March 2012

The AGM
A final reminder, Ladies and Gentlemen, that the Bowland Forest Gliding Club AGM will be held at
8pm on Thursday 29th March 2012 at the Canberra Social Club , British Aerospace, Salmesbury
Aerodrome, and you are cordially invited (nay, urged!) to attend.
As well as the usual reporting back to the membership from the Committee and Club Officers, there
are some important matters to be resolved regarding the future of the club and therefore it’s
important that the AGM is ‘quorate ‘ (bums on seats required!)
It’s not all stuffy meeting of course. There are trophies to hand out, tales to recount, chats aplenty, drinks and a chance to meet with your fellow club members in comfort, away from a
freezing launch point for a change.
Please come along if you can, and if that is not possible, please send in a proxy voting form so that
your voice can be heard. Remember, it’s your club and we need your input.

Thought for the Day

So, you’re sitting there with a parachute strapped to your back, harness tightly fastened, checks done
and eventualities thought through. You watch the cable tighten and your heart starts pounding, in my
case almost as loud as the poor instructor’s in the back. Any second now you’ll be subjected to the
whiplash-inducing ground run and be rocketed skywards to once again try your luck at riding the
whimsical air currents.
But why do we do it? Why risk life and limb to try and stay airborne in a plane with no engine? Some
may say it’s all about the exhilaration of soaring like a bird, or maybe it’s to see the spectacular
scenery unfold beneath. For others, I’m sure it’s the challenge of achieving a new goal, or beating a
personal best. Perhaps it’s for the adrenaline rush of the launch, followed by the surreal serenity of the
flight, and the relief of a safe landing.
Why does man (or woman) partake in such adrenaline-inducing sports? Whether it be gliding, bungee
jumping, rock climbing or throwing yourself out of a perfectly functioning aircraft with a parachute
strapped to your back. Some people just crave adventure and, like you, I’m glad to be one of them.
Life isn’t a dress rehearsal, and I believe you only get one shot at it. So, it’s better to have some
adventure in your life than, like the vast majority, never leaving the safety of your living room chair
and drinking yourself into an early grave – personally I think that would be ‘death by missed
adventure’.
John Hough

In this Issue

Well, fellow soarers, it’s no secret that the club had a bit of a collective drying up of
the muses this month, (as a stream of increasingly desperate e-mails from the editor
attests). I can’t say I’m surprised. Let’s face it, if you take a group of flying
enthusiasts and then throw such abominable weather at them that they can’t fly for
months, it’s no wonder that they find it difficult to put pen to paper and wax lyrical
about their favourite hobby. Of course this excuse will not get you off the hook next
time, so start thinking now about what you are going to submit for the June edition!
In the meantime, many thanks to those members who did manage to find something
to say, and, all things considered, I think the the March issue came out rather well
in the end. Read on and find out for yourself. Enjoy!
Keith Clarke (Editor)
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Winchy Things
Not much to report since the last newsletter, winter
being what it is. No significant winch problems have
been reported to me, so I assume everything is rosy.
The left hand chock on the Skylaunch has now been
straightened (again). Our collective thanks must go to
Mike Unsworth and Tjerk Bermon for completing this
necessary but unwelcome task. Thanks boys!
Further to this, can I ask you all to, please, report any
damage done, so that repairs can be added to the
outstanding jobs list in a timely manner.

Other Things

In the last newsletter I reported that use of the standby winch had highlighted some minor mods and
maintenance issues which needed attention. This is still
the case.
The fuel leak on the cable tractor has been fixed, (thanks to Geoff Guttery). The brakes, rear wheel
drive shaft bearings and oil seals have been repaired / replaced as necessary by Mark Clayton, so
the cable tractor is back in business. Please be kind to it!
The popemobile steering box is currently under repair and we are hopeful that it will be returned to
service within a couple of weeks. Our thanks to Mike Unsworth again, for the expertise and effort
involved.
Here’s hoping for better weather!
John Harter

Visitor Evenings

It’s the time of year when we start taking bookings for Visitor Evenings. Please note that the Visitor
Evening timetable can be viewed on our website in the members' area. We run them every Tuesday
and Thursday evening from end of April to end of September. This is an important activity for
keeping our members’ costs down, as well as providing an excellent opportunity to introduce people
to our sport.
Remember, that you can help in one of two ways. Either by booking an event of your own, (for
friends, family, work colleagues or social groups), or by turning up on any event to help out.
Remember, each year we all benefit from this activity, yet most of the work is done by only a small
number of members, for which I
am very grateful.
Please contact me asap if you
can make a booking, even if
only provisional. I am
particularly keen on filling up the
early dates; i.e. May and June.
Note that we have kept costs
the same again at £30 per
visitor, which includes 28 days’
membership too, which I think is
excellent value, yet still brings in
essential revenue for the club. It
has been calculated that,
without visitor flying, we would
have to double our own
membership fees to secure the
same level of income!
Pete Desmond

