June 2017

CFI’s Bit!

The long and dreadful winter is finally over and great soaring should be just around the corner.
It’s now time to plan what you would like to achieve this year. Have a goal and try to work
towards that goal. It could be to make progress towards going solo, improve your turns, go
solo, work towards your Bronze, complete your X-country Endorsement, or your Silver, or to
convert to another type.
Everyone should have a ‘goal’ to chase and, on every flight, try to work towards it. If there is
anything we can do to help or encourage you, let us know. If you don’t have a goal, you will
just drift with the tide. Good luck!

Annual checks
Yes, it’s been a wet winter, but some still haven’t completed their annual checks, this despite
the fact that I brought the start date forward for an extra month. My advice is to do them as
early as possible, but human nature being what it is, many just put them off and run out of
time! (8 months is adequate time to complete, unless of course you leave them until near to
the deadline).

Electronic navigation training
We recently held another ‘workshop’ for those interested in learning how to use ‘TopHat’
navigating software on their mobiles or tablets. The BGA now recommends using
such devices as an aid to situational awareness, as airspace is becoming
increasingly complicated. Please remember, you still need an old fashioned (and
current) chart with you if flying X-country and you are also responsible for
ensuring that you have obtained, read and understood the relevant NOTAMS
for your route and that you are aware of what airspace you may be near to.
If using software, do not do so at the expense of your lookout. It’s no good
knowing exactly where you are if you plough into another glider.
As I write, ‘X-grip’ brackets have been fitted to BF1, front and back, DSU,
ELN and ESJ. I will next install in one of the K13’s. Please ask for ‘in flight
practice’ if interested and don’t forget to bring your gizmo along, but even
more importantly, be fully conversant with its operation prior to flight. Using
software will offer you a better picture of the location of airspace near to BFGC.
(Also, see page 18 - Ed.)

Finally
There are many more trips away to come, including Eden, Saltby, Shennington, Husbands
Bosworth, Jaca and Fuentemilanos. (The last two are in Spain).
I do hope that the weather gods start to play fair for all of us flying at Chipping and equally to
those travelling on expeditions.
Fly as often as you can, stay alert, fly within your experience levels, always have options and
I hope you all get lots of flying this season. It would be great to see X-country
flights/attempts from Chipping, especially from some of you newly qualified Silver pilots!
I can assure you, there be ‘no dragons’ beyond the West Bowl, just lots of opportunities to
create memorable flights. All it takes is the courage to set off and have a try!
Ian Ashton - CFI
N.B. In the .pdf version of this Newsletter, Internet links are active and can be clicked through - Ed
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Quick Quotes!
Gravity. It's not just a good idea, it's the law.
It's best to keep the pointed end going forward as much as possible.
The average pilot, despite the sometimes swaggering exterior, is very much capable of such
feelings as love, affection, intimacy and caring. These feelings just don't involve anyone else.
One of the beautiful things about a single-piloted aircraft is the quality of the social
experience.
(You can say what you like about Anon, he writes some great quotes - Ed)
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Portmoak Trip
To numerous members of Joe public, Saturday, 13th May must have been quite bemusing, as
a rather strange looking convoy of trailers was towed along the M6 towards Scotland. I find it
quite amusing to see the quizzical looks on the faces of people as we pass by. They are
obviously intrigued to know what resides inside these
strange beasts, as they point and prompt each other to
look. Particularly with so many trailers in a line.
This was, of course, the beginning of our annual trip to
Portmoak and this year we had over twice as many
members joining us, with a greater number of gliders.
I guess the three Amigos did a pretty decent job of
selling this trip, based on our experience from last year.
Once again, after applying to the committee, we were
given permission to take one of our Astir gliders and
after a couple of false starts, ELN made it up the
motorway to Scotland. Thanks to Tony Platt, who
stepped in at the last minute to tow her. I am sure that
Hard at work flight planning!
all those pilots, (loose term, I know Ged), who could
beat along the ridges of Bishop hill, are extremely grateful to Tony.
Arriving at the Gliding Centre late afternoon, we only had time to
stow the trailers and take in the sheer size of the airfield, the facilities
and the magnificence of its surroundings. It is a stunning place. We
then went off to the cabins to get settled in before heading out for tea.
Sunday was a beautifully warm day and everyone set about rigging
and preparing to make the most of the flying opportunities to be
gained in the coming days.
I suppose that we all had our own targets; things that we had
planned to achieve. Silver height, Silver distance and conversions to
new aircraft. On a personal note, my aim was to convert to ELN and,
as a bonus, to fly one of the Portmoak SZD-51 Juniors.
The Portmoak instructors suggested that many of us would require
cable breaks before being allowed to solo the ridge on Bishops hill
and although they were kept busy all day on Sunday with their own students, they made a
significant effort to provide everyone from Chipping with a check ride where needed, although
launch failures would have to wait.
The Six Amigos!

