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Chairman’s Bit!
A reminder that this year’s AGM is to take place on Thursday 14th April and will be held online as we did last year. Hopefully, that means that the meeting will be more accessible to
more of you, as we do need a good turnout to ensure that we are quorate as required by our
Articles of Association. As usual, but for the last time, I will be reviewing the last twelve
months and trying to identify both our achievements and the challenges we might face
looking forwards. It makes this particular “Chairman’s bit” a bit tricky, as I don’t want to
rehearse all of that here, but I do think that a couple of recent events merit more than the
fleeting reference they might get in the AGM.
Firstly, the re-introduction of the bronze lectures is brilliant on a number of levels. On the one
hand, it means that we have a decent sized cohort of trainee pilots for the first time in a
number of years. You will all be aware that membership numbers have been a concern for
quite a while now, although our retention levels throughout the pandemic were better than
some, so the fact that our membership is growing is very encouraging.
On the other hand, the lectures themselves are a great resource and an ideal way to get to
understand the core principles of our sport and to open the doors on the mystical worlds of
meteorology and the science of flight. I consider myself to have been very fortunate to have
attended a previous bronze lecture course and can attest to the quality of the lectures
themselves and of the instructors giving up their free time to deliver them.
For very similar reasons, we should all be very grateful for the return of evening flying in the
summer months. In my experience, regular evening flying in smaller numbers than is often
the case at weekends, meant the opportunity to hone flying skills (or in my case have them
beaten into you) and to apply some of the knowledge gleaned from the bronze lectures.
Evening flying can also be stunning. Who wouldn’t want to be cruising along the West bowl as
the sun is setting over the Isle of Man and the Irish Sea is glistening silver? I’ve seen it and it
is a sight that is ingrained in my memory.
The AGM is also an opportunity to realise just what a huge range of skills the club can draw
upon from its members. Of course we are very lucky to have so many dedicated instructors
and workshop managers, but we also have experts who understand the winch and its
idiosyncrasies, members who have developed skills in repairing and upgrading our tracks and
hard-standings and some with knowledge of our field and its drainage system. In addition,
and in the last few months, we have been able to call on the expertise of a doctor, a land
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agent, a surveyor, a bomb disposal officer and a senior police officer - how many other clubs
of our size can claim that?
It goes to show that whatever your background and abilities, the chances are that you have
skills that the club can utilise for the benefit of us all. Remember, the club is run by its
members. Everything you see being done around the airfield is being done, or being
organised, by volunteers and we all need to play our part to keep the club successful.
As a final note, I hope and trust that my successor as Chairman will continue to contribute to
the newsletter. It is a great resource for the club and keeps us in touch with both current and
former members, visitors who have enjoyed the experience of flying without an engine and
other interested groups.
It is sad that this edition will be the last edited by Keith, who has been brilliant in coaxing us
all to contribute and in producing such an entertaining and informative magazine for so many
years. Keith, the club will be forever in your debt. Thank you.
Keep soaring!
Richard Turpin - Chairman

Glider?

After the success of Wacos and Horsas in
combat zones in World War 2, the USAAF
decided to experiment with a more modern
approach to assault gliders and developed the
Douglas XCG-17, a glider based on a C-47
Skytrain twin-engined transport plane, with the
engines removed. Although the glider was
successful under test, it was decided that after
the end of the war, there was no more need for
an assault glider and the project was abandoned.
It’s a pity. Can you imagine soaring over
Parlick in one of these? - Ed.

Over the Rainbow!