3

Repairs & Maintenance
EASA and the BGA recently clarified this difficult area and have produced a definitive
Owner’s Repair and Maintenance flow-chart. I print it below in the hope that you will find it useful.

Is the Glider EASA Registered?

No

Yes

Does it Move?

Get Cheque Book Out
Sell Car

Yes

Ship Glider to Eastern Europe

No

Buy New Filing Cabinet for
Form 1’s

Should it
Move?

Should it
Move?

No

No

Secure
with
Gaffer
Tape

Yes

LEAVE
IT
ALONE!

Cry

Yes

Smother
with
Grease

Helicopters Anyone?
The thing is, helicopters are different from planes. An airplane by its nature wants to fly, and if not
interfered with too strongly by unusual events or by a deliberately incompetent pilot, it will fly. A
helicopter does not want to fly. It is maintained in the air by a variety of forces and controls working in
opposition to each other, and if there is any disturbance in this delicate balance the helicopter stops
flying; immediately and disastrously. There is no such thing as a gliding helicopter.
This is why being a helicopter pilot is so different from being an airplane pilot, and why in generality,
airplane pilots are open, clear-eyed, buoyant extroverts and helicopter pilots are brooding,
introspective anticipators of trouble. They know if something bad has not happened, it is about to.
- Harry Reasoner, 1971
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Des.Res. Chipping
The other week, I strolled over to see what
progress had been made on the ‘Chipping Hilton’,
and was delighted to see how good it’s now looking.
Bob’s legion of elves and helpers have been very
busy over the winter and, as it nears completion,
it’s evident what a huge difference this is going to
make to future comfort and facilities at the launch
point. As I’ve just been through the process of
selling a house, I feel well-placed to now give you
an appropriate description of the new DP Van.
As you can see in the photographs, this two-storey
mobile property has a spacious and very
comfortable lounge/reception area with ample
below-seat storage for rucksacks and flying gear.
(So, unlike the old van, you’ll be able to sit inside in
comfort without perching on someone’s lunch bag!)
There are pin-boards and whiteboards on the walls for notices and briefings, as well as storage units
for flying cards and all necessary paperwork. (A place for everything - I wonder how long our lot will
manage to keep everything in its place?!)
Windows on three sides and roof lights make
the interior space light and airy, allowing
occupants to sit in warmth and comfort while
still having a sense of participation in the
activities going on outside. (Which means the
Duty manager will have a job digging people
out of it to fetch cables!)
There is a bijoux, but well-appointed kitchen
area with running water, gas hobs and storage
units, so that copious hot drinks can be
produced throughout the day. The kitchen
also boasts an integral serving hatch, (to keep
down the crowd you always find in the kitchen
at parties!)
From the entrance foyer, stairs lead up to the
well-appointed launch control centre and rooftop conservatory, where duty crews will find
just the right mix of comfort, ergonomic design and high-spec technology to allow them to do their
jobs with ease. (What’s more, ‘operational efficiency’ should no longer be compromised by gangs of
lost souls bundled up in scarves, gloves and
cagoules, who are there solely because it’s
the only warmish place at the launch point!)
A couple of weeks ago, a group of us were
huddled around the old DP van at the bottom
end of the field for an hour or so, standing
guard over a lone K13 and freezing our toes
off while we waited to see if cloudbase was
going to rise or fall from its current 800 feet.
(It fell of course and we scrubbed for the day
- no surprise there!) However, someone
remarked “If we had the new DP Van, we’d
all be sitting down in the warm with a cup of
tea now!” The thought was very appealing!
Roll on the completion of ‘Pettifer’s Palace!’
and congratulations and a big thank you to
Bob and Co. for all their hard work.
Keith Clarke
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The Fugitive Aviator (2)
... It was a realm where all of his essential
perception data disappeared, just like hitting a
bank of fog when driving in the fast lane.
Straining his eyes at the instruments, the
vario needle was trying to detach itself, so
violent were the surges of lift and sink. He
decided it best to concentrate on the ASI and
his artificial horizon and he was finding it hard
resisting the urge to make a turn in what felt,
through the seat of his pants, like off-theclock, drop-kick lift. Then, simultaneously, he
entered a downpour of heavy rain. His flying
speed all but disappeared and the shuddering
signs of the imminent stall rattled through the
air frame. Instinctively, he jabbed forward on
the stick; and then he thought to himself, “Right, that’s enough! It’s time to exit this cold, hostile
hiding place”. Increasing the speed, with water seeping into the cockpit, he pushed through the
wet gloom and after what seemed like an eternity, he felt the warmth from the recovering light.
Finally, bursting out of the cloud, he entered a glorious valley of towering Cunims, their edges
shimmering in the sunlight and with a backdrop of pure azure blue. Wow! All below was 8\8-cover
and completely devoid of any ground features and, thankfully, any marauding police helicopters.
