he asked others to chair the meetings.
When a policy decision was required the discussion went round in the usual circle, which
Jack would stoke up until it came round to what he had already decided to do anyway.
Then he'd end the debate at that point, with the unspoken threat to withdraw his bat
and ball and not play any more! In the event we just blithely moved in to register the
company, apply for grants and buy the farm, while Jack just could not stop the
momentum that we generated.
The chairman at that time was Ivor Stretch, and we believe that this was significant in
the manoeuvring. Jack trusted Ivor, whereas he would have been unhappy to think that
any other of us was taking over, so Ivor chaired the IGM and was confirmed in this
position. John Gibson was elected Vice-Chairman and stepped up to Chairman in 1970, a
position he then held for seventeen years. Jack Aked acted as Secretary for the first
year, but then stepped down and Eric Ripley was elected. Bill Barcroft was Treasurer
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from the start in 1969 and guided our financial affairs very satisfactorily until his
untimely death in 1990.
After the move to Chipping it was supposed that we would run a licensed bar in the
clubhouse and that this should be constituted separately. The Ridge Club was formed in
March 1974, but when we tried to apply for the license we realised that we would not
gain approval from the police on the grounds that our premises were unsuitable. There
was no place where children could go and the fact that this was the dining room, with
the bar in the corner, was not enough. In the event, we rarely drank much alcohol
anyway, and the problems of storage, sale and re-stocking were daunting. The Ridge
Club was thus found to be unnecessary and was wound up in June 1975, passing social
affairs back to the main committee. Anyone really thirsty brought their own cans or
bottles of wine. When we had a party, the bar was set up by our own publican member,
Norman Brooks, who got the license, brought the stock and let us play at being barmen
while he enjoyed the party. This worked very well for a while, but parties of that sort
don’t happen any more. Recent events have been served on a do-it-yourself basis, but
today’s drinkers are not as dedicated as some of the originals!
One happy occasion that ran for many years was the Gluhwein party, on the last Sunday
before Christmas. This German form of spiced and mulled red wine was imported from
international rallies of the Vintage Glider Club. Peter Moran and Mary Thompson took
the Eon Baby to many of these flying meetings, and thought that Gluhwein and mince
pies was a good idea. It caught on and ran for many years, but has now ceased. Surely
Mary and Peter would have kept it going, but they have left us.
A few concerts also happened, instigated by Val Howells as an adjunct to club holiday
weeks. The first one was held in the ‘Sun’, our favourite pub in Chipping. They had a
piano in the bar and encouraged us to entertain ourselves and amaze the locals. Val
promised that if everyone would do a turn, she would play the piano with her nose! This

The East and West Bowls from above
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was too good to miss and brought tears to our eyes, never mind hers, and opened a rich
vein of witty lyric writing. Geoff Wilkinson was inspired to render the Flanders and
Swann hippo song in a glorious Cock Hill version. Peter Cooper impersonated a Sergeant
Major demonstrating how to get thoroughly entangled with a camp bed. Subsequent
concerts were in honour of loved persons, for instance Ken Fixter’s 50th birthday, and
led to Mike Brooks monologues, Albert and the Lion, and Robert and the Castle. You can
read them in the old newsletters, along with Peter Cooper’s amazing set of twelve
limericks, based on twelve months of gliding. Unexpected talents have been tapped
many times.
In fact the whole fabric of the club has been woven around the lovely people that have
been attracted to it. If we had written down a list of the special skills, knowledge and
contacts that we would have liked in our team, we couldn’t have done better than in fact
what happened naturally! The accountant, solicitor or planner has usually already been
with us when needed. The builder, carpenter, plumber, electrician, policeman or
magistrate, we have had them. What this has meant is that everybody could contribute,
in out-of-the-ordinary ways and help to generate a great team spirit, while holding
charges down to levels that hardly price our sport out of anybody’s reach. We hold this
to be very valuable and rejoice in our classless, friendly and helpful community.
Recognise what you have, marvel at how it arose and nurture it.

Sources:
Club papers
Meeting records
B&FGC Newsletters
Company Articles of Association

48

Chapter 11: The Purchase of Lower Cock Hill Farm
Once we had made the move to Samlesbury a full time commitment and begun to taste
the joys of soaring when thermals rose and the clouds beckoned, we saw no reason to
stop there while the ultimate was obvious all around. Those lovely hills. Anyway we found
that the damp sea air was still pursuing us up the Ribble estuary each afternoon. With
any westerly airstream that produces convection, cloud cover moves inland as the day
goes on, and the edge follows the shape of the coastline. During the afternoon
Samlesbury thermals faded into the blue, while active cumulus seemed to mock us to
south and north. Chipping looked ever more desirable.
Over the years we had been viewing the county with one eye open to seek a launching
site. We walked over Pendle, a majestic hill which must produce excellent hill lift in
northwest and easterlies, but the top plateau is not really smooth, and at 1827 feet will
suffer hill fog more often than even the established hilltop sites, and was sandwiched
under Amber One at 3000 (now FL55). We walked Spence Moor at 1450 feet; my oneinch OS map still has two possible winch runs marked, a mile from the road, along a
rough track. It would not be a good place for us, though I wonder that Eric Addyman
didn't try it in 1931!
Longridge Fell is an excellent shape, has road access to 940 feet and a peak at 1149
feet, but faces north, which will not often be useful. The 1931 site on Beacon Fell looks
quite inadequate today, low and shallow, even the aero-modellers haven't used it, and
tree planting will have reduced its influence on the wind, not to mention filling the
possible flying sites. Winter Hill looks good from a distance, but does not improve as
you explore. We were asked to consider Stronstrey Bank, as a suggestion from the
Central Council for Physical Recreation, but this narrow shelf on the hill face is not flat,
and is covered with large boulders.
Our attention never seriously wandered from the Bowland Fells. The sweep from
Bleasdale to Fairsnape and Parlick to Totridge looks so good on the map and to the eye
that it rivets your attention, and it is visible from so far away. Jack Aked made
approaches to three major
landowners with a view to
renting a site. Lord Derby
owned land east of Parlick, on
to Wolf Fell. Colonel Silcock
(the cattle food supplier)
owned the Bleasdale estate
and moor. Captain Dickson
owned Harris Fell.
Unfortunately polite letters
just got nowhere. Walking
round the area trying to get
into easy conversation with
Cock Hill Farm in 1971
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the tenant farmers wasn't very successful either, Ken Cooper described vividly the view
down the barrels of a shotgun after one such trip !
Jack talked to a friend who happened to be an estate agent, in fact a partner with
Entwistle (later Black Horse), Tony Legge. He realised that the farms to the south of
Parlick were freehold, and suggested that letters addressed to them directly might
possibly ring the bell ; this was a very long shot, but we had no better idea, so Legge
went ahead. Two interested replies were received, one from a farm north of Beacon
Fell, sloping fields rather far from the hill. The other was from William J. Jolly of
Lower Cock Hill Farm, Fiddlers Lane.
This was the jackpot. He was even prepared to consider selling his 57 acres, farmhouse
and barn. We could not credit how fortunate this had been, but our first look at the
site made us delighted with the prospect that had opened up, and that came to fruition
after four more years of worry and hard work. In truth, a critical look at the feasible
positions for winch launched operations, with good chances to reach the hill faces in
every wind, would have narrowed the field seriously, but we had fallen on to almost the
best possible place. We had already looked at some flat fields to the west of Parlick, at
Brock Mill, and drawn possible winch runs. This would have been ideal for access to the
west side of the hills, but cut us off from using east winds. Cock Hill promised access
to every face, and developments in glider performance and winch power over the years
have made our approaches to the hill ever more assured.
The farm at that time did not extend much to the north of the buildings, and was split
into seven small fields. The longest winch run was 700 yards, and we wanted 1000, so
our first move was to approach Mrs. Brewer of Lower Core, our neighbour to the north.

An aerial photo of the farm in 1971 showing the small fields around the farmhouse