Many thanks to Andy
Ratcliffe for taking
and sending in this
impressive photo,
snapped recently from
the DP van. (He even
managed to sneak in
a phantom selfie!)
To me, it summed up
so much of what I
remember enjoying
about a day at the
club. Sunshine and
showers, retrieving
K13s with a big red
tractor and that sense
of working together
for the enjoyment of
everyone.
Happy days! - Ed.
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From the CFI
The official handover from Ian to myself as CFI took place on Monday 28th February, but as I
was the DCFI for a few months, it was relatively painless.
Ian and Pete, as his deputy, have done a terrific job over the past 6 years, ensuring that all
things flying-related have been handled in a very professional way and they leave DCFI Dave
Gethin and me with a great framework to continue that work. Well done guys, you deserve a
well-earned break.
So, what’s happening future wise?
We are extremely fortunate to have a very dedicated group of instructors that include
examiners. That means we don’t have to go off site to gain or renew our ratings. Like all
organisations though, people change, move away and so on and we find ourselves a bit low
on BI’s. However, I’m delighted to say that Jon Hough and Luke Pike have both accepted the
challenge to become BI’s, while current BI Laura Maksymowicz will continue with her Ass Cat
training. Refresher training and completion courses are also ongoing, so if you see two
instructors getting into the same aircraft, give them some leeway as it’ll be for your benefit
long term.
One issue we have until our shiny new aircraft arrives is that we can’t offer spin training. The
Grob will spin, but the weight limits are often a problem and of course the K13 has been
banned from such manoeuvres. So, in the meantime and having studied the options, I’ve
arranged for us to travel across to Rufforth and use their facilities that include aerotow.
For the first time in a very long time, we’re offering some selected Bronze course lectures
that will also be live, via Zoom. Not only does it ease Covid-19 consciences but also, due to
the cost of fuel that has gone bananas due to some nutter invading a country he shouldn’t, it
should be a welcome addition to the training on offer, not just for those wishing to take their
Bronze exam, but also as a refresher for anyone who wants to take advantage. A plus side to
having the pro version of the application is that each session can be recorded. They will then
be available on the lecture room computer or via a secure download link.
We’re also reintroducing Friday evening flying, so that those who still have to work for a living
have an extra chance to get some flying in whilst there’s still daylight. Hopefully, the start
date of that will also coincide with getting our Free Flight system more interactive. One of its
many attributes is that it has the facility for you to log on and for the club to know whether
you will be attending or not. So what you say? Well, it means the Duty Instructor can also
cancel the event/day with a single button click as opposed to having to write out an email.
I’m all for an easier life!
Finally, let’s hope the weather plays ball and we can all get some reasonable flying in this
year. In the meantime, if you have any burning issues you want me to know about (No, not
Guy Fawkes night) then get in touch, but just as a reminder, both Dave and I work for a
living, so you may not always get an immediate response.
P.S. – The Newsletter has been a great publication since Keith took it on and it’s quite sad to
see it’s his last, but fully understand why. Thank you, Keith, for all
your hard work over the years and enjoy the down time. I
do hope that someone will continue it on.
Phil Punt - CFI
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A Solo Expedition

Brave? – Or Foolhardy?

For six years running, between
2013 and 2018, I was fortunate to
be able to travel to Fuentemilanos
in central Spain with Ian and
Tracy, Pete and Maria to spend a
couple of weeks soaring over the
plains to the north of the Sierra
de Guadarrama. Over that time,
various other pilots joined us on
and off, but I was always first in
the queue to get my name down
for this expedition. It was the
highlight of my soaring year and
Setting off, full of hope and trepidation!
usually guaranteed my best flights
of the season and nearly half my annual air time, as well as providing all the sights and
sounds of a midsummer holiday in Spain. What was not to like?
Then, in 2019, I was presented with a dilemma. For personal reasons, neither Ian nor Pete
could go to Spain that summer and they called off the trip. At first I was just disappointed,
but figured that you can’t always get what you want in life.
Then, I started to toy with the idea of perhaps booking to go anyway on a one-man
expedition. Frankly, at first, the idea of going alone scared me. There were lots of reasons to
be very cautious about taking this on.
For a start, it’s a very long journey to take on single-handedly, especially towing a glider
trailer. I had nightmare visions of crouching on a hard shoulder somewhere in Spain, in the
middle of the night, gazing forlornly at a collapsed trailer chassis! My AA cover might sort out
a car breakdown in Europe eventually, but repatriating a damaged glider trailer is altogether
different as they exceed the maximum length covered in the small print.
Also, when we went each summer as a group, we used to stay in a comfortable self-catering
villa near the airfield, which was ideal for our needs and very
economical, but if I was on my own, I’d need to find
alternative accommodation. Some of our friends from
Yorkshire used to sleep in their trailers (which really didn’t
appeal!) and the campsite on the airfield didn’t appeal much
either. It was generally too hot to be bearable in a tent during
the day and the “air-conditioned chalets” were actually just
expensive sheds (literally!) with Spartan facilities. And then I’d
have to feed myself daily for a fortnight too, which wouldn’t be
cheap either.
I also had concerns about rigging, de-rigging and groundhandling on my own. Wasn’t this a young man’s job? Was I
really up to it? And finally I worried that I might not even be
able to enjoy the flying if I was constantly fretting about the
possibility of landing out without a retrieve crew.
I listed all my objections and saw that it would be utterly
reckless to even think about going alone. Then, over the next
few days, the disappointment set in and I realised that I really
wanted to go in spite of all the good reasons not to. After all,
how many more years did I have left to enjoy such things?
(Less than I thought, as it turned out!)