To his delight he was now at 6,000 feet, so there was plenty of time to go and play in this airborne
wonderland. He slowly descended into the lower cloud carpet and, easing back the speed to the
best lift/drag, he gently skimmed along the surface in zero sink, like a tide with only his head and
cockpit staying above. As he absorbed his surroundings, he felt it was akin to flying, surfing and
sailing all in one glorious moment in time. As he gazed along the wing, watching the wisps flowing
over the leading edge and with the eddies visibly exiting the trailing edge, it reminded him of the
reason he had taken to soaring, which was not a desire to aviate initially, but due to his ‘artist’s eye’
being captivated by the pure beauty of the machines themselves, with their graceful designs being
dictated by the need for laminar efficiency, whether it was the classic swept-back elegance of the
vintage ‘Minimoa’ or the drop-dead full-frontal gorgeousness of the modern “Ventus”, and most
others along the way. Although having never flown in any aircraft before, one gloomy day he
steeled himself and took an up-the-wire launch and barely stayed aloft for more than ten minutes,
but that was enough and he was hooked for life, spending many, many hours training and trying to
come to terms with this third dimension and slowly learning this incredible art of soaring.
Slowly he turned to take another bite of this visual cherry, but above, the Cu’s gathered menacingly
together and the light began to fade slowly to grey. His head was being engulfed in cloud, so he
set up a spiral turn and soon his eye caught a glimpse of the green stuff below. So, now at 4,000
feet, his position was not exactly as desired but his planned landing place was well within gliding
distance according to his calculations. And now, as the cloud-banks called time on the official sunset,
a rapid descent and touchdown were required. He had been to heaven, so now was it a return to
hell on Earth?! Any danger that might await him on the ground was now unavoidable.
Below, he recognised a couple of landmarks on-track, as he had flown this territory many times
before in his early days, having soared locally from his intended destination. A little knowledge is
everything as they say. Unfortunately, his progress was now being hindered by a strengthening
headwind and its sudden change of direction and this didn’t bode well either for his landing at the
small and narrow landing strip. Arriving over the airfield, it was obvious he would have to set up a
high, fast and steep approach into the howling westerly wind and push through the sheer and
turbulence and attempt to dodge the ‘clutching hand’ which would loiter in these conditions, then
put it down early onto the shortest section of the field.
He turned onto the approach and, at 1,000 feet, set a good rate of knots and immediately was
greeted by what felt like hitting a speed bump. This dislodged articles from storage which joined
him in the cockpit, along with the contents of the floor. As he threw stuff back from whence it
came, he was then given a dose of the cobblestone effect, just for good measure. The low sun now
re-appeared, just in time to hinder rather than to help, although it did illuminate the windsock
which was lashing about as if possessed. As he fought to control the bucking machine, he decided
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to further open the brakes to steepen his path through this maelstrom. With the speed nailed on,
he passed through it all and at 100 feet he entered beautiful, smooth air and made a welcome
touchdown and rolled to a stop.
Opening the canopy he eagerly gulped in the fresh cool air and exhaled with a sigh of relief. He had
amazingly made it to his intended destination in two pieces, both himself and the glider. No one
would believe him. They’d think he was making it all up. Flicking on the radio, he made a very
short call to base to say that he was safe and would sort out a retrieve the following day. Looking
across the airfield he could make out the hangar and the clubhouse; he hoped that there were
people who could move the aircraft, preferably out of sight. Moments later, a set of car headlights
began moving towards him and at this point a cold feeling of apprehension took a hold. He now
feared the worst. As it got closer he could make out the shape of an old battered 4x4 pickup truck.
It drew up and in the glare, the door flung open and out stepped a familiar, curvaceous figure,
dressed from head to toe in denim and leather. Not believing his luck and catching a breath he
smiled and said “Hallo Ava”. She fixed him with a smouldering, blue-eyed stare that could probably
trigger a thermal anywhere in the northern hemisphere and slowly, the words “Hallo stranger. Nice
of you to drop in”, fell from her lips. Ava, had hardly changed in the ten years or so since their last
‘encounter’, for they had a long and varied history, and apart from a few perfectly placed extra
pounds, she was in fine form. This was a woman of many talents, including glider pilot, instructor,
tuggy and all-round party animal. He had surely struck gold!
She strolled over to him, placed one hand on his port side wing and placed the other upon her
starboard hip and enquired “Do ya fancy sharing a cold beer or two?” With a broad grin, the width
of a ‘Lennie’ spreading across his face, he released the straps and replied, “Oh go on then. It’d be
rude not to”.
... To be continued.
Mark Johnson