We had already asked for temporary access to her fields, to make trial flights, but she
had refused; there was absolutely nothing in it for her. She was the widow of the
farmer who had built it up, and kept it going while her two sons, George and Ted, grew
up. They have been very good neighbours from the start, and when we approached her
with proposals to exchange land so that we would get a more ideal layout. She acceded
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with little difficulty. The Brewer family laid down the ground rules so that they did not
lose on area or quality of land, and we were happy to give them first refusal on the
grazing rights, which they took up. We got an enquiry from someone else but we felt
that it would be better to deal with the Brewers alone, and this has turned out well.
They lime and feed the grass, cut the hedges, and pay for the privilege of running sheep
and cattle, which we drive on to another field when we wish to fly. We deal with
drainage and levelling and maintaining the drystone walls. They clear our septic tank!
Negotiations with the Brewer family were carried out by Ivor Stretch and Tony
Kemsley, sometimes sitting in Ivor's car. We decided that we would need two runs, 1230 of 1100 yards, and 06-24 of 830 yards (the most that could be found between the
roads). We exchanged 9 acres, mostly to the north of the entrance track, to gain two
narrow strips. With this vital hurdle cleared we could pursue the project seriously.
The next move was trial flying to show that operations would be feasible, and Mrs.
Brewer happily allowed us to put the winch on her land. Everyone thinks that all winds
come from the west, so we arranged to use 800 yards on 250, to launch near the gate.
This crossed two fences, so
we raised scaffolding poles
to protect them, and to
drape the solid wire across,
during late summer of 1967.
Jack's portable winch was
checked over and tried out
at Samlesbury, launching
the Olympia which was to
be used for the trials.
Malcolm Eaves was ground
engineer, and would act as
winch driver; success was
critical. Cable breaks would
The Olympia during trial flights at Cock Hill
be very tricky since the
site was split into small fields, none longer than 300 feet. We got a new drum of wire,
but when this was later put into club service on the main winch it gave much trouble
until we found that it tapered badly along its length, down to no more than half
strength........ Happily it gave the Olympia nine launches at Cock Hill without failure.
The signal to move came when the British Aircraft Corporation agreed to allow an aeromodel contest on Samlesbury, but without asking the gliding club if this was feasible.
When hordes arrived, and no nonsense about waiting until 12.30, we realised that we had
to withdraw. There was no possibility that we could do winch launching with people
chasing models all over the airfield, so we moved out and set off for Chipping. In the
event the model contest was cancelled due to strong winds, but we were too far away to
know this. By the time Jack arrived pulling the winch behind his Land Rover we had got
the Olympia rigged. Jack then got himself bogged down, so Mr. Jolly pulled him out and
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took the winch across with his tractor. Jack wasn't given enough time to invent reasons
not to fly, for Mr. Jolly soon appeared with the wire, helpers having arranged it over
the scaffolding. Had we rung the met. office and learned how strong the wind was,
Jack would have cried off for sure, especially since the direction was across our preset run, but we hadn't got a windsock, and probably Jack didn't appreciate exactly
where the wind was coming from. He took a launch to about 800 feet, and flew towards
the west side of Parlick, which was the hill face that we expected to use most, if and
when the club got settled. The wind carried him there very quickly, and for 15 minutes
Jack manoeuvred around Blindhurst farm, gaining a bit then losing it, but never getting
high enough to approach the hill face and climb above it.
Remember that we didn't have today’s experience of soaring below hilltop height, and
Jack's flying had been at Sutton Bank, Long Mynd, Camphill and Nympsfield, hilltop
sites all. Without radio contact we were helpless; radio control might have been more
successful! Jack struggled valiantly
but had to give up. At least his
approach was easy, straight in over
the wires near the gate, and the
ground roll was short in that wind
despite being downhill. We pushed the
Olympia back to the hedge. Actually,
the tailskid was almost in a small pond
that is still just visible in wet weather,
and we were south of a hen house that
The Olympia takes off again
is shown on an aerial photo. The winch
wire was waiting, and Jack got in for another try. This time the launch was not as high,
so he didn't have a chance to try the hill, he just flew near it on his base leg, and came
straight in. Another good landing, at least that hadn't been a problem. The third try
was a repeat of the second, a modest launch and a circuit. Was that the end? For the
fourth time Mr. Jolly had brought back the wire, and Jack was almost obliged to use it.
He committed a major tactical error: he offered me the chance to fly. "Sorry, it will
only be a circuit," said Jack, but I was able to misinterpret this, and reckon that he
hadn't actually ordered me to do a circuit! While Jack was airborne I had been
standing with my back to the wind, and weighing up what my flight plan would have been
had I been flying. I reckoned that the wind was south-southwest, and that only the end
of Parlick might be expected to work, and that now my bluff had been called, what I
needed was a good launch. Malcolm Eaves responded well. He was working blind, for the
winch was down a dip near to a ditch, from where he couldn't see the glider until it was
well off the ground. We had an intermediate signaller, using bats of course. There were
no prizes today for a shallow climb, so up we went, to a glorious thousand feet, from
where Parlick looked friendly and inviting. Starting from above peak height I was able
to map out the region that was going to be helpful, using short beats in a figure of eight
pattern. A steady climb was being achieved, and when my pulse rate slowed and I could
enjoy the view, the scene was dominated by the sight of Fairsnape beyond, its
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absolutely superb high steep clear face positioned to deflect every bit of that days
rather strong wind.
It never crossed my mind that I shouldn't go there, it looked so inviting from my
privileged perch. I don't remember whether my flight planning got beyond hill soaring
Parlick, for the crosswind, cable break options and circuits, with Parlick a possibility if
the rest went well. But in the air there was no real doubt. From 1200 feet the Olympia
turned away and disappeared behind the shoulder of the hill. Jack had been heard
voicing advice, and recently "don't go too far away, Keith". He was rendered speechless.
I took a track along the top of the hill, in case the Blindhurst face was turbulent or in
sinking air, and was losing
height gradually, but
making splendid progress
towards that exciting
face. Would it work?
Near Nick's Chair and the
scree, at about 1000 feet,
I reached the most
glorious and welcome
rising air, and swept along
and upwards, soon to be
visible to the gang below,
to their great relief and
Jack's amazement. It
took very few minutes for
cloud to be reached at
Heading for Fairsnape
2400 fee, and the next
move was obviously to see how far upwind I could penetrate against that wind. But it
proved to be no problem and Blacksticks was easily reached, with plenty of height to
get into a circuit, but it seemed to be a good idea to go back on Parlick and explore the
critical part some more. This time the arrival was at only 700 feet, but there was no
difficulty getting straight in to lift and a steady climb up to 1300 was made. On one
beat I went further west than usual, round the corner by mistake, and only just above
the hill. Trying to penetrate back against the wind, probably boosted by having to
squeeze past the hill, required a lot of speed through unhelpful air, and I began to
sweat before getting back into the lift. If the outward turns at the end of each short
beat were made in the best spot, you could stay within rising air throughout the pattern.
In retrospect this dramatic and critical flight trial could not have been more
serendipitous. An easy condition, what we would now classify as "easy Red Card", would
not really have proved anything. We were not to get many opportunities to try out the
hill that was such an integral part of our master plan. Sunday, 1st of October 1967. A
vital day for the club. The most satisfying flight of my gliding career, 33 minutes that
I was most grateful to have been allowed. The responsibility didn't strike me at all....
until later. But had I just done that circuit, would Jack have ever gone there again ?
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We had had our "west" wind, and the hill just didn't work, or it was too far away to be
reached from a winch launch? Those tiny fields would be dangerous in any less wind, and
the thought of a cable break........ Reasons to call it off on any particular day would have
been all too easy.
Anyway we carried on planning and
finding out how to go about buying
a farm, raising enough cash and
applying for a grant, even without
another flying expedition. An
outbreak of foot & mouth in the
spring of 1968 made us keep clear
of the Chipping area, although Mr.
Jolly escaped direct involvement,
but we thought that we would be
unwelcome at that time. Our
second trip there didn't happen
until 11 August 1968, when our luck
was good again, and we had a
The Olympia, photographed from Parlick
steady northwesterly, perhaps a
bit marginal for an inexperienced Red Card pilot. Certainly more than a simple test for
the hill and very good value at that stage. There was no problem at all this time. The
hill was reached easily from the launch and you went straight in to glorious rising air. If
anything, the first bit you reached was the best bit anyway and there was a good long
beat before you ran out of the lift on the face of Fairsnape. On this occasion the winch
was used at Samlesbury before taking it to the farm, so Jack didn't have time for more
than one circuit before he had to leave for an "appointment". (He usually disappeared
early. Did his pass-out expire at tea time?)
Jack left Keith Emslie to carry on flying, and
didn't clear any other pilot, so two good soaring
flights were made, of 40 minutes and an hour.
Climbs to 1500 feet were easily made in the
modest northwest wind, perhaps 10 or 15 knots.
Climb at hilltop height was at least 3 knots, and
the whole face was explored round Fairsnape,
noting that the southwest face did not produce
any turbulence in the northwest wind. Aeromodellers were in action, but with no conflict of
airspace. (Hang gliders and gliding parachutes
had not been invented.) Some days later one of
the model club produced a set of photos that
they had taken and these were very welcome;
they gave me the black & white negatives. Roy
Greason made a set of full plate enlargements,

54

The Olympia lifting off at Chipping

which could be mounted as a collage to make it look as though several Olympias were
soaring together, and it didn't even look like heavy traffic!
The following Sunday produced another northwest wind. Jack went again, had a good
hill flight, caught a thermal off the hill and drifted back over Chipping. After a
pleasant hour he let Ivor Stretch enjoy a similar hour’s flight, though just on the hill.
This completed our exploratory flying: three days; four circuits; five excellent hill
soaring flights. Was this really enough as
the basis for such a lot of committee
work and financial commitment? Probably
not, but that is exactly how it happened.
What about easterly winds? We couldn't
use the opposite winch run, Mrs. Brewers
field was not really level and the launch
height would probably not have been
enough. Fortunately the aeromodellers
came to our assistance. The east face
works better than the west in gentle
Back from another successful flight
winds, they said (We still have that
letter!). So we blandly stated in the documents describing our plans that models often
soared the east face, and so would we. Did we mislead anyone when we claimed that
the hill would be usable from the northwest through south to east, and accessible from
winch launches? After thirty years of flying we are more than satisfied with the hill
itself, if just a mite disappointed by the convection that we experience and the wave
soaring character, both of which can be found more easily and to greater heights at
other sites. Nine out of ten. Nice try. But do Sutton Bank, Long Mynd, Camphill,
Aboyne, Talgarth, Hus.Bos., Dunstable or Lasham score any higher as all-round club
sites? For basic and advanced
training including airmanship, with
soaring of every type in all seasons,
cheap fees and a friendly
atmosphere ? We rest our case.
Club activities took on a more
purposeful air, we had a goal ahead.
Flying was seen as the best way to
generate surplus cash, and we were
able to hold out to current and
prospective members a future
worth striving for. It even beat
drinking! We started to bring in
One of the photos taken by the aero-modellers
more than we needed to spend, but
a serious assessment of the whole project showed that the grant would be vital to our
success. How to set about achieving it?
- Writing letters,
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- Development proposals,
- Filling in forms.
- Seeking Planning Permission for
change of use.
- Attending committee meetings,
making contacts.
- Keeping the BGA informed
We still hold a mass of papers that
were generated at that time, a
fascinating record that would fill a
cabinet if they were collated and
sorted into sections. They came from
various people. Many are duplicated;
who will go through them? Me, one day
perhaps. Will it be safe to place them
in the clubhouse, or will they get damp,
The Olympia coming in to land over Fiddlers Lane
shuffled or even destroyed! As the
years go by they will be prized by some of the future generations who appreciate our
legacy. For present purposes we will gloss over all the hard work, saluting their efforts,
and merely noting what the effect was.
William Jolly was very fair and very patient. Yes, he was willing to sell up, and take life
easier. How old was he? He gave the impression of advancing years, but perhaps that
was more due to a hard life than a very long one. He was probably about 60. During
1994 a visitor reported that Bill Jolly was still going strong, and then in October 1997
he was brought with his wife to visit us. His estate agent (Pinder) tried to give us a
hard time, with a price that frightened us, and we set out to prove that it was well over
the top. We started to read Farmers Weekly, looking at land prices for similar
properties, hardly the ultimate in intensive cultivation. The 57 acres had supported
about one cow per acre: dairy cattle housed through the winter and fed on hay stored
from his own crop. Eventually we agreed on £ 12,500 and were satisfied.
Thus we were able to put together estimates for the project, based on professional
quotations for buildings and land preparation, plus the K.13 that we coveted: the date
was March 1969.