Beloved Spanish thermal markers
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Thinking rationally, I’ve been on
dozens of expeditions all over the
UK and abroad and never once
have I had a breakdown. So, the
odds are that I won’t have one this
time. As long as I get the car and
trailer checked and serviced just
before setting off, I should be
absolutely fine (fingers crossed!)
And if the worst happens, I’ll just
have to deal with it!
Segovia in the distance.
As for manhandling and rigging the
glider, I have a one-man rigging aid and although I rarely used it when there were others
around, I had once managed a very cautious single-handed rig and de-rig to prove it was
possible, so if the worse came to the worse, I knew I could just about cope if necessary.
Meanwhile, my tow-out gear was all recently
replaced and I’d perfected the art of groundhandling the glider alone on other expeditions, so
I knew I had few worries there.

I then did an Internet search and was delighted
to find that I could book a very pleasant airconditioned room in a three-star hotel in Segovia
for less than the price of a “chalet” on the airfield.
Segovia is less than half an hour’s drive from the
airfield and once I’d parked my car in the hotel
car park, I had the whole of Segovia to choose
from when it came to getting an evening meal.
(Although it would still likely be expensive eating
out in restaurants every night - never mind).

Rigged and ready.

So, I took a deep breath, booked a return ferry ticket that would allow me 14 days at the
airfield on top of the travelling days and firmly crossed everything.
When the big day came, I set off from Chipping early one Saturday morning and had a
perfectly pleasant and relaxed drive to Portsmouth, arriving in plenty of time to catch the ferry.
Two days later, I disembarked in Bilbao and drove to Fuentemilanos, still with no problems or
incidents at all. It was all a great relief and I started to relax more. Better still, I arrived at
the airfield at the same time as a young Austrian pilot with an ASW19 and we helped each
other to rig our respective gliders in German. So within no time at all, most of my reservations
had been laid to rest and I could just
concentrate on enjoying my holiday.
No expedition can be seen as successful
unless you get some good flying in of
course and this is where Spain really comes
into its own.
The conditions in the summer of 2019 were
excellent. It was one of the best years I
could remember.

Time to DI before the sun gets up.

Each morning, straight after breakfast, I
drove to the airfield (it only took about 25
minutes once I’d got used to the route) and
went straight over to the glider on arrival.
It was important to get the covers off, DI