Scene from Above

Overhead Longridge, looking along the Fell towards Clitheroe
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Youth Visits
Whilst it may be true that some things in life are like fine wines - they improve with age - it is of
some concern that the average age of membership of our sport seems to be forever increasing.
Unsurprisingly, Bowland Forest Gliding Club is no exception! Clearly, as a club we need a supply of
new members, and whilst we value all new members, it would be nice if we could source some of
these from the younger generation. To this end, Reg and I have undertaken various initiatives, to try
and generate interest from the younger age groups. I'm taking this opportunity to inform you of
some of the activities we have been involved in and to thank all those who have helped out (either
directly, or indirectly)
April saw a party from Bowland school descend on BFGC. After a brief introduction and tour of the
facilities, all but one of them had good soaring flights (alas, one suffered last minute nerves). They
went away greatly enthused about gliding and in particular our club, and many expressed an interest
in returning one day.
In June, Jo Riley from Stoneyhurst brought a party of about 30 eager and enthusiastic children.
Amazingly, they managed to feign interest while I bored them to tears waffling on about flying, basic
principles and how we operate. Frighteningly, they also asked intelligent questions. Malcolm and
Caroline then did a much better job of entertaining them, by showing them the winch and the gliders
and I them showed them the workshops. They went away very enthusiastic. Jo informs me they all
then wrote up their experiences and we received letters from the children thanking us for the
experience and expressing an interest in taking up gliding one day themselves. Greatly enthused, Jo
returned the following weekend with her husband, for whom she had bought a trial lesson.
Having enjoyed their experience the year previously, Southport air scouts visited us again in July.
Several of this group had been before, and were excited about returning. It is unclear how much of
this enthusiasm was for flying and how much was for the sheep herding , which appears to have
attained legendary status in Southport air scouts. Despite the largely inclement weather, a small
window presented itself and we managed to fly all the scouts that had not flown previously. Nonflyable time was used productively with briefings, visits to the hangars, winch and workshop. This
was tailored heavily towards helping them attain their air scout badges (for example, briefings on
instruments and practicals on DI-ing aircraft). As a little light relief, a paper aeroplane competition
was organised, with a distance round and a 'loop' round, with extra points if they could justify design
decisions.
As a result of this, Reg and I were asked to attend their 'inspection' (which is part of their approval
for air scout status). As part of this, they had to demonstrate that they were educating the scouts in
matters pertaining to aviation. They passed their inspection with flying colours and the link with clubs
such as ours was seen very favourably.
Unfortunately, another group of scouts wishing to come for a weekend were unable to visit due to
administrative issues around funding.
We have also had groups of scouts for visitor evenings. Dave Gethin
has done sterling work with West Lancs scouts, organising several
evenings and I organised one for a group outside of this area. This
represents a lot of young people who have been introduced to our
sport.
I must thank all club members, both those who have helped directly,
but also those who helped flying generally on those days. Thanks also
to Phil and Ged, who had an instructor course organised for the
weekend of the Southport scouts visit, and had to share facilities with
us.
This year, Reg has already had interest from a school wanting to visit
for two days and Southport Scouts are very keen to have another
weekend. We are also working on a relationship with Myerscough
college, which will be similar to the arrangement we had with Salford
University a couple of years ago. Hopefully, there'll be more links to
come and we will be able to get more young people into our sport.
Andy Huggon
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The AGM (2)
Being a whimsical look at BFGC’s annual meeting… any annual meeting!