Farm : 57 acres, house and barn, freehold.
£12,500
Remove hedges, level earth banks, remove &
rebuild drystone wall, install some drainage.

£ 2,390

Hangar and clubhouse buildings.

£ 6,530

Two-seat glider : Schleicher K.13 (not new).

£ 2,300

Legal fees.

£
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This fitted in well with the maximum grant of £ 10,000, which could not be more than
50 % of the whole. Thus £ 20,000 had been our first marker, and we had not been far
out. We followed the Scottish Gliding Union in receiving a maximum grant towards site
purchase, and our timing was very fortunate. Today the grant remains pegged at £
10,000 and how far would that go towards a farm? It might buy you a tug, but no more.
We applied in March 1969 to the Department of Education and Science for a
Recreational Grant, and this was timed to be considered by the Priorities Committee of
the Lancashire Sports Federation at their April meeting. Our application for Planning
Permission was also submitted. Our timing was lucky because there was a unique sports
exhibition arranged for 3rd March, the following week. Blackburn Sports Expo ‘69:
this event has never been repeated. We put a lot of effort into making an exhibition
stand, for which we won third prize, beaten by a full size pot-hole and a dry ski run!
Dick Seed's house became our workshop as he painted scenes on 8 x 4 sheets of
hardboard. Landscape With Cumulus Over Samlesbury Runway. We hung a 6" span
model Olympia at the rear, and a 24" span T.21 at the front, to achieve a good
perspective effect, with a collage of several Olympias soaring Parlick/Fairsnape as
background. Quite pleasing. We gave away hundreds of leaflets, but the best result
was that many influential committee members stopped for a chat, and we were able to
bend a few useful ears that we would otherwise never have reached. Serendipity again.
The B.G.A. A.G.M. was held in Harrogate in January 1969, so Jack and Keith attended
and reported to their Development Committee, meeting the new full-time officer Lt.
Col. Naomi Christy. Site security was being pursued vigorously, and they gave us great
moral support, and no doubt strong recommendation in official circles. We met Andrew
Thorburn of S.G.U., who was charmed to have heard us describe our proposals as based
on Portmoak. They had not only been given a 50 % grant, but the Scottish Education
Authority had insisted on giving them another 25 %. We offered Lancashire the
chance to be equally generous, but they were more mean than the Scots(!)
In the event it took us
three years to hook and
land that grant, while Mr.
Jolly waited. His patience
ran out, and he announced
that he could not hold the
price any longer. He had
installed a new septic tank,
and improved the kitchen,
so he must increase to (we
held our breath) .... £
13,000. With straight
faces we quietly accepted,
went away and whooped
with joy.
Parlick from the launch point on runway 30
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The Sports Council dealt with us very smoothly. We got an easy ride, and I suppose
there were no serious delays. We received the joyous news in November 1970, and paid
10 % deposit to Mr. Jolly in February 1971. The grant was paid for us to complete the
purchase in October 1971; John Gibson signed a cheque for £11,700, which was a lot of
money! When buying a farm you have to give a year to the vendor in any case, for him to
sell his stocks and equipment, so we couldn't have acted any quicker. Meanwhile we had
been trying to raise as much as possible from accumulated flying fees, and economising
expenditure. The surplus steadily grew and we had ideas on how to borrow the rest.
When the account was closed, upon completion of the initial development in 1973, the
sources used had been :

GRANTS : Dept. of the Environment, Sports Council:
Site purchase
Blanik
Building materials
Building materials
GRANTS TOTAL
LOANS : B.G.A. Philip Wills Fund
Club members
OPERATING SURPLUS 1967 - 1973
TOTAL

£ 6,000
£ 1,075
£ 1,888
£ 1,037
£10,000
£ 2,000
£ 4,000
£ 7,800
£ 23,800

We found that no K.13s were available second-hand, they were so well liked that the
clubs that bought them new were not releasing any. We found a Bergfalke 3 at £1,700
and tried to secure it with a £50 deposit, but before our grant came through they
found another buyer and succumbed to instant cash, so we had to look round again. The
R.A.F.G.S.A. had a Blanik for sale, so a team was despatched to Bicester, and we bought
it for £2,150, at least a touch
less than our estimate for a
K.13. (This explains the £1,075
grant). Thus we got an
advanced trainer, with flaps
and retracting wheel. The
flying characteristics were so
good that we began to move
our pupils over to it, such that
first solos were taken in the
Blanik. Jack was still not
prepared to chance ‘his’
beloved T21 for that!
The club Blanik at Chipping
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The drystone wall was moved and rebuilt
professionally and only the northern end
survives in its original location, down to
the kink. Otherwise we did all the site
work ourselves, for economy. We
adapted the barn as our clubhouse
instead of putting up a separate building,
and we bought the hangar in kit form. We
welded a cattle grid, and dug the hole
with our own JCB; we had spent £2,000
on equipment, tipper lorry, dumper truck
and cement mixer for the lesser jobs.
The northern drystone wall with Pendle in the background
We also had use of a calf dozer (little
bull) and a small digger, bought by Ken Fixter and Ron Smith. We grubbed out the
hawthorn hedges and tried to level the earth banks they had been growing on, actually
you can still see where they were, or feel them on a fast landing run. A ditch was piped
across the runway. Drains were laid or located and cleared (some of us were capable
dowsers!). Fences were erected on our new boundaries.
We carried on flying at Samlesbury, but tried to ensure that every member did a fair
share of the site work on the farm. We started a system of work cards, one days work
entitled you to a days flying. We didn't fly any less, so we must have also done a lot of
work.
By August 1972 we pronounced the site as fit for flying to commence, so the Blanik and
Fauvette were used for the instructors to gain experience of this radical new site.
Training was discontinued in November 1972, while the big winch was moved in to the
barn, pulled to pieces and refurbished. The rest of the fleet moved from Samlesbury
in April 1973, and though we still had
to rig from trailers, the move was
complete. We became only the sixth
British gliding club to own their site.
The hangar we had decided upon was
60 x 60 feet, as a useful size initially,
with scope for enlargement later. Our
thoughts on the Samlesbury hangar
design were extended, using models at
1:100 scale. Hangar packing is a highly
three-dimensional problem, and you
must cater for the way in which the
gliders are moved into position.
Spanwise motion is more helpful than
fore/aft motion, thus an oblong hangar
should have the door in the shorter

The original farm buildings in 1971. You can see the outline for
the proposed hangar marked out on the ground
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side ! These ideas, also the accuracy of the little model
hangar, were checked at Samlesbury when cable trouble left
us with all the gliders parked on the runway. We marked out
various hangar shapes, and moved gliders into positions
suggested by the models. This confirmed that the models
gave a good idea of what was possible, accurate to a few
inches. Eventually the model hangar was used to pre-plan
any different arrangement in the full size hangar, when a
fresh glider appeared. However the models became
collector’s pieces, and disappeared! Another set was made
at 1:50 scale; crude skeletal shapes in aluminium sheet or
plywood. These were not worth stealing, but were only used
by me, which was a pity.
The hangar base was dug, with holes for the main pillars to
be set in concrete, and the frame was assembled. The roof
comprised steel girders, to form simple trusses of span 60 feet. The apex joints were
bolted together, using the JCB as an effective crane. Unfortunately the bucket arm was
not long enough to lift the truss high enough to set it in place. We needed to hire a crane.
One of our members was Stanley Race, civil engineer, Borough Surveyor for Walton-leDale, Justice of the Peace, dowsing instructor, raconteur and acquainted with Leonard
Fairclough, millionaire construction contractor of this parish. Fairclough had been
enquiring with more than passing interest what the gliding club was doing. Stanley asked
how much crane hire was for half a day? Fairclough said it couldn't be done in less than a
full day. If it was, he wouldn't charge at all!
The art of hangar packing!