6
the glider, gather the tow-out gear together
and have everything ready for flight before
the sun rose in the sky and turned the field
into a furnace. I’d then head off to the
Airfield café and sit in the shade with a pint of
iced Fanta Limón or a coffee, chatting to the
other pilots while we waited for the CFI to set
up and deliver the daily Met briefing on the
terrace. This briefing was usually
accompanied by sundry groans and moans
from certain keen (mostly German) pilots
who wanted nothing less than perfect
conditions, so they could power off in their
self-launchers and notch up another 1,000k.
Waiting for the thermals to pop.
They didn’t like blue days and they were
unhappy if maximum thermal heights were going to be below 10,000 feet. My desires were
more limited and I was very happy with the weather we had in the summer of 2019.
The weather at Fuentemilanos cycles over periods of 5 days to a week. A cold front will
regularly pass through from the Atlantic, thermal heights will reduce and the Germans will
spend a few days sightseeing and drinking beer. Once it has passed, the air and the ground
heat up increasingly each day.
As a result, thermal heights rise daily
and the flying gets better and better
until you end up with tremendous
soaring conditions – (and intense
heat) - and then the next cold front
comes through!
Even if the Germans (OK, to be fair,
it’s probably the Swiss and the
French too) avoided flying in the
reduced conditions, I had no such
qualms and even a “bad” day at
Fuentemilanos (sometimes
disparagingly called an “English
Waiting for the tug.
day”) offers probably better soaring
conditions than you’d get at most British airfields on a real ‘stonker’ of a day. While I was at
Fuentemilanos, I had potentially 12 flying days between rigging and de-rigging the Ventus
and in the end, I managed to fly on 10 of those days and each flight was a good one, with no
struggles to stay up or frustrating short flights. It was glider pilot’s paradise for me!
Once the Met briefing was over, I’d have
the rest of the morning to myself, lazily
chatting to other pilots, drinking in the
café or sitting in my trailer reading a book,
while I gauged the conditions and made a
decision as to the best time to take the
glider to the launch point. Depending on
the day, decent thermals would usually
start to pop some time between 12 and
2pm. Once that happened the launch
point quickly filled up and you were in
danger of getting stuck behind a long
aerotow queue, so you had to judge your
arrival very carefully. As a side note, this
Looking south over the mountains towards Madrid.
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could also be one of the most tiring parts of
the day as you weren’t allowed to leave your
car at the launch point, so once you’d delivered
your glider and man-handled it into position,
you had to drive back to the glider park at the
other end of the airfield and then walk back to
rejoin your glider – a distance of 1 kilometre
on hot asphalt under a relentless Spanish
midday sun. I usually got through a bottle of
water by the time I was back at my glider!
My initial worries that my flights might be
limited if I ended up flying defensively,
because of the lack of a retrieve crew, were
soon dispelled. It has to be admitted that
The ancient walled city of Avila
‘local soaring’ is a relative expression in Spain.
I’d been to Fuentemilanos often enough to know where the best thermals were likely to be
found (and where to avoid the worst of the sink) even on blue days when there was little to
indicate where to go. The airfield stands at 3,300 feet above sea level and you take off with
that height set on the altimeter. You then tend to fly mostly at around 8,500 to 9,500 feet
(the upper airspace limits) and when you travel over to near Avila in the west, the airspace
lifts even higher and you can often fly at
12,000 feet and above, so it takes a lot to
end up going out of ‘gliding range’ of the
field and if you’re willing to bet on finding
just one good thermal between you and
the airfield, you can double that. In the
end, my shortest flight (on the first day)
was over 100k and my longest was
around 300k, and I averaged around 3½
hours each flight, so I had no complaints.
And what flights they were! - Soaring over
endless plains of stubble fields or over
desolate mountains, chasing flocks of
vultures or storks and passing from one
delightful medieval Spanish city to
another, seeking out ancient city walls,
11,700 feet and still in a 10-knot thermal - What’s not to like?
impressive cathedrals, castles, bull rings
and Roman remains. The thermals could be impressively strong and you’d often find yourself
in a firm 7-up or better. Of course, if you have strong thermals reaching to great heights, it
follows that they are likely to be spaced
quite a way apart and there will be large
areas of ‘Spanish sink’ to contend with as
well. It can be very disconcerting to travel
for long periods of time losing 800 feet a
minute in the middle of nowhere! Even the
great heights you can reach bleed away
worryingly quickly under those conditions
and it’s always a tremendous relief when
you hear the vario start to chirp again!

Circling over Segovia

Unlike in England, where the lift tends to
just switch off around 5:30pm, the searing
heat over the Spanish plains toasts
everything and the flying can continue well
into the evening. The CFI had to complain
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at briefing a couple of times to pilots who
were still out pursuing their tasks after 9:30
when the airfield officially shut and his staff
were waiting to go home!

Landed down and ready to put the covers on.

In spite of this, I tended to make sure I’d
landed down by about 6:30. This gave me
plenty of time to park up the glider, put on
the covers and tie down without having to
rush about in the evening heat and then I’d
drive to Segovia, shower and change and
still be able to get to the Plaza Major in
plenty of time for some food in the evening.