I thoroughly enjoyed flying one of their K21’s around on an orientation flight above Bishops
hill and Loch Leven. The instructor, Neil was
keen to point out the various landmarks, such
as Edinburgh and its bridges, together with
other points too many to mention.
Monday and Tuesday were unfortunately a
wash out. Some of us took the opportunity to
relax and read, whilst a couple of our more
adventurous members decided to walk to the
top of Bishops hill. Obviously, it was the view
that drew them up there, or was it just to see
the inside of cloud? I’m not so sure.
By Wednesday, the sun was back and we could
commence flying operations once again. Pete
Desmond was drafted in to pull the bung for
my cable break. Thankfully I negotiated this

Where are we? - Not the foggiest!
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little task successfully and was cleared to fly solo.
Not only that, I was also given the opportunity of
flying one of the single seat SZD–51 Junior aircraft.
Fat Matt was also cleared for the Junior and we
both took up our places in opposite lines - each
line of gliders eight deep. I have never seen so
many gliders waiting to fly.
As the day evolved, looking up and seeing so
many aircraft thermalling aloft was fantastic and I
was itching to get up there, although a little
apprehensive about converting to a new aircraft.
I don’t know what I was concerned about. I
Loch Leven from the cabins.
thoroughly enjoyed the experience and wish we had a Junior at Chipping. I found it to be a
very nice glider to fly; responsive and yet steady. Overall, a very comfortable machine in
the air.
Thursday was a little slow and it was mid-afternoon before I could fly and I got my first
opportunity to convert to ELN. This had been my
primary aim for the trip and I had been working
towards this moment for months.
The day was really thermic and I managed to pick up
some lift before reaching the hill, circling to about
1,900’ as I drifted downwind of the airfield. I then
headed for the ridge and after a few beats, headed
out towards the loch and found another thermal
which lifted me to 2,300’ before I lost it and
everything seemed to dissipate. A few more beats of
the ridge and I decided to head back for my first
landing in the ‘concrete swan’.

Matt in a hatt!

Coming in on the North strip, I kept in mind all the advice I had been given before taking off.
Keep the speed on and hold off until she settles. It worked like a dream. ELN floated in and
settled beautifully, running along the ground before coming to rest with both wings still
flying. I was elated. My first landing in the Astir and all was well.
Geoff Hughes then took ELN for his silver distance attempt and I volunteered to help with
the retrieval. Some hours later, at about 5pm, we got
the call. He was in a field at the side of the A90 towards
Dundee. He had flown some 53km before starting his
return. Well done Geoff. It turned out that Geoff had
landed at Middlebrook farm in Errol. Robin, Peter and I
set off in Robin’s car to find him.
Landing so close to a major road had created quite a
stir. Many of the travelling public must have reported
seeing a plane crash in a field and before long, Geoff
had gained a great deal of support from the local
emergency services, with four fire engines, several
police vehicles and two ambulances turning up
expecting the worst, only to find Geoff dusting himself
off and wondering what all the fuss was about.

Richard settling in to aviate.

Russell Taylor, the farmer, was a nice guy and opened
gates and removed posts for us to gain access to the
field. He was taking pictures on his phone and asked
about the process of de-rigging the glider. He didn’t
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complain at all and was really helpful in showing
us the best route to take the trailer between his
farm buildings and down to the field.
Pushing the Astir across the field full of crops
was no easy task, but we followed the natural
paths between the rows of plants to minimise
damage to the crop and then turned 90° to head
for the gate and the trailer. This was when we
noticed the reporter and photographer standing
by the trailer. The reporter was a young lady. I
don’t suppose this had any influence at all, but
she was an attractive woman and Geoff was
more than happy to give a short interview and
pose for several photographs by ELN.