The five & a half day week was still current, but few crane jobs were worth booking for a
Saturday morning. The challenge thus became to erect the five roof trusses during four
hours door-to-door from the Preston yard. After half an hour on the road the crane
arrived, and the driver started to assemble the old-fashioned jib. Not one of your modern
telescopic jobs. He was alone, without the helper who would normally have given him the
precise signals to help him position the beams accurately while the bolts were inserted.
As he viewed the people around, he would have rated us as disorganised and weedy,

The hangar; still giving stalwart service over 40 years later
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however, as he started on the first lift Geoff Guttery placed himself in the driver's
vision, and gave the accepted hand signals of an experienced construction engineer.
Members had shinned up the posts, and slipped the first bolts into place. Only minutes
had elapsed. The other four trusses quickly followed, then the heavy timbers between
the trusses. The jib was dismantled, the traditional cup of tea was dispensed, and the
driver waved a cheerful farewell with plenty of time to drive home. We even have a
short piece of 8mm cine taken on that memorable day. Cladding with asbestos sheets
took a little longer, but not too many weeks, and another step towards utopia was
completed. To dispense with daily rigging of every club glider was a major step forward.
Did I mention the septic tank? Thought so. We installed toilets, roofed it over to
create the dormitory, (which members steadily turned into the aptly named "Piggeries"),
dropped a floor beam in the process on to one of the new wash basins, cracking a large
chunk off it. This was eventually replaced,
but was soon broken again when a member
stood on it. We mucked out after the cattle
were gone, and were soon dining in there
ourselves. The boskins were retained as
"atmospheric" dividers between our dining
alcoves. I suppose they have a certain rustic
charm, appropriate to the rough and ready
style that seems to suit us. The calve’s pen
and the bull pen were knocked through to
make a glider workshop and a large lintel was
cast in place by Frank Devine.
The trailers needed as much shelter from
gales as possible, so the dip south of the
farmhouse was chosen. This needed some
The trailer park in front of the farmhouse
levelling, so the JCB was used to dig away
soil below the drystone wall, after the septic tank, a high technology fibreglass flask, had
been buried. Then the wall sagged alarmingly over a favourite playground for the
children that often arrived in those days, so we chased them away and gently leaned on
the wall and pushed it over. The children loved it; they climbed across that heap of
stones for years. Eventually someone started surreptitiously lifting the stones back into
place, and the wall slowly re-metamorphosed, improving the landscape tremendously. The
children had grown past that game by then, taking up gliding !
At this stage we have covered all the activities that made up that daunting project to buy
our own site, delighted to have been able to prove Basil Meads wrong. He was probably
equally pleased for us that serendipity had worked in our favour, when any bookmaker
would have given very long odds on our chances. There was a source of funds that we
hadn't considered!
By the end of 1973 we were operating from our own freehold site, starting to get the
sort of flying that we had known to be possible, using the Blanik, T.21, Swallow, Olympia
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and Fauvette, out of a hangar. Incorporated, secure, and still solvent, with only £6,000
of low or zero interest loans to repay from operating surplus that was becoming ever
easier to produce. Membership was sound, with an active new C.F.I. in Derrick Sandford,
and a team with sufficient experience and flying skill to explore the area and show
others how to use it safely.
As I've said before, a very gratifying success story, well worth recording while the old
men are still around. No novelist would have dared invent fiction half as unlikely as the
literal happenings here presented. This has been as close to the truth, the whole truth
and nothing but, as failing memory, piles of paper, newspaper reports (usually unreliable),
club news reports (exaggerated) and club newsletter articles (utterly reliable. Wrote
most of them myself) could make it.

The farmhouse and barn (clubhouse) as they are today

Sources:
Committee meeting minutes.
Development proposal reports.
AGM papers, Treasurer's Reports.
Correspondence.
Club newsletters.
Personal reminiscences.

62

CHAPTER 12: Consolidation at Chipping
Our gliding operations improved immediately. We were able to use the hill almost to the
full from the very first, and our hopes were realised. Basic training took advantage of
longer flight durations to give time at the controls for new pupils to settle down and get
the feel. Established solo pilots and instructors relished the challenges of circuit
planning and landing on the field, although this was more difficult than on the large
airfield. Cable breaks were more tricky, and still are; they required further training and
practice, then became a useful feature in check flights.
Flying statistics at Samlesbury had risen to over 400 hours from 3,600 plus launches,
perhaps 400 flights averaging half an hour and the rest circuits at plus and minus 4
minutes. Average duration of flights was 7 minutes per launch during 1971 and 1972. At
Chipping we didn't get fully started until April 1973, and by the end of September we
had done 1894 flights averaging 15 minutes, an instant boost to our soaring. Full years
(October to September is the BGA year) then rose to 3500 flights of average duration
20 minutes. Since this includes cable breaks, real and simulated, and circuit practice, we
were starting to stay up at will. Gradually the syndicates formed, and 30 minutes
became the annual average, although our total launches rarely broke the 4000 mark.
This level of flying seemed to be comfortable for a modest size of club, friendly but not
frenzied, yet steadily solvent.
Our core of experienced pilots and instructors grew, for we probably didn't lose as
many members each year when subs. became due. We even attracted a few who had
been travelling away for their soaring, or who had been on holiday courses. Total
numbers are clouded by the fact that we found we were paying the BGA capitation fee
on social and family members, so we started to register only members with voting rights.
These are a fair indication of our active strength, and the peak figure of 168 (in 1979) is
misleading. Twenty instructors, sixty solo pilots and forty dual, had become normal.

The airfield, looking towards Longridge Fell

A few instructors didn't transplant successfully, and faded away. Jane Murdoch took up
power flying professionally, doing instructing and air taxi work with the Air Navigation &
Training company. She married Keith Whyman, son of Russell Whyman. Jane won the
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prestigious Jean Lennox Baird Trophy in 1971 but was tragically killed a few years later.
Flying a Piper Aztec back from Aberdeen at night, she called a Mayday and tried to
reach Edinburgh but came down in the sea. It was thought that a door blew off and
swiped off one tailplane. In 1970 the club was invited to display aerobatics at the
Blackpool Air Pageant: Jane, a member of the ‘Barnstormers’ aerobatic team, gave a very
polished and competent routine in the Breguet Fauvette. We remember Jane with
affection. A good, natural pilot with a cheerful personality.
Jack Aked's reign as CFI came to an end in 1972.
He had kept his PPL current (only just) since 1949,
mostly flying Austers, and had later flown tugs at
Nympsfield, Cambridge and Lasham. He was
cleared to aerotow in 1967 and did another week in
1968, plus a few Falke flights. However, when his
PPL ran out in November 1970 he failed the
medical: the dreaded dicky ticker. His power
flying had always been surreptitious and he never
spoke of it, or of his holiday trips to soaring sites,
so we didn't notice that he had stopped flying
power, and wasn't taking flights with any pre-solo
pupils. He even carried on taking the occasional
flight in the Swallow and Olympia until November
1971, and it was not until March 1972 that we
realised Jack's power flying career had ended.
Jack in his beloved T.21
Thus for 16 months Jack had carried on, probably
hoping that his heart problem might right itself, which was really naughty of him! John
Gibson had the delicate task to persuade Jack that he could not continue as CFI, and
asked Derrick Sandford to take over in March 1972. So Jack had lost his top dog
position, and faded gently from the scene as we ran down at Samlesbury. The lovely new
Blanik had arrived in February 1971, so Jack had enjoyed many flights in it, and Derrick
generously allowed Jack to continue taking check rides until October 1972, when all
flying at Samlesbury ceased. Alec Lunn records that he flew as "Safety Pilot" with Jack,
on 3rd June 1972. However Derrick did not feel able to allow Jack to carry on like this
as we transferred to Chipping, and it appears that Jack was hurt by this. Jack's log
shows a single Blanik circuit at Chipping with Derrick, in late 1972. He then ceased
making entries in his log book, yet there is a payment receipt from Sutton Bank in July
1975 for a Falke flight, two aerotows and six winch launches. At Chipping he could have
claimed a Blanik ride at any time, handling the controls. He could have enjoyed six years
of glorious soaring from 1973 until his death in February 1979. He continued coming to
Chipping, he ran the little shop selling log books, ties, and the BGA magazine "Sailplane
and Gliding ", and he acted as quartermaster to order consumable spares as he had been
doing since 1951, but he became a sad figure around the club. Barbara designated the
funeral as a family affair, with the gliding club not to be represented. The inference was
that she felt the club had given him a raw deal when elbowing him aside.
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In truth we had honoured Jack in every way possible. He was given Honorary Life
Membership at the first AGM of BFGC Limited in October 1970 (one month prior to his
final PPL medical). He was invited to become Club President in 1972, after Herbert
Liver died. The club presented the Aked Trophy (for gain of height). The BGA awarded
one of their prestigious diplomas to Jack "in honour of his long services to club gliding"
in 1973. If he was left with bitterness, this was very sad, but the club was entering a
much larger arena, and a safe transition to the adventurous new site would be a tricky
operation.
Derrick Sandford was an excellent CFI from 1971 to 1976 and guided our development
wisely and well. He fully encouraged pilots to use the hill in every wind direction and in
order to control this, he adopted the colour code system to grade pilot experience, also
to classify the difficulties to be expected according to weather conditions. This
discipline works well; on a tricky "Yellow Card" day, the less experienced Red Card pilots
will be taken up for continuation dual training and in order to register which aspects
have caused the day to be restricted. Strong winds, low cloud, marginal hill soaring,
turbulence and large crosswinds are all used to aid judgment and awareness and to
illustrate the limits of personal experience, competence and confidence. Dangerous
over-confidence can be exploited in order to frighten the unwary, although this requires
the instructor to develop a fine instinct to remain within his own ability to retrieve a
marginal situation, though well beyond that of his pupil.
Dual training is carried out under a Training Record Card system. Pupils fly with many
instructors, so there is a lack of continuity and perhaps consistency. After each flight
the card is filled-in to record which exercises were carried out and how well they were
done. ‘1’ means the instructor demonstrated what to do; ‘5’ shows that the pupil did it
competently, 4 successfully, 3 not very well. 2 records that the instructor had to take
control from the pupil, who had got into trouble. Thus prior to the next flight the
instructor will know from the record card what to expect from the pupil, and which
exercises to carry out. Instructors compare notes at Flying Committee meetings, and
shudder in unison when necessary. Feedback from pupils, who justify odd behaviour by
saying that a previous instructor showed them that way, is used to weed out poor
practices in flying and tuition. We
believe that we have a satisfactory
way to teach and control operations,
so that pilots are taken as far as
individual capabilities allow, yet
restricting the unwise, erratic,
cocky or careless, such that they
do not damage themselves, or our
gliders. Hurt yourself if you must,
but don’t add to our insurance
premium!