It’s a reet queer old meeting as yon AGM,
Tha’ sees fellers theer that tha’ aint seen fer yem,
Not out on yon airfield, nor up in t’et clouds,
But round that theer bar, lad, they gather in crowds.
They solve all the problems the club’s ever had,
And double the launch rate, just look at ‘em lad!
And lissen ter’t chatter, as they sit around,
They’re a reet weird flock, are t’et club on the ground!
- An interested people-watcher.

Fasten Your Seat-Belts!
If you’re ever tempted to leave your seat on a commercial airliner before the pilot switches off the seatbelt signs, remember the cautionary tale of US Airways Flight 702 from Philadelphia to Frankfurt last
October.
About 15 minutes into the flight, the pilot had signalled that passengers could use portable electronic
devices, but left the seat-belt lights on, as the aircraft was still climbing. This didn’t stop one female
passenger from deciding this would be a fine time to nip to the loo. Unfortunately, minutes later, as she
was returning to her seat, the plane hit unexpected turbulence at 26,000 feet and the lady was thrown
violently across the cabin, injuring her ankle. Flight attendants tended to her and a doctor who happened
to be on board examined the injury. He declared it to be a compound fracture, and as a result, the pilot
had no choice but to turn round with his 200 passengers and land back in Philadelphia to take the
passenger off. Of course, this in itself caused problems, as the plane was heavily overweight with fuel.
The pilot reported a sink rate of 280 fpm, which gave him some cause for concern and after the landing the
plane had to be taken out of service for a “heavy landing inspection”. A large forest then had to be cut
down to provide the necessary paperwork as everyone involved in the incident filled in multiple forms and
reported back to numerous official bodies to explain exactly what had happened and why. Meanwhile 200
very disgruntled passengers didn’t get to Frankfurt on time.
So, next time you think you know better than the pilot - remember, you probably don’t!
(Thanks to Peter Whitehead for drawing my attention to this incident).

BFGC in Wartime

Oops!

And while they waited, they dreamed of better days to come...
I don’t think I’ll
ever get warm
again!

Mark my words.
One day we’ll have
DP Vans fit for
heroes!

Trainee First Officer, Mary Anderson, was
making fine progress on her taxying
course, and hoped no one would notice
the minor error she made in her parallel
parking test.
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Visitor CDs

A couple of months ago, our illustrious CFI, Phil Punt, appealed for everyone to think of ways in
which we might increase our membership. You have already read Andy Huggon’s article, talking
about the efforts being made to attract younger people into the club, and I want to tell you about
another initiative that has also been underway over the winter.
We realised that we are expending a lot of effort to get people to buy vouchers or organise group
bookings for visitor evenings, but although most visitors have a perfectly good time with us and
enjoy their flight, we are not capitalising on that feel-good factor to encourage them to do more
than a single flight and to consider taking up flying with us more permanently.
As a result, we decided to create a CD entitled “Welcome to the World of Soaring”, that will in
future be given to everyone who flies with us as a visitor. The idea is that they will receive the CD,
along with their Certificate after the flight. Then, when they get home, they will have a memento
of the day to watch on their computer and it will remind them what a good time they had, point
out that they could be having even more fun if they did this regularly, and explain what we can
offer and how best to take advantage of it.
When run, the CD loads up as a website on the computer (PC or Mac). Using a mixture of text,
photographs and videos, it advertises the sport of soaring and encourages our visitors to seriously
consider the possibility of learning to fly at Bowland Forest GC.
The website is blatantly up-beat and attempts to answer their questions while also explaining what
an exciting, engrossing and fulfilling sport gliding can be.
It is divided up into sections entitled:
What is Soaring?
What will you Learn?
What does it Cost?
What should you do now?
Photo Gallery
Videos and Links
and

Safety Information

Hopefully, the CD will encourage more of our
visitors to take advantage of the Temporary
Membership arrangements that they get with their
flight (one month for group bookings and two
months with a Voucher), to come back and fly with
us again after their first Air Experience flight, and
maybe eventually to become full members. Even if
they don’t, it won’t hurt to have a few hundred of these
multimedia adverts floating around in the local area, being
shown to friends and colleagues, (and at around 20p each,
the initiative won’t break the bank).
The CD’s are available now. (I have left some in the DP Van drawer with the Visitor Certificates.
Duty crew please check and if there are none left in there, you will find replacements in the filing
cabinet by the door in the Club Office). So, if you are dealing with visitors at all over the next
season, please make sure that they get a copy after their flight and encourage them to view it and
enjoy it when they get home. And if they say they haven’t got a computer, give them a copy
anyway and tell them to pass it on to a friend who has!
(I realise Club members may want to see what is on the CD, so next time I am in the clubhouse,
I will copy the contents onto the Lecture Room computer, and leave a link on the desktop).