In the Astir and all ready to go!

Obviously, Robin and I must have been
considered more photogenic, since the only
picture to figure in the article was of us
pushing the Astir across the field!
We arrived back at the airfield in Portmoak
at about 9pm. We were all starving and I
put a call in to the Amigos to see what had
been prepared for tea, hoping that they
had saved me some. They were, of course,
in the pub with the rest of the Ant Hill mob,
all fed and suitably watered, as I could tell
from the noise. They must have had the
The reporter’s favourites!
phone on speaker and were taking the
proverbial through rapturous laughter. “OK you sods, where have you left the key to the
cabin?” I asked - Yep, also in the pub. As John was only too happy to point out!
Geoff Hughes offered to buy the rescue crew our tea, so we
all headed for the chippy in Kinross for fish and chips and
Robin offered to put the kettle on. However, on our return to
the digs, everyone was back and ensconced in our cabin,
ready for further mickey taking and merriment. I’ll leave you
to your own thoughts on how the evening panned out!
The following day, our last day of being able to fly at
Portmoak, the weather wasn’t great, but OK for circuits, so we
rigged ELN. Fat Matt and I wanted the opportunity to
consolidate our experience of flying and landing the Astir. Ian
Ashton oversaw the process of rigging and Matt duly got
signed off for that and for DI of the Astir.

You want the key? - Come and get it!

At the launch point, the Amigos and several others from
Chipping were acting as duty crew, whilst Ian Ashton
instructed. By late morning the conditions hadn’t improved, so
Matt decided to fly and after a couple of successful circuits
called it a day.

We then broke for lunch, so it was mid-afternoon before I got my chance to fly. I completed
my checks and readied myself for my second flight in ELN. The take-off and circuit went well.
The picture on approach looked good. “I’ve got this nailed,” I thought. I started to round out
but failed to hold off sufficiently and I discovered why they call the Astir the ‘concrete swan’.
Hitting the ground rather than easing her on has a rather profound effect! ELN rose like a
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salmon in a river, reaching for the sky yet again, straining to overcome the pull of gravity
before being pulled back to earth with another bump. She rose again. My mind was working
frantically to find a way of ending this roller coaster ride but I stayed calm, kept the brakes
steady, maintained the attitude and kept the wings level as the ground approached once
more. This time the effect of meeting the ground was not quite so pronounced, just a slight
glance and a skip before settling and running to a stop.
I was furious with myself. So far, I’d had two flights in ELN and four landings! It would be
easy to make excuses - late in the week, late afternoon, tired and de-hydrated. I could find
lots to blame it on, but I knew I had to do better, so I resolved to go again.
This time, just like the first, all went well. The take-off, circuit and approach all good. The
picture looked fine and as the ground came up to meet me, I held off and my little Astir flew
and flew until she settled gracefully on the grass before coming to a halt and lowering a wing.
Although I didn’t hear it, I believe a loud cheer went up from the crowd at the DP van as I sat
contemplating what had happened and whether I could repeat the process at Chipping. We
will have to wait and see.
- Dave Stopford

Winch Things
The Skylaunch has had new sections of cable fitted. Thanks to all those who helped.
Unfortunately, the last set of cables do not seem to have lasted very long. This appears to be
as a result of wear, (abrasion) over the winter period when we are operating in the mud.
Perhaps this is simply a result of the increased flying achieved throughout the winter since
the centre track was constructed.
The Stand-by winch suffered from a
stuck pay-out brake the last time it
was used. This was caused by the
brake being left on while the winch
was idle, thus allowing the brake
shoes to stick to the drum.
Hopefully, by the time you are
reading this, the work will have been
completed and the Stand-by will be
serviceable one more. Please try to
remember to leave all brakes off
when the standby is not in use.
Also, please remember that the
guillotines on the Stand-by winch
must be tested before the winch is
brought into service.
Fly safe!
John Harter - Winchmaster
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Circuits
When thinking of landing, have a plan A, B, and C.
No two flights are ever the same. Just because you flew a large circuit last time in nil wind
conditions, doesn’t mean you can fly the same circuit in a strong wind. Glider pilots have to
be able to adapt, sometimes quickly. This is even more important when coming into circuit.
Look at the clues and information available to you. Which way are the cloud shadows moving
on the ground? What is the windsock showing? Is there anyone else in circuit ahead or behind
you?
One of the decisions you will have to make is - “Where do you intend to land?” Chipping is
not Heathrow, but it’s still a big field.
If someone has landed ahead of you in the place you were intending to land, then land on
another part of the field. We recently had an incident when a second glider landed on an area
that was already occupied by the first. We were extremely lucky that the second one didn’t
run into the first one, damaging both.
The rest of the airfield was empty.
You must always have options, and be thinking ahead.