The bumps, dips and slopes that typify Chipping
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We recognise that training from
our site is more difficult than from

a large open airfield. Others can teach the basic handling and the routine circuit more
quickly; to solo in one week became a great gimmick, but this does not turn out an
experienced glider pilot. Even the Silver C badge does not mean very much when flown
in fat tall thermals over open country and large fields, whereas hills and small sloping
fields, changing weather and low cloud demand awareness that cannot be learned from
books, or absorbed instantly. However, when we pronounce that you have reached
Yellow Card level, we think that you are a responsible and experienced soaring pilot,
ready to try for the advanced delights that can be found elsewhere. Continental
thermals. Racing contests. Alpine soaring. Mountain waves. Our apprenticeships give a
sound basis.
We do not have a reputation as
a cross-country outfit, partly
because of the legacy of Jack
Aked's early days, but we have
done a lot of local soaring
beyond the airfield circuit,
without recording the
kilometres covered. Many
flights clock up two or three
hours in thermals, ranging
quite far afield. With twelve
or more gliders launched, few
would be visible. "I just went
to Lancaster or Settle or
Overhead the M6 looking north
Skipton." Only 50 or 60 k,
hardly worth recording. Over the years these might have totted up to a respectable
total, to grace our BGA statistics. During 1977 we made an effort to record them, and
it made an impressive list. Gil Haslam came home from Carlisle when a 500 km attempt
was going astray, merely a 200 km out-and-return. John Todd went to Barrow-in-Furness
by way of Kirkby Lonsdale, 110 km, and he might have landed at Walney if the tide had
been out! Roy Greason did eight flights of between 40 and 100 km. Masterson 6,
Purslow 5 Todd 4, Gornall 4, Haslam 3. Thirty seven flights totalling 1700 km. Jack
Aked was still around, but his comments were not recorded. With no crashes, he was
probably surprised but proud!
In later years this level of achievement has been developed, led from the front by Paul
Myers, at some expense in the purchase of flatter glide angles ... Kestrels came and
went, the Open Cirrus gave good service, then the Nimbus 2. Many members got very
good value and satisfaction from gliders that did not demand a large capital outlay,
especially when several shared the costs. The earlier types began to be phased out:
Skylarks, Elliott 463, Fauvette, K.6, Pilatus B.4. Glass ships appeared: Astir, Cirrus,
DG 101 and 200. Two-seaters were operated by groups, the T.21 was sold on by the club,
and is currently still flying in Canada.. Peter Cooper bought a Blanik in 1984, and invited
several to share the running costs. It was housed in the hangar, hence it was flown
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fairly often when we might not have bothered to rig it from a trailer, and Peter only had
an open trailer. Thus it gave many air experience rides to visitors when the club twoseaters were busy. It was sold in 1992 when regular maintenance and overhaul was
becoming a burden. Members then also operated an M.200, YS.53, K.7 and K.21. When
we run day-long operations for visiting parties, corporate days, or a group of paraplegics,
or the Women's Institute, we can mount a fair fleet. The owners fly their aircraft and
enjoy giving pleasure to visitors, and
earning revenue for the club.
The Vintage Glider Club recognised us as
valuable outpost, since we were still
operating Jack’s original fleet of T.21, Eon
Baby and Olympia. A second Olympia had
been on site from 1972, and Bob Boyd flew
Kite 1 (BGA 251) from Chipping for several
years. In 1992 a replica Gull 3 flew, having
been under construction for many years by
Peter Philpot, Dave Masterson and Reg
The replica Gull
Wooller. Dave also had a T8 Tutor nearly
ready to fly at this time. On this site, they were able to fly easily for durations as long
as the pilot wished, and could even float gently to the top of the stack, while sleek
machines flashed past beneath! In their element and offering a salutary reminder of
glider design progress.

The Club Fleet 1970s - 1990s
The original T.21 came to grief during 1974, when a visiting instructor flew too far along
the hill in a north-westerly wind, and ran to earth at 500 feet above airfield height, on
the face of Fairsnape. Yes, he should have known better, a visiting CFI! We got a
replacement T.21, BGA 948 and finally got a closed canopy which eased our winter woes
somewhat. Almost at the same time we got a Schleicher K.4 Rhonlerche two-seater, the
short-span basic trainer. It was surprisingly effective as a trainer, excellent for first
solos, while perhaps instructors sent people off slightly sooner than they would have
done in K.13? Utilisation was good, it even soared on the hill quite well, if the view from
the rear cockpit was slightly poor, and the airflow noise rather high. Bob Pettifer even
showed that it flew on with the rear canopy open and hinged back: an inept pupil pulled
the red knob at the top of a launch, instead of the release lever for the hook ...
The problem of capital outlay for gliders was solved for the club by Eric Ripley and Alec
Lunn. They bought the T.21 from the club and leased it back them. The K.4 was also
leased and this arrangement operated for several years between 1974 and 1981.
The high performance end had been covered by the Olympia and Fauvette, but in 1978
the club obtained a grant from the Sports Council of £3,000 towards a modern soaring
machine. We had reviewed the market, K6E, Pilatus B4, Dart 17R, Skylark 4 and Swales
SD.3. The club decided to buy British and support their own glider designers (John
67

Gibson and Keith Emslie), by ordering the Swales.
This was descended from the Birmingham Guild
135. John and Keith had been flying their own
cheeky V-tailed version of this 13.5 metre span
glider, but the club ordered the 15 metre
version with a T-tail. The Swales came to
Chipping as a demonstrator, flew well, but was
criticised for minor imperfections in the
delivery standard, frankly justified, and
embarrassing to the designers, but they were
A Swales SD.3
exactly the blokes to get them rectified. It
started to fly intensively, and was well liked by club pilots once they gained confidence
in the odd-looking but effective trailing edge divebrakes. Sadly it came to grief in 1980,
when one David Brown roosted it in a tree. He had flown towards the Lake District on a
Silver cross-country, and was high above Windermere. Now he had been previously
criticised for getting too low to choose a field carefully, and ending in a hedge, so he
wasn't going to make that mistake again. From 6,000 feet he chose a field, nicely beyond
50 km from home, and flew around enjoying the view. He could have flown on, but the
retrieve from beyond the mountains would have been a nuisance. As he got lower he kept
his eye on that field, for there are not many suitable fields around there. It was a
curious shape, oval with straight sides, actually a running track, not really long enough in
that day's light wind, and with lighting poles all around it. Oh, dear, what about Plan B?
But no alternative suggested itself, and Plan A got less and less attractive. So he flew
into the top of a tree, stopped, and slid backwards until the tail reached the ground but
the nose hadn't. People rushed to the scene, and David heard someone say "Send for the
police.", which allowed Dave to utter the immortal line, "I am the police !!!!" Dave was
unharmed, at least physically, but the glider was in a bad way. Written off, bought by
Peter Cooper, partly repaired by Gerry Kemp, who ceased trading without finishing the
job. What a pity.
The club bought their second choice, a Pilatus B4, typical Swiss precision engineering and
a delight to fly. This was used happily from 1981 to 1989, then it was bent in an
argument with a fence after an abandoned launch. It didn't feel right, so he pulled off,
but didn't really sort out the crosswind or the gradient. The glider didn't look really

Lined up by the windsock
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badly damaged but it was written off by the insurers, so the club bought the wreckage
and got it repaired. Eventually this produced a profit for the club, at the expense of
much chasing and nervous energy by the
Treasurer (John Mitchell).
The club did another "Which" studies and this
time came up with Astir CS77. Paul Myers did
a marathon tour of five clubs, then chose the
‘best’ (i.e. cheapest acceptable) one on offer.
It flies quite nicely, but was soon dubbed the
"Concrete Swan" because it is rather heavy on
The ‘Concrete Swan’
the ground, and criticised for poor ailerons,
not very snappy and a bit heavy. So it often sits in the hangar while the K.8's fly their
hearts out and pilots queue up for them. There's nothing a test pilot would seriously
snag the Astir for, perhaps it bounces if you fail to hold off. But glider pilots are fickle
folk once the buzz has gone round there’s no reasoning with them!