Often, the only problem with this was that it was very difficult to come down at that time in
the evening. I tended to overfly Segovia on
my way in and radio down my intention to
land in 5 minutes and then I’d try to find some
sink to circle in to let myself down to the
circuit. That was sometimes easier said than
done! At 6:30 on a good flying day, sink was
rare and everything around the airfield
seemed to be going up. Even with airbrakes
and persistence, I sometimes struggled to get
myself down to 4,000 feet for the downwind
call.
As I was not self-catering this year, I was a bit
concerned at how much it would cost to eat
Looks good, but it’s eggs and bacon first!
out in restaurants in a popular tourist city like Segovia every night for a fortnight. I needn’t
have worried. Everything worked out just fine and I hardly spent any money on food at all
over the whole holiday.
I’d booked a bed and breakfast deal at my
hotel, so each morning, I went down to the
hotel restaurant to be faced with a vast
breakfast buffet (cooked and continental) and
a bottomless coffee pot. “Breakfast like a king”
as they say and I certainly did that, tucking
away eggs, bacon, croissants, pastries and all
manner of other delights while I caught up
with news from home on my phone.
As a result, I never once felt peckish over the
day and certainly couldn’t have managed to
eat a lunch.
Ice-cold beer and tapas. Wonderful!

Then, in the evening, I chanced upon another
wonderful Spanish custom that saved me having to ever buy extra food. The Plaza Major in
Segovia was a short walk from my hotel and after a quick shower and change of clothes, I
wandered up there to spend my evenings enjoying the cool breeze, (which was bliss after the
swelteringly hot and active day), watching the world go by sitting outside a favourite tapas bar
as the sun slowly came down. They soon got to know me there and as soon as I arrived on
the square, the waiter would get busy and by the time I’d sat down at a table, there was an
ice-cold Estrella and a plate of tapas waiting for me. And then, each time I called for another
beer, it was accompanied by more tapas. By the time I’d drunk my fill over the course of a
couple of hours, I’d eaten enough tapas to not need any more food until breakfast the next
morning! And so it went on every day and I was the happiest of bunnies!
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All good things come to an end, of course
and I finally found myself having to pack up
the Ventus and start preparations for the
journey home. I was fortunate once again
and on the day I wanted to de-rig, an
English pilot had decided not to fly and
helped me to put the wings away, so I
needn’t have worried about packing my
one-man rigging gear after all.
I‘d booked out of the hotel that morning and
stopped off at a hypermarket in Segovia to
Packed up and waiting to leave.
stock up on essentials (Zoco and Gin Mare –
which I stored in the cockpit for the journey home!) Once the glider was in the trailer, I
hitched up and parked up under a tree to spend a relaxing day before setting off on an
overnight drive to Bilbao. (I toyed with the idea of driving there straight away, but I wasn’t
allowed into the docks until 6:30am the next morning and there was nowhere to easily park
the car and trailer overnight in Bilbao). I set off at midnight and once again, thankfully, had
a trouble free drive, first to Bilbao and then, once off the ferry again, back to Chipping.
I was very pleased I’d decided to undertake this expedition, in spite of my initial concerns. It
turned out to be one of the more successful of my Fuentemilanos trips, with many memorable
flights. I notched up over 35 hours in the air and and had many great cross country flights,
covering more than 2,000km over the two weeks. I also managed to toast my 1,000 total
flying hours with a bottle of water and a biscuit over Segovia one day!
I suppose the ‘message to self’ is to
be brave and don’t let yourself be
put off doing enjoyable things
because you’re shadow-boxing
about what might go wrong.
Although I didn’t know it at the time,
with the advent of Covid-19,
shielding, closed borders and my
advancing age and health problems,
this turned out to be my last
expedition and I wouldn’t have
missed it for the world. So, be
brave and enjoy happy soaring!
- Keith Clarke

Oops!
Don’t worry. It was just a
kiss! - A rag and some
T-Cut and I’m sure that’ll
just buff out, no problem!
We may not even need to
show it to the inspector!
What do you think? - Ed.
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Cockpit Security!

While I was flying, I always tried to have a camera handy to record some of the amazing
sights I got to see from the air. Throughout that time, I was always very careful to ensure
that the camera was either stashed away in a side pocket, or secured to my wrist using the
strap. After all, the last thing you want is foreign objects loose in the cockpit when you’re
flying!
And then, one day, I forgot to attach it to my wrist for a short spell mid-flight and you can
see what happened in the picture above, shown in a screen capture from my fixed GoPro at
the side of the cockpit.
I was travelling at some speed, (over 90 knots, close to maximum rough air in my Ventus)
along a convergence line in Spain, when I suddenly hit a massive patch of turbulence. As
you can see, the camera, which was “securely” nestled in my lap, decided to go flying and
see what the canopy was made of. Meanwhile, I was seeing stars because my head had
decided to do the same and it didn’t help when the camera landed weightily back in my lap.
It was fortunate that neither of us managed to actually break the canopy.
Lesson learned! From then on, I was always particularly careful to ensure that everything in
the cockpit was thoroughly secure “at all times”. (Including the pilot) - Ed.