Keith Clarke
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Some Thoughts
There are some things that we do to
mark the passing (or coming) of the
seasons, and some things we do
because they are traditional. Reminding
people at this time of the year that they
are probably rather rusty might seem to
come into both those categories, but
obviously doesn’t. For most people, it
comes into the “stating the blindingly
obvious!” category. However If you
haven’t even thought about it, then the
message is intended for you. Spending
time before a flight thinking about what
it might be like once airborne is always a
good idea, never more so than now; and
matching our margins to our abilities
means they need to be bigger now than
later in the season. “Nuff said!”
I haven’t seen what is in the rest of this
newsletter, but I have been told there is
an article about our superb new D.P. van,
and I believe there is a “How to use it”
(“How not to abuse it?”) circular being
prepared for the not too distant future.
Aside from the Jacuzzi, wide-screen
T.V.s, gold-plated taps etc. the new D.P.
van has, I believe, one massive
advantage over the existing one – the
360°, elevated-view “control tower”. It
provides a superb view, but there will be
no reason for anyone to go into this
section, except for the persons who are
supposed to be there. Yesterday was a
good example of what happens at the
moment. It was very cold and a number
of people found it more congenial to
have a chat in the D.P. van rather than
standing around outside, and I was one of the culprits. When it came to launching a glider the only
person carrying out a lookout was the launch marshal, and his/her view was partly obscured by D.P.
van. The new one will obscure more of the launch marshal’s surroundings, but this will be more than
compensated for by the superb view for the signaller, and without the distraction of people chatting.
Hopefully it will become standard practice for that person to keep themselves aware of what is going
on around the field and in the air, and provide an effective backup for the launch marshal’s lookout.
Hopefully also, people will not think that getting their flight times from the computer is so vital that
they can’t wait for a quiet period to do so.
If you think this all rather unnecessary, let me recount an incident that happened a few years ago.
At the top end - the launch marshal signalling, and the cable tightening. Suddenly a call. “What about
that glider!” and then “Stop!” A glider already on finals to land at the hangar had been spotted. OK
we were lucky, the gliders, or a glider and a cable would have been dangerously close. The launch
marshal was someone who hadn’t been in the club long – a good idea to get such a person involved –
but not with such a safety-related job as launch marshal. The person who spotted the approaching
glider was actually the D.M., but there are plenty of reasons why such a person can’t always be
keeping a lookout, and there were plenty of people standing around chatting, but no reason why they
should have been looking around the sky. So how much better from now onwards, to have someone
in the control section of the D.P. van with no distractions, to back up the launch marshal’s lookout.
Four eyes will definitely be better than two!
Trevor Tutthill
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Around the Airfield

Steve: “I hear Geoff’s been shut away in the workshop all week ‘upgrading’ his new JCB. I wonder what he’s up to?”

Well Said!

This month, we go back to the early days of aviation for some quotes on basic principles:
Keep the aeroplane in such an attitude that the air pressure is always directly in the pilot’s face.
- Horatio C. Barber, 1916
Do not spin this aircraft. If the aircraft does enter a spin it will return to earth without further
attention on the part of the aeronaut.
- first handbook issued with the Curtis-Wright flyer.
Learning the secret of flight from a bird was a good deal like learning the secret of magic from a
magician. After you know what to look for, you see things that you did not notice when you did not
know exactly what to look for.
- Orville Wright
The quality of the box matters little. Success depends upon the man who sits in it.
- Baron Manfred von Richthofen - The ‘Red Baron’

Editor’s Endbit

Well, there goes another BFGC Newsletter! All things considered, I think it turned out passably well.
Many thanks to those who wrote in and contributed. The next edition will be coming out in early
Summer (when we’ll be flying again!) and the deadline for copy will be Sunday 3rd June. I’ll remind
you again nearer the date, but in the meantime, start thinking about what you will be contributing to
the next edition. As always, there’s no need to wait. Send your stuff at any time to
soaringkeith@gmail.com and I’ll keep it safe for the next issue. Looking forward to hearing from you!
Keith Clarke (Editor)