Airfield Boundaries
The initial gliding field
was arranged as a cross,
after land had been
exchanged with the
Brewer family, our
neighbours to the north
and west. The original
fields flanking Fiddlers
Lane and down to the
River Loud (a minor
stream most of the
time) were retained, but
land to the north of our
entrance track was of
little use to us, and 8.8
acres was swapped for
strips to make runways
12 - 30 and 06 - 24. The
north-west strip was
A plan of the original airfield layout. The dotted red line shows the
boundary changes when we abandoned runway 06
uncomfortably narrow,
and the south-west strip was short and rough, however this was thought to be necessary.
We would need 24 to avoid cross-wind launches in strong SW winds and 06 to reach the
hill in NE winds. In practice we found that 06 was too short at only 800 yards and 24
launched downhill. We found ourselves flying in large angles of crosswind from 12 or 30
for preference. So we went back to the patient Brewers and negotiated another land
exchange, giving up 06, and doubling the width of 12. This was much more comfortable in
the extremes of wind. We found that we could operate every wind direction and reach
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the hill whenever it was
working. In fact, the launch
cables were laid out along 13 –
31 on most occasions, but this
was not possible initially
because a corner of land
opposite the hangar was owned
by another neighbour, who was
not as helpful as the Brewers.
Mr Ellison had been approached
at the start and we would have
wished to purchase land
without releasing any in return.
He would not agree to this, so
Essential drainage work being carried out
we withdrew. Eventually, this
land was taken over by Mr. T. Bolton, who agreed to release a vital 1.2 acres to us, in
exchange for 3.2 acres which didn't compromise our operations.
Drainage was of great concern from the
outset. Each of the original seven fields
had its own pattern of drainage pipes, and
the land was firm over much of the area
and for most of the year. However, this
was not quite good enough for our gliding
purposes. We needed to be able to
operate throughout winter and to drive
tractors, winch and gliders (whose small
wheels carry a lot of weight) across most
of the surface. Certain areas gave us
trouble. Sometimes this could be traced
to a blocked pipe, for the porous clay pipes were easily broken under the weight of a
loaded wheel, the resulting blockage silting up quickly.
Some areas are sloped sufficiently for the surface water to run across and find easy
routes down to the deep pipes,
particularly after a dry spell has
made the clay soil crack. Quite
heavy rain then disappears rapidly.
However, some level stretches
tend to collect standing water in
slight hollows, this saturates the
soil above the clay substrate, and
our tyres cut through the turf and
fling it away. Thus we dig away
more soil from the very hollows
that we ought to fill, and we
More field work taking place
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create larger muddy pools. These could and should
be filled when the land is firm and dry, but then we
are too busy flying.
In 1990 we bought a slitter, a large wheel cutter
mounted behind and driven by a tractor, to cut
narrow slits up to two foot deep. The spoil of turf,
soil, clay and stones gets flung away, the slit is then
filled with gravel to provide a path for surface water
to penetrate down to the drainage system. Of course,
our tractors were not really powerful enough, and the
two were tried in tandem. Then a new Ford 6600 was
bought, also able to tow the large tipping trailer, and
do fairly major earth moving. Our original JCB
digger did sterling work, but deteriorated even
The effect of the ‘slitter’
beyond Ken Fixter's considerable powers of inspired
bodging. Did you know that old engine oil can be used as a cheap substitute for hydraulic
fluid? We splashed out on a ‘new’ old JCB, which continued the vital work of digging and
dozing. The tractors were fitted with very broad soft tyres which do more good than
harm to the softest turf, acting as gentle rollers, although they strain steering joints if
manoeuvred at slow speed. We bought a Cambridge roller, comprising a set of disc, that
we tow around when the soil is drying after a wet spell; this pushes the humps down into
the hollows and flattens the scars left by the heavy tyres of winch, control van and
gliders. The control van is a well glazed office unit that we bought and mounted on the
trailer chassis of Jack’s original Wild barrage balloon winch. The winch itself had been
modified several times, bodged up to keep it running, guillotines broken, roller guides
repaired and the engine replaced by a more powerful Ford V8 diesel. It was mounted on
a lorry chassis, which gradually disintegrated, but was kept going long after it should
have been pensioned off because the replacement took longer to make than had been
hoped. A Gardner diesel with hydraulic drive then gave smoother launches, and greater
heights, almost as high as even the most powerful and hugely expensive professional
devices. Designed to be fool-proof, which is a challenge no red-blooded glider pilot can
resist........ Actually the design
of such equipment is very
demanding and this was bravely
and competently carried out by
John Gibson. Manufacture was
a real problem, usually solved
by Alastair Murray and Bill
Edmundson with access to
college workshops.
Our field work has always been
supervised by someone with a
feel for the land, Ken Fixter
did sterling work when we first

Bringing in the big guns!
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cleared the site, operating the heavy equipment that he had bought for us. Then Geoff
Guttery did much work on the drainage, until John Todd took over and earned the title
of ‘Drain Brain’. He attempted to map every drainage pipe, the original systems under
each of the original small fields, and the larger ones that we had installed. A lot of
water flows onto our land and passes under it: on some occasions we have had so many
flooded hollows that we have had to suspend operations, and if you cannot get on to the
field to fly, you certainly cannot work on the land. Sadly, John Todd died, but John
Richardson took over and has undertaken major landscaping on certain parts of the field.
He often identifies problem areas due to broken drains, where our heavy wheels have
crushed the clay pipes, digs out and repairs the damage. We have found that soft
patches can be quickly firmed up by using shale to fill the hollows: this can be driven
across soon afterwards, and yet becomes covered by grass quite quickly. This repair
system is vital along the tractor path for cable retrieving.
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Plan of Drains
John Richardson’s plans show how extensive the drainage system became

The surface of the field changes constantly, with humps and hollows developing, and
constant attention is needed, perhaps more than ever when the Pawnee arrived, but
necessary for motor gliders and even for gliders landing in light winds, when the ground
roll can be uncomfortable. Our farmer glider pilot, Roger Pye, assures us that this is
natural, and often marvels that our field is drier than much of the land around, so
perhaps we should not be unduly self-critical. Most of our initial clearing and levelling
has disappeared, with only one earth bank still clearly visible (the bar of the H). The
northeast side of our northwest strip was so uneven that we had it ploughed and seeded
some years ago. After one season it was firm and smooth, but it has not remained so and
now shows minor depressions, so probably we will never be able to leave the field alone.
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At least the land is in good heart, for
the Brewers keep the grass fed with
lime and fertiliser, while their fourlegged lawn mowers keep it trimmed.
Major weeds, nettles and thistles,
have been mostly eradicated and the
grass develops few long stalks, so that
it rarely needs mowing. An area of
reeds was cut by the Brewers in the
early days and completely eradicated.
With their attention to the hawthorn
Delicate restoration work taking place in the clubhouse
hedges and ours to the drystone walls,
we would reckon that we maintain the property fairly well. The original do-it-yourself
cattle grid became seriously unsafe in 1993, the webs of the bars rusting away, while
heavy lorries regularly delivered fuel and stone. Quotations for a new grid were rather
daunting to our cautious treasurer, so we called upon members yet again. Bill Cooke
secured steel at good discount, and Peter Coleman welded these together in August
1993. He had taught welding for many years, his main lesson to us was not to let our
equipment get into a tatty state! Now that the drystone wall is rebuilt, we can be proud
of our entrance once more!
Continuation of work on the barn began again in 1990, to make a lecture room and an
entrance from the car park. Work was stopped for a while when cash had to be
reserved for the purchase of a tug, and then against legal costs for the appeal.
Eventually, the new windows and doors were installed along with all the stone stone work
needed to install them, and the internal walls, ceiling and floor above were also
completed, giving us a clubhouse to be proud of.
The car park was landscaped and
the area north of the hangar was
planted with 1700 trees to
generate a screen to hide the
eventual caravan site. We were
allowed to have five caravans south
of the clubhouse in 1972, to house
the team clearing the site.
The farmhouse has always been let
to tenants, since it was felt that it
was not needed for club purposes,
Downstairs in the clubhouse before renovation
and would have deteriorated all too
easily. A club member, Roy Greason, lived there from 1979 to 1991, at a very modest
rent, so long as he did some repair work. He re-slated the roof, helped by Tom Gornall
and others, however the interior was damp. A retired farmer and his wife, Tom and
Margery Richardson were looking for a house to rent and had been staying with various
relatives meanwhile. They came, and saw, and were far from daunted by its remote