Less is More!

History is strewn with examples of
people who decided that if one thing
works, then four of them will probably
work four times as well.
It was thinking like that that led to
this cumbersome eyesore, the
American (of course!) Johns Multiplane,
an experimental aircraft with seven
wings, six ailerons and three engines.
After a few (partially controlled) hops,
it was decided to give up and
dismantle it in 1920. (It was for the
best!) - Ed.
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Ged’s Gems!
The prone-pilot Meteor shown in the last
Newsletter was first flown in 1954 by Eric
Franklin. I once accompanied him on a test
flight - unfortunately not in the prone-Meteor
but in an HS748. The so-called "designer" of
the prone-pilot Meteor was said to be Arthur
Cleaver (although many more people would be
involved in the design of course). He was a
founder member of the Coventry Gliding Club which is now The Gliding Centre at Husbands
Bosworth. Later he was an instructor and the
technical officer with the Avro Gliding Club at Woodford, where I once flew with him in a T21.
Perhaps the final words could be those of Bill Else, another prone-Meteor pilot, "There is only
one thing a pilot can do in that position and it has nothing to do with flying."
Prone-piloting has raised its head (pardon the pun) many times over the years, usually with
the aim of high g-tolerance or low drag.
In addition to the prone-Meteor, some of the prone-pilot aircraft which have flown are as
follows. There have been some interesting gliding aspects.
Wright Flyer - and preceding gliders - of course
(USA 1903)
Horten flying wing gliders (Germany 1937-on)
FS17 glider (Germany 1938)
Berlin B9 twin-engined research aircraft
(Germany 1943)
Northrop NS-12/NS-14/MX-324/MX-334/MX365/XP-79 series of gliders and jet aircraft for the
development of a rocket-powered, flying wing
fighter (USA 1943-1945)
BV40 fighter glider (!) for attacking bomber
formations (Germany 1944)
SM93 dive bomber, pilot prone, seated gunner
(Italy 1944)
DFS228V2 glider for development of a rocketpowered reconnaissance aircraft (Germany 1945)
DFS346 rocket-powered research aircraft. One built in Germany in WW2 but not flown until
captured by the Russians, who also built another two themselves. The Russians claim that the
German-built DFS346 flew supersonic in level flight in May 1947 ie before 14 October 1947
when Chuck Yeager did so. German pilots trained for the DFS346 on Kranich and Grunau
Baby gliders which were modified for prone piloting.
Wee Bee light aircraft, on which the pilot lay outside, on top of the fuselage (USA 1948)
RS4 Bobsleigh twin-engined research aircraft (UK 1951)
Ikarus 232 and S-451 twin-engined research aircraft (Yugoslavia 1952)
SA103 glider modified for prone-pilot research (France 1950s)
Lamson Quark glider (USA 1965)
Hang gliders, ubiquitous and too numerous to mention
The prone-Meteor and the Bobsleigh, (now modified back to conventional seating and
renamed Desford) still exist but are no longer flying.
The latest Aeroplane Monthly says that the RAF Museum is to dispose of or loan out some
aircraft from its collection. Bids are required by 10 Feb! Sic transit gloria mundi?
Note that the prone-pilot Meteor (currently in store at Cosford) is in the list.

- Ged
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A Navigational Fantasy!
Or A Mid-Winter Night’s Dream
RealNav, a division of Bloggs Aviation, has responded to the increasing number of glider
pilots who are unhappy using some satellites and an electronic gizmo to find their way
around and then calling it navigation. They have produced a miniaturised replica of a piece
of equipment called an Air Position Indicator (API) first used by the RAF during the second
half of the war (see photo below) that will fit in the rear cockpit of any two-seat glider. The
glider’s crew will then be designated pilot and navigator.