Which circuit direction?
We do not have a ‘circuit of the day’ policy, nor do I
intend to introduce one, but please try to conform
with what is generally being flown. Opposing circuits
carry a much greater risk of collision, especially on
base leg, when the closing speed is doubled and the
workload is already high. This can lead to a very
stressful situation, especially if the pilots haven’t seen
each other. It’s all totally unnecessary. Try to fly a
normal ‘circuit of the day’, but if you genuinely get
caught out, do whatever is the safest. Radio calls are appreciated and advised.
It’s all about airmanship.

Circling in the circuit
Circling when in the circuit is not allowed and
anyone seen doing it will qualify for a two-seat
flight with a jolly nice instructor. When in the
circuit pattern at circuit height, it’s time to land.
Ian Ashton - CFI

Quick Quotes!
When starting an aviation career, it is not unusual to be overwhelmed, terrified,
suffer from lack of confidence and be just plain scared. As experience grows,
self confidence replaces fear … but after a time, when you think you have seen
it all, you realize your initial reactions to flying were correct. - Anon

8

Retrieves Can Be Fun!
My Glider Guider was showing 22
miles back to Portmoak airfield and
my altimeter was reading 1,200’
QFE, (although I was about 1,500’
above the ground). As you can
imagine, I was looking at fields and
it’s fair to say that I was sweating a
little bit.
I was still confident that I would get
away again; the sky looked full of
energy and there was plenty of lift
around. However, I’d allowed myself
to get too low and the thermals low
down were scratty and difficult to
North of Perth, looking back towards Portmoak
stay in. I struggled for ages, (well,
for 20 mins or so, but it seemed like ages) and it was all getting very stressful. I was getting
lower by the minute. I’d picked a nice field, but allowed myself to drift away from it. I picked
another – it looked long and flat, aligned with the wind direction, grass surface, no
obstructions and had a lane running alongside it to make the retrieve easy. Perfect!
So the decision was made. Wheel down, straps tight, a last look at the field on the downwind
leg and before I knew it, I was on the ground in the middle of a farmer’s field. It all happened
very quickly. Wow! That was my first ‘proper’ field landing. Relief was followed by
exhilaration. I even started laughing out loud!
As I clambered out of the cockpit, I was surprised to see that a silver Skoda had pulled up
alongside me. I assumed it was the farmer. “Is this your field?” I enquired sheepishly. “No,
we saw you circling and then land and just wanted to know if you were OK.” I assured them
that I was fine and everything was under control. Then I noticed he had his wife and kids in
the car, so maybe they just wanted to have a nosey at the glider. Anyhow, it was very nice of
them to stop and ask.
My concerned onlookers had also demonstrated to me one thing – the gate to the field was
wide open and so there’d be no problem driving my car and trailer in. I couldn’t have planned
it any better. Now to organise a retrieve ...
I needed a postcode for the car’s Sat Nav, so I wandered up the lane to a very smart
detached bungalow, where a lady came out to meet me. “Can I help you?” She looked
surprised, almost shocked, to see a not so smart sweaty man on her driveway. I don’t think
she got many strangers dropping by, as she lived in the middle of nowhere. So I thought I’d
‘lay it on a bit’ – try and impress her - give her something exciting to tell her friends about.
“I’m a glider pilot and have just made an emergency landing in the field at the bottom of the
lane. Please could you give me your postcode?” She looked very unimpressed and not a bit
concerned either. So much for my attempted heroics. “PH1 4PT” she replied and then scuttled
off around the back of the house. Oh well, at least she didn’t call out the emergency services,
(eh Geoff?)
After trying to phone a couple of people that I thought might still be on the ground and
finding their phones were switched off, (“Well, it wastes the battery,” as Pete W pointed out…
hmmm!) I eventually got hold of Tony Platt, who was just about to fly and kindly organised
two-thirds of the three Amigos to come for me, namely the two Richards ... and hereby the
retrieve tale begins.
I now had two comedians let loose in my new Audi A4 and the thought of that was even more
scary than the field landing, I can tell you!