73

location and condition. Plaster
and paint and paper was soon
splashing around as they
attracted an amazing team of
family and friends to help with
refurbishment. The next
moment they were installed and
became an instant fixture. Tom
set to work with mole traps and
bagged dozens. Their constant
presence was a great comfort,
for we suffered a spate of
burglaries in 1991-1992. Cash
went from the till, then they got
cheeky and took easily
The clubhouse and farmhouse in winter
recognisable equipment, which
we could identify later when some villains were caught. We even got some of it back. We
were fortunate to have a local policeman as a member, David Brown, and we could have
deployed a solicitor or two, and a JP or two, if necessary.
In 1999 we had in residence the couple who run Chaigeley Manor holiday home (near
Higher Hodder Bridge), and been home to their bus. During 2000 they left, so we got
Mick and June who started to run a food service of breakfast and lunch which has been
enthusiastically welcomed.
This reminds me of the day Alison Myers landed out and had the K.8 impounded by an
irate and bullying farmer. Paul Myers arrived with the trailer behind a scruffy car, and
managed a very plausible impression of not having the demanded £75 compensation for
damage to hay pasture, and certainly not in his pocket. Eventually Goliath relented and
allowed them to take the glider away, insisting that the money would follow. It had
quite spoiled their day, so they talked to our policeman, solicitor and JP before
approaching the secretary of the local branch of the National Farmer’s Union. This
worthy visited Goliath and suggested that not only was his claim unreasonable, but it
would give farmers a bad name in the community, and that he should drop it. He did, not
realise that said Roger Pye (local secretary of the NFU) was, in fact, one of our glider
pilots!
Alison and Paul Myers were married in the White Church at Lytham, a local landmark.
When they emerged, the church entrance was flanked by Paul's Nimbus 2B and Alison's
new DG 200, which had been rigged while the ceremony was taking place. This was oneupmanship of a high order! The official photographer was slightly surprised too!
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Chapter 13: Airspace, Tugs and Caravans
We find ourselves in an area of outstanding aeronautical activity. The aeromodellers
were there first, using Parlick as a base for hill soaring with radio controlled models,
which have become larger and heavier in order to be flown in strong winds. They
started to build copies of our gliders, with exact replicas of our paint schemes. On one
occasion, our T.21 floated on to the hill, just as a replica model was launched under
radio control, and both were flown together. At first glance, you can mistake a model
for full scale and the modeller did this in reverse. He tried to control the full scale
glider as it flew out of range, while his model responded by crashing into the hill behind
him! Only once has a model hit us. Ian Hamilton in Eon 463. The models can be lethal
missiles: ballasted to fly fast. Generally, they are not a nuisance, for the operators
stand well below the hilltop and don’t fly when we float past on arrival. We soon fly
above their airspace, or fly back home.
Many birds are also visible: families of hawk live and hunt on the hill, are they kestrels
and buzzards ? I have hit one, which bounced over my wing, but generally they keep
closer to the hill than we do. Seagulls transit the area and often share thermals with
us. Bleasdale Fell is in fact an active grouse moor and when we bought our site we were
asked to keep well clear. We agreed to avoid the area, in fact not to fly north of
Fairsnape Cairn, for fear that we would scare the grouse from their nests and none
would be left to be shot! It never seriously hampered my flying, although I do watch
for troops on the ground during August and I never heard of any grousing from the
grousers! Nowadays, we do like to fly into the gulley beyond Fairsnape which gives
rising air in certain conditions, but can be full of lethal sink and turbulence in others,
while the south facing slope is useful occasionally.
Hang gliders and gliding parachutes have
been invented since we took up residence,
and threatened to become a real nuisance.
On some occasions Parlick attracts a
contest, when dozens wish to fly
simultaneously. With a light wind, the
traffic becomes dense and we have had to
avoid the hill on some occasions. However,
their aim was to thermal away across
country and many disappeared to land
Parascenders on the south face of Parlick
elsewhere. One of our pilots was on his
way back from beyond Skipton when he met three parascenders near cloud base! We
have been able to co-exist: We talk occasionally and aim to fly with consideration for
other types of user. At one stage we came close to taking drastic action to protect our
investment, when it looked as though out hill soaring prospects were going to be
seriously impeded. We moved towards registration as an Air Information Centre,
whereby all air traffic within one mile of our clubhouse would have to get prior
permission by radio. In the event the conflict for airspace never got that serious so we
let events take their natural course.
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Never did we reach the state of some clubs, who were known to have released water
ballast on to pilots preparing to take off! Thankfully, we learned to live with our fellow
flying enthusiasts.
Powered aircraft are often seen, although any that approach closely usually turn out to
know us. Motor gliders fly past, and microlights became more frequent, but have faded
from view recently. Helicopters transit without appearing to know of our existence,
but it is the military traffic that gives us most concern. Fast traffic transits at low
level in all visibilities. Bulldogs, Jet Provosts, Hawks, Jaguars and Tornadoes. The Aire
Gap between Harrogate and Skipton is a favoured route, and Parlick becomes a vital
waypoint and landmark. Aircraft have flown beneath us, between winch and hill, and
while hill soaring ...
Of course we are registered on the air maps
and as a winch launching site, but still we
get visitations, even to the extent of having
to report an official airprox. This is a very
serious matter, but here we record one such
story.
Val Howells was soaring the hill in her Pilatus
B.4, having just climbed nicely to about 500
feet above the west facing ridge. A fast
A Hercules fly-past photographed from the launch point
jet flashed past her to shave across the
700 foot high dip of Blindhurst Fell. She had just climbed through this spot and was
decidedly unhappy, so she firmly insisted on registering it as an airprox. Her view of
the offender had been very brief, so that she described the aircraft as "a dark pointy
thing." There was great hilarity from the males, who said that it must have been a
Tornado, so that is what she reported. Her report threw the RAF into confusion, for
they could find no record of a Tornado at that time. Her aircraft recognition was
probed again and eventually during a phone call she was heard to reply crossly "actually
I thought it was a dark, pointy thing!" to the despair of the males. The outcome was
that radar traces showed a Jaguar from Warton had been in the area, and thus Val was
brilliantly vindicated, adding a catchphrase to our vocabulary!

Motor Gliders and Tugs
We have always known of the advantages conferred by aerotow launching, and the costs
involved. Jack tried them at Blackpool in 1956 and 1962, and the possibility was mooted
in Samlesbury days, in December 1967, and again in February 1978 when John Todd had
been talking to the paratroops who fly at Cockerham.
When we got our original Planning Permission for change of use from farm to gliding club
in 1971, someone played a dirty trick on us. They specifically excluded the operation of
powered aircraft, robbing us even of the natural right of every landowner to fly from
his land on 28 days per year. Somebody influential engineered this, the planning
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officials wouldn't have thought of it. During our first few years of operation at
Chipping we got the occasional visitor who landed without us being able to stop him. We
had no radio, or even red and green glasses for our signal lamp. A few days later we
always got a snotty letter from the council, telling us we had been naughty, and we must
stop it. Big Brother was watching ! We didn't know who he was. I suspected the M.P.
for Fylde, Edward Gardner, who lived nearby and walked his dogs along the lane near
our River Loud. It could only be someone very influential, sensitive and local. Eventually
we got the message around, and we got no more powered visitors.
When we were developing our cross-country flying, we found that it was difficult to
escape, and we sometimes saw good lenticulars that we couldn't reach. So in 1987 we
hatched a cunning plan. We would ask for permission to operate motor gliders, even
though we didn't intend to operate a club one. We had some potential visitors who flew
motor gliders from Blackpool (Ogar and Taifun) and Wood Vale/Speke (Falke), gliding
members who wished to commute by air! This would get the locals used to the
occasional engine, and soften up their opposition to the eventual tug that was our real
aim. The planners accepted our application easily, and after a trial year of occasional
visits, the planning committee cleared us for 5 flights per day, on 10 days per month, of
motor gliders "fitted with a suitable silencer!"
The first proposed resident was the
Windex self-launching soaring glider,
then being built from a kit by Dave
Masterson and John Gibson, but later
hung up in production during 1999.
Eventually the club bought a Super Falke
in 2001. In 1991 we had thought
through the financial implications, and
the committee reckoned that the time
for aerotowing was ripe. We submitted a
planning application, asking for a single
The club Super-Falke G-KDFF
tug. The planning officials saw no
problem, since motor gliders had been accepted by the locals, and they asked for a
demonstration. We hired N6690Z from Marchington, which Jim Clarke flew in one hazy
day, making a second sortie from the M6 to find us! On the first sortie we saw him, but
he didn't see us! This aircraft was specifically chosen because it was flying on FAA
(American) clearance of a Swedish silencer, yet to be accepted by our CAA. Together
with a 4-bladed propeller, this Piper Pawnee was very quiet by normal standards.
The visiting planners and committee were allowed to stand around the launch point, and
didn't stop chatting when Jim fired-up and taxied ahead of the K.8, which we chose to
use instead of a K.13, to climb with less throttle setting! The planning officials had
brought their noise meter, and positioned it at the house of the most vocal objectors,
Little Blacksticks. They chased away some hens that were registering, then radioed for
the launch to start. With an east wind, Jim Clarke naturally turned half-left from 06,
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and of course didn't go anywhere near
the site of the meter, which thus
recorded zero noise. Not a single
decibel. Mrs. Objector was furious! At
another farmhouse they got a second
zero reading from a second launch, so
they then moved to a spot under the
flight path and got a positive though
low result, at least to show that their
meter was functioning. They went
away, the Planning Office
N-6690Z during the trial flights
recommended approval, so the
Committee voted, by 7 votes to 5, for a one-year trial. This was success, but those
votes against were ominous....
The Sports Council had been urging us on, with promise of a 50% grant, and our
Treasurer knew how to find the other half (by stopping us spending money on anything
else). So we ordered a
Pawnee from Guy Applebeck,
the British expert on spare
crop-spraying aircraft that
were becoming very easily
available. Zero hours engine,
235 horses, gravity feed for
Mogas, four blades and that
lovely Swedish silencer. Of
course the CAA still hadn't
cleared it, and we lost some
months of our trial year.
Members were so pleased
with the prospects that they
G-TOWS and G-PULL lined up in front of the clubhouse
clubbed together £200 to
register it G-TOWS. During six months of 1992 we did 312 aerotow launches, not too
many on any one day, and taking a variety of paths to spread what little noise there was
(obviously from the blade tips, because it was very directional.) When idling on the
return leg it was almost inaudible.
We were saddened to start receiving hate phone calls from some very irate and
determined objectors, which had the desirable effect of clearing the clubhouse.
Nobody would loiter near that telephone ! We couldn't believe that they were a threat,
for they had no real cause for complaint. The farmers were on our side. "It's no more
noisy than our tractors." However the opposition raised a petition, getting signatures
from occasional visitors, and the fishermen at Barnsfold reservoirs, two miles distant !
The local press gleefully tried to stir up trouble, obviously wound-up by those few
determined objectors, who also set out to target every member of that planning
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committee. So that when the vote was taken it was unanimous for rejection. Naively,
we hadn't approached a single committee member to canvass support. We were
dismayed, and amazed. So we appealed......