The compass is for the navigator to check
the instrument is receiving the correct
heading/course from the Distant Reading
Gyro-Magnetic compass (see text). V.S.C.
is to remind a navigator to set the
appropriate variation on the Variation
Setting Corrector that ensures that all
instruments receiving headings from the
D.R.C. are corrected for variation (ask
anyone who has done the Bronze lecture
on navigation).

To use it, all that needs to be done is to set the ground position of the glider into the device
as latitude and longitude. It will then continue to show the glider’s air position in that form,
although this can be updated to match the current ground position if this is known.
If the crew wish to know their Dead Reckoning (D.R.) ground position at any time, the
navigator plots the latitude and longitude indicated on the API (his air position) onto his
chart and draws a vector downwind from that point to represent the wind effect on the
glider since an accurate ground position was set on the API. The current D.R. ground
position is at the end of this vector. Of course, the navigator has to have the necessary
wind information, which will only be that provided by the forecast before take-off,
obviously a source of error, but who wants it too easy!
In order to function, the indicator needs the glider’s heading, (which would have been
called its course in the 1940s) which it obtains from the Distant Reading Compass gyromagnetic compass (a combined magnetic and gyro compass which does not suffer from the
errors that bedevil magnetic compasses when used in aircraft) and RealNav provide an
exact replica but miniaturised, and true airspeed, which it obtains from a device known as
an air mileage unit, also provided by RealNav as an exact replica, but again thoughtfully
miniaturised.
This ingenious device matches the air pressure in a chamber linked to the glider’s pitot with
the air pressure in another chamber separated from the first by a movable partition. When
the glider’s speed changes, the partition will try to move due to the pressure change but a
control system keeps it in its original position by varying the speed of a fan pumping air
into the other chamber. The API therefore receives airspeed information in the form of rate
of rotation of the shaft of the fan.
When winter comes, the pleasure from owning one of these devices will be raised a notch
or two when you take the back off.
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Not a micro-chip in sight (see diagram on the left!)
The device contains three ball-and-disc integrators,
each consisting of a rotating disc (labelled 13s in the
diagram), a caged ball bearing (labelled 12s in the
diagram) that is caused to rotate by the rotation of
the disc and a roller (10s in the diagram) pressing
against the ball bearing and caused to rotate by its
rotation. 14 in the diagram is the shaft from the air
mileage unit that causes the discs of two of the
integrators to rotate. The roller of one of the
integrators is connected directly to the API’s latitude
scale in the rectangular structure labelled 3 and
drives it while that of the other transfers its rotation
to the third integrator which is in turn linked to the
API’s longitude scale. The additional integrator is needed for change in longitude because the
amount that changes for a given distance flown varies with the glider’s latitude (meridians of
longitude converge towards the poles).
The drive from the gyro-magnetic compass (6) is linked by levers to the caged ball bearings
and moves them across the faces of the various discs so they rotate at the required speed, so
that latitude and longitude values displayed change at a rate appropriate to the glider’s
heading. For example, if the heading of the glider is due east or west, so that there is no
change in its latitude as it flies along, the linkages from the gyro-magnetic compass place the
caged ball-bearing in the middle of the disc, so the ball bearing rotates in the same plane and
nothing is transferred to the latitude counter. On any other heading the ball bearing is placed
between the centre of the disc and its circumference, so that its axis of rotation is at right
angles to that of the disc and it rotates the cylinder pressed against it, which in turn alters
the latitude displayed.
“Yawn. HHHHMMMM! What a strange dream! Thank heavens for GPS! Now when is the Bronze
lecture on navigation?”
P.S.
The Air Position Indicator was introduced to obtain an aircraft’s air position more easily and
accurately than by keeping a manual air plot which involved drawing a sequence of vectors
on a chart using the aircraft’s headings and speed, so showing the aircraft’s passage through
the air. At any time the aircraft’s ground position could be obtained by drawing a wind vector
from its air position. Alternatively, if a fix (accurate ground position) was obtained a vector
from it to the air position for that time gave the mean wind effect since the air plot was
started from some previous fix.
Examination of early war navigation charts show some air plots maintained from a fix in
England without being re-started
until reaching the target well into
Germany. When a ground position
was obtained from such a plot its
accuracy would be totally
dependent upon the accuracy of
the winds forecast along the route.
The error in such navigation was
said to be 10% of the distance
flown. Wind velocities obtained
from such plots could have similar
levels of inaccuracy.
- Trevor Tutthill
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Scene from Above

The spring of 2013 was very special. We had a long spell of cold, dry weather, which dried out the airfield and allowed us
to fly early in the season in some good thermic conditions and clear air. As a result,
I got enough height one day to take this rare and magical picture of the airfield
and our ridges, dusted with snow and bathed in sunshine.