9

A stream of phone calls followed:
“How do you plug the 7-pin trailer plug into the car’s multi
pin socket?” – “There’s an adapter in the boot.”
“How do you get the wheel clamp off?” –
“Unlock it and the yellow cover slides off”.
But, it was the next call, (just after they’d
set off) that really took me by surprise:
R: “Hello – it’s Richard.”
A shiny new Audi A4 - All it lacks is a couple of comedians!
Me: “Hello.”
R: “We’re loving your car ... especially the leather seats.”
Me: “Oh … Really?” (smelling a rat).
R: “Yes, we’re loving the feel of the leather on our bare buttocks.”
Me: “What?!!”
R: “We’re both naked.”
Yuck! – I now had an image in my mind that I neither wanted, nor could get rid of.
All I could think of to say in reply was that I was “glad I’d decided to go for the brown leather.”
I waited in trepidation, sitting on the dry stone wall opposite the field gate, listening to the
skylarks and trying not to think about the two naked Richards. After an hour or so, I spotted
my car and trailer combo coming up the lane. I was relieved to find them both fully clothed,
but equally looking pleased and very amused with themselves. They’d also found my stash of
buttermints in the driver’s door pocket!
There was much banter and high spirits as we packed everything in the trailer and it all went
very smoothly from there on, with me keeping the pair of them under control. We arrived
safely back at Portmoak about an hour later. From the landing to the return to the club, it
had taken about 3 hours in total. Beer was now needed!
First land out and retrieve - lessons learned:
Make the decision to land early, rather than late.
Pick a field carefully, in plenty of time and stay near it. Everything happens very fast towards
the end.
Pick your retrieve crew equally carefully!

The official “middle of nowhere!”

Nestled in the grass.

And, if Richard Peake ever tells you that the Swedish women’s longball team have moved into
the chalet next door – don’t believe him. He’s a liar!
P.S. Does anyone want to buy a slightly used Audi? I’ve gone off it now for some reason.
- Jon Hough
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The Domino Theory
According to the Domino Theory, the events leading up to an accident are like a row of
dominoes. Once one domino has been knocked over, the next event quickly follows. Remove
any one of them and the sequence cannot run its course and therefore loss will not be
incurred.
This theory was further developed by Bird and Loftus in 1976 and
includes the influence of management in accident causation. This
modified version of the sequence was:
•Lack of management control, (leading to)...
•Basic causes, (which give rise to)...
•Immediate causes.
•Accident/Incident.
•Loss/Injury.
There are many variations. The same principle applies though; if one of the
dominoes is removed, then the chain of events will be halted and the
accident will not happen. Element 3, ‘Immediate causes’, (unsafe act and/or
mechanical or physical hazard etc.) is probably the easiest factor to remove.
The hazard I refer to here, is the winch cable and in particular the strop end, not in
use during the launch of an aircraft.
This inanimate object whilst on the floor, appearing quite benign and not much of a hazard,
can instantly become a terrible 60kt threshing machine, capable of horrific injuries and
damage to other inanimate objects such as aircraft, tractors and even a danger to the
launching aircraft.
If we apply these domino principles to our winch cables, we can remove any one of the
hazards and break the chain.
I want everyone to pause and note where the cables are before any launch please.
1. When we elect the most appropriate cable, we should note where the other cable is in
relation to the launching aircraft and make
sure it is not in the launch path of the
aircraft itself
2.
Ensure the other cable end is well
away from all personnel launching the
aircraft, i.e. it is not behind or in line with
anyone
We have seen a cable pickup last year from
the top end and the speed and noise of the
event. It was quite shocking and instant.
The cones used when we are operating on a
standard launch site help us maintain this
separation, however the single track options
mean we should be ensuring the unused
cable is moved away from the track of the
aircraft and is not in line with anyone
observing or helping to launch the aircraft.
Stay safe and break the domino chain
Richard Peake - CSO

Safety is no accident!