The Public Meeting
We knew that this was going to be costly, for we needed full legal support, even
considered a barrister, but settled for an experienced solicitor. Prepared our case,
which seemed to be very strong. Letters of objection varied from incoherent to
laughable and utterly misguided. One lady objected to the tug, returning and dragging
the rope through her trees (she lives more than a mile from the airfield) so low that
she could hear the pop music from the aircraft's radio !!! They had us flying over at
impossibly low heights, while we were climbing at 900 feet/minute (we were launching
to 2,000 feet in just over two minutes), or we were circling over their house for several
minutes.
We couldn't credit their
mentality or powers of
observation. We
couldn't conceive that
we would lose, so we
expected to get our
costs paid by the losing
Ribble Valley Council.
The hearing was set for
January 1993, in the
Clitheroe council
chamber. We had our
counsel, a planning
consultant (who also
Happy days!
happened to be a glider
pilot), and an acoustics engineer. Bill Scull from the BGA bravely led the way into the
witness box, to stress the importance of aerotow launching. We submitted our noise
measurements, which was not really up to us, but the council had been very lax about
taking their own readings while we were trial-flying, and were only able to offer those
zero readings taken on the first days trial. But we knew our own values to be very low,
so we wished to be helpful. Obviously the officials didn't think there was a noise
nuisance, so that they didn't even insist on taking measurements after we appealed.
Our readings at several points beneath the flight path were presented as timeaveraged values, using a formula suggested in a Planning Policy Guidance document, on
Aircraft Flyover Noise, written by the D.of E. We quoted peak figures well below the
value of 57 decibels ('Leq' , a special way of averaging variable noise) that was held to
be the noise level at which nuisance would start to occur. The position of our meter
was closer to the airfield than the houses around, none nearer than 0.7 km from our
clubhouse, beneath the climb-out path.
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The opposition claimed that we were not flying over, but taking off, and hence should be
treated as industrial noise. Their noise expert was in some difficulty because he hadn't
been paid to take his own readings, also he had some trouble with his hearing aid! But
he rubbished the club's readings, then used them to claim that we made a peak noise of
69 db. against a background level of 40 - 43 db. (taken on a different day of flat calm,
with no traffic or agricultural activity, even chickens). This peak had been measured at
our boundary fence, where nobody would be present ! Their claim was that anything
beyond 10 db. above absolute quiet was unacceptable.
Our counsel drew attention to the
absence of the senior planning
officer from Ribble Valley, because
he had signed the recommendation
for acceptance, and could not now
represent the Council in their
opposition. Only junior planning
staff attended, who had not signed
any papers. Preston was
represented by a councillor, who
just happened to live nearby, and
was an objector in his own right. He
refused to admit that the Preston
Parked on the apron
planning officials had also
recommended acceptance, which also explained their surprising non-attendance. At
lunch time he left his file of papers on the table, so our counsel leafed through it to
discover the evidence that had been denied. Later he told the Inspector what he had
done, leaving a furious but deflated councillor. Wyre council, who allowed a microlight
airfield near Garstang, were represented by a young planner who thought we flew hang
gliders.
The Inspector gave objectors plenty of time to voice their opposition, and we welcomed
this because their complaints were so fatuous. Our planning consultant was able to
demolish most of their statements about our operations. Mrs Furious Objector was
banished to the gallery, unable to be allowed on to the stand because her husband, a
senior director for a very large company, had been known to commute from Little
Blacksticks by helicopter! We knew because his pilot was once one of our gliding
instructors (Ian Jennison)! We got a few laughs; a helpful judgement was quoted from
Justice Iain Glidewell. The representative from the Ramblers Association hobbled in on
crutches, but we were gentle with him, he had a new hip joint.
Finally our counsel made a very robust claim against Ribble Valley Council for full legal
costs. Their solicitor could only manage a very weak statement. So there it rested. A
fascinating display of democracy in action. We were very complacent. The Inspector
wished to see the tug in action but the weather was very wintry. He came on a wet day
in February, and tried again in March. We dared a single tow up to cloud base at 700
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feet. Most of the objectors stayed in the clubhouse, haranguing club members, and
their attention had to be drawn to the tug after it had flown past. The Inspector had
positioned himself at the house of a vocal objector, but the tug didn't reach that far.
The climb-out was very steep in that wind, but we were accused of doing this on
purpose! Also we must have done something to the tug, it was much quieter than usual!
The Inspector said that he'd better come back another day, but this time he postponed
on the basis of a vicious weather forecast. Members turned up and had a lovely day of
hill and thermal soaring from the winch; the frontal system arrived four hours late.
Our solicitor consoled us with the news that the Minister was expected to ratify that
document on aircraft noise, and then they were bound to rule in our favour. The BGA
Cross-Country course was booked at Chipping, but moved to Glyndwr, needing to
aerotow the DG-500. At least we got permission to fly G-TOWS out, and we also got
the C.of A. done. June and July slipped away, then the Inspector said that he didn't
need to watch any more trials, he would decide anyway. Was this ominous?
August still brought no news, and that PPG on noise still hadn't been ratified, the
current date was said to be 1 November. On Monday 27 September 1993 the Flying
Committee met for a regular session, to learn that the morning post had brought the
Inspector's ruling, a flat rejection. Shock, disbelief, disappointment and dismay gave
way to discussion of how on earth this could have happened, that the democratic
process had utterly failed us. We thought it significant that, after eight months delay,
rejection should now appear just before adoption of the new rules on noise. We had
strong suspicions of wheeler dealing behind the scenes, by Directors or an M.P. We
were offered the chance to appeal, at further great expense (ours), with little
prospect of success, having to prove malpractice by the opposition.
The implications for the national scene are very serious, for new sites will find it
difficult, and even established sites might now come under threat. Several clubs
aerotow from sites in National Parks, whereas we are merely in an Area of Outstanding
Natural Beauty. Oddly enough this lesser status did not help us. When the red mist
cleared, and we calmly read that report again, he had ruled that even the quiet noise of
aerotows, regularly repeated, constituted a nuisance to residents and visitors in a
peaceful location. Perhaps we'd have been better off at Nickey Nook after all, where
the noise of the M.6 drowns everything...
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Noisy Winch and Noisy Little Engines
Anyway we had to sell our
lovely G-TOWS, which now
lives at Lasham, and give back
that grant money to the
Sports Council. They were
most embarrassed, didn't
want it back, so wasn't there
something else we needed
instead ? Well, yes, a really
powerful (even a damned
noisy) winch might be
beneficial. No need to design
and build it for ourselves this
The Skylaunch winch in action
time. Tost? Supacat?
Skylaunch? Some of us had been Skylaunched from the Long Mynd, and drooled over it,
so we went for a more hopeful drool. Admired their flying retrieve system, but feared
that crosswinds would blow the cable across the fence/wall of our narrow strip. Twin
drums were available, at extra expense but who cares? So we ordered one, it was
delivered in January 1995, and it really is good. Smooth take-offs, homing angel
launches to greater heights than ever before. Converted to LPG, so we could use
propane at domestic prices. The clubhouse and farmhouse boilers already used it. Any
snags? We're forgetting how to operate our stand-by G-PULL. We arrive too high at
the hill, we can't use this as an exercise of judgment, shall I or shan't I? It doesn't
confer all the advantages that aerotowing would have given, the ability to reach that
rising air further away, but life has improved.
Eventually in 2001 the club bought a Scheibe Super Falke which is poised for action.
A Discus appeared in 1998, bought new by Simon Rishton and Steve Robinson; with those
initials they couldn't resist registering it as SR. This is self-sustaining, so they will
always launch by winch, and not erect or start the engine until airborne. As such, this is
a glider, and does not qualify as a motor glider, which must be self-launching. Quite
noisy, but not regular. John Woods bought another. What will be the next moves
towards even quieter tugs ? Geared-down propellers? The Swedes have fitted a Volvo
engine in a Pawnee. The Americans are also active. The Me.7 glider has been towed up
by a microlight; perhaps it is within the range to be towed by a motorglider? However
that damned ruling is very final. No matter how quiet the tug might be, repeated flights
would be intrusive in such a peaceful location. Perhaps a solar powered tug, completely
silent, would be acceptable ? Nil carborundum! (Never let the bastards grind you
down!)
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Caravans
Another aspect that required planning permission was for caravans. In 1971 we asked
for permission to place five vans on site, for use by the stalwart hedge-removers,
ditch-fillers and drainage diggers, so that they could have storage and occasional
eating and sleeping facilities. These vans were situated south of the barn, and became
accepted fixtures. After many years a few more caravans started to appear, staying
for a few weeks in summer when continuous flying was possible. Then they seemed to
disappear less and less frequently, until they also became regular fixtures, behind the
farmhouse and below the windsock, until we had a total of about ten vans.
At one stage we asked for full planning permission as a caravan site, but the council
were sensitive to this, and had been refusing permission for commercial sites, so they
refused us also. We quietly carried on with our 'original' and 'temporary' vans, and
nobody complained. In fact Stanley Race and I gained some gentle amusement on the
occasions when our aerotow saga was happening. We were visited by every planning
officer and committee member, on several occasions, and they had free access to all
parts of our site. They commented adversely on our untidiness, although by then we
had skips brought and filled regularly, so we weren't that bad. But not one of them
noticed all our caravans, which hadn't even been camouflaged! During 1995 we
landscaped our northern boundary, and planted a lot of trees which are now screening
our caravans from sight, at least from the top of Parlick. Actually someone came in and
paid us good money for the privilege of being allowed to plant them. We have now been
resident with caravans for more than the 25 years that will allow us to claim 'custom
and practice' if anyone objects.

A busy summer’s day at the launch point.
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... Editor’s Postscript
It was on that note about caravans, that Keith Emslie’s writings came to a close. You’ll be
pleased to know perhaps, that the situation regarding caravans at Chipping has now been
settled and legalised with the council, so there is no longer any danger of mass evictions!
The BFGC owes a great debt of gratitude to Keith for researching and recording the early
history of gliding in the local area and for documenting the story of the establishment and
development of the BFGC over the years since its earliest origins in the 1930s.
Much has happened to the club since he finished his writing and some of that can be picked
up in Paul Myer’s own personal account “44 Years and Counting,” (which is also available to
download from the BFGC club website). As for other recent developments and fleet
improvements, we can only hope that somewhere within the membership there is someone
who will one day pick up the baton (and a keyboard) to bring the history of the club once
again up to date.
Many thanks then, to Keith Emslie for his hard work and interesting insights. I would also
like to thank Reg Wooller, for curating the club archive and supplying the photographs and
documents which were invaluable in putting this publication together, and Marjorie Morris,
for painstakingly going through Keith’s original scattered typed and hand-written notes,
typing them up onto a computer and organising them into a coherent narrative.
It is due to the efforts of these people that we will never forget where the club came from
and the valiant work by many members, past and present that went into making it the wellestablished success that it is today.
Keith Clarke
Editor / Publisher. December 2019

The airfield as it is today, proudly showing off its latest feature, Runway 30R

83