Care for your equipment!

After a long and particularly
gruelling spell in the air, this
picture shows a touching
moment of peace and tranquility
between man and his beloved
companion as Flight Lieutenant
Kowalski stands on a prop,
tenderly patting his treasured
Flying Fortress while it takes a
well-deserved post-flight drink.
We just don’t deserve pets like
these! - Ed.
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Dropping in for Tea!
Life can sometimes be full of big surprises but
I’m sure that no one in South Ruislip was
expecting this one when they woke up that
freezing morning in late December 1946.
The Dakota aircraft had just departed Northolt
Aerodrome, where its departure had
unfortunately been delayed for about an hour
due to operational issues. By the time it took
off, the de-icing that it had originally received
was a distant memory and the pilot noticed a
distinct reluctance to climb due to the ice
which had formed since then on the wings.
Moments later, the plane came to rest in a
perfect three-point landing on the rooftops of
numbers 44 and 46 Angus Drive.
The five occupants of the plane escaped
unharmed (using the loft ladder and stairs to
reach the street) and no one was hurt on the
ground, which is, in itself, remarkable. The
house was later re-named “Dakota Rest” and
the pilot had to endure the nickname “Rooftop
Johnson” from then on - Ed.

Heave Ho!
The job application sounded great! Who wouldn’t want to volunteer to spend their time in
those heady days of seaplanes, swanning around in the sun, disporting themselves in their
sexy bathing costumes, showing off their muscles and helping dignitaries on and off the
aircraft. I expect all the girls were besotted and swarming around like bees round a
honey pot! It was the stuff of dreams!
Of course, what the adverts didn’t mention was that you had to work in the winter as well
as the summer! Suddenly, it didn’t seems half as glamorous! Chilblains anyone? - Ed.
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Wave!
It is a common fact, that wherever
you go to fly and whatever the
conditions you meet, there will
always be someone who’ll tip up with
the inevitable phrase “You should
have been here yesterday! It was a
stonker!”
Of course, it’s a purely apocryphal
statement. Yesterday was never as
good as they claimed. They’re just
trying to wind you up. (And they
often succeed).
However - trust me - you really
should have been at the club last
Tuesday! - Of course it wasn’t a
flying day and no one was there to
see it, but you wouldn’t believe the
picture I took of the wave over
Parlick! What I would have given for
an aerotow into that lot! Maybe next
time!
Just goes to show, even apocryphal
tales can have a basis in truth.
(Honest!) - Ed.

Editor’s Final Endbit
When I first volunteered to produce a newsletter for the club back in the spring of 2011, I
really didn’t expect that I’d still be doing it in 2022! I have to say that it has been an honour
and a privilege over the years to be able to bring together the essential information that
members needed to share, along with their thoughts and experiences, aspirations and
cautionary tales. I’ve also had great fun over the years, sprinkling that basic fare with a
tongue-in-cheek look at aviation and the history of flight and parading all manner of oddities
and curiosities through the pages to try to keep the newsletter light-hearted and entertaining
as well as informative.
Unfortunately, I personally had to give up flying two years ago and I am no longer able to
get to the club, so it has become apparent to me that I am now getting somewhat frozen in
time and the newsletter needs to be handed on to someone who is more able to keep a
finger on the pulse of what the club is now and where it is heading into the future.
Maybe you could be that person? It would be a dreadful shame for the club to lose its
newsletter entirely and I can promise you that it is a rewarding and very interesting job that
only comes around four times a year. I’m sure the committee would be delighted to hear
from anyone who’d be willing to take it on.
Finally, I’d like to give a huge thank you to all the members and club officers over the years
who’ve supported the newsletter by supplying and allowing me to share so many excellent
articles and pictures. The job would have been impossible without you. So long to all my dear
friends and fellow pilots and happy soaring to you all! - Keith