The Skyway Code

The CAA has just
released a new
electronic booklet
called “The Skyway
Code.”
It is, in effect, a
comprehensive
“Highway Code” for
pilots and is essential
reading for us all.
To get a copy, just
click the booklet on
the right, or
alternatively, there’s
a link on the Safety
Page of the
Club’s website.

11

Instructor Notes
Converting to BF1, ELN or DSU
In order to progress to our Astirs, the normal route is to fly BF1 first, get used to the handling
and extra performance compared with a K13, demonstrate fully held off landings and then
convert.
However, I have heard some ‘mutterings’ that you can’t get into BF1 because it’s always
being used to fly visitors.
Let me make this really clear. As a club member, you are entitled to fly whatever glider you
want, (experience determined of course!)
If you want to fly BF1, then indicate this on the list and inform the duty manager. BF1 is a
two seat ‘club’ glider and available to fly. It is not reserved for visitors. Kick them out and
into a K13. (Not literally of course!).
Members should always have priority over visitors.
There is no reason at all why visitors have to fly in BF1.
I encourage you to fly BF1 more often, if that’s what you want to do and I also encourage
you to fly our Astirs. Whilst some seem to like K8’s, (sorry, never understood this!) many
also want to progress to ‘glass’ solo.
There is no one stopping you, other than you.
Get on with it!

Weekend Mini Comp 27th/28th/29th May
As usual, duff weather, but well done to those that ‘had a go’ at something despite the
restrictions of the weather, (thunder, lightning, rain, low cloud, plagues of locusts!) Congrats
to those that won something.
A special thanks must go to Phil Punt for organising this. He always does a great job, year
upon year and also thanks to his task-setting and met-briefing assistants.

New Syndicates
It’s great to see new gliders/syndicates appearing on site. Cirrus 2ZC now has a full trio of
syndicate members (Richard, Dave and Matt) and Laura and Andy have just brought their
Libelle on site from Rufforth, (a new type for Chipping).
In addition to this, Nigel Dickenson has bought yet another glider, (a Skylark 4 with the
registration BMW!) Nigel now has a full squadron!
I look forward to seeing all of these gliders fly and their owners achieving great things. Super
for them and brilliant for our club.

New Members
There are quite a few ‘new faces’ around. This again is great to see. Welcome to BFGC. If I,
or any other of the instructors can do anything to help you to progress, let us know. Some of
these new members are fitting in very well and getting involved, but others may be less
confident to do so. If you see this, take them under your wing and show them
the ropes. Joining the club and being at the launch point can be scary.
Please be friendly and welcoming to new members.
They are the club’s future.
Ian Ashton - CFI
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A Silver Distance from Portmoak
Thursday, the 18th of May, was to be the
last opportunity on the Portmoak expedition
to attempt the 50km cross-country
requirement for the Silver badge. A few
cancelled days earlier in the week and a flat
forecast for the Friday concentrated the
mind.

Bishops looking inviting!

Not having my own glider and being unable
to take any of Portmoak’s cross-country, I
planned to use the club Astir ELN for the
attempt. As this was shared between club
members, I negotiated access to the
aircraft for before 2pm so I could have a
chance to get started while conditions were
still good.

The declared plan was to travel north to turnpoint ‘Drumshade’, 53 Km away from Portmoak
and to turn around and attempt a return. Drumshade used to be the home of the Angus
Gliding Club, but landing there is no longer advised, as the club has closed and been replaced
by a quarry. The surface wind was about 10 knots from the South West, which would enable
the flight to begin with some ridge soaring on Bishop Hill while considering my options on
beginning the task.
At around 1pm, I reached the front of the grid and made some last-minute checks. TopHat
was set up and running and I had water, food and a phone. After an uneventful launch, I
headed straight for Bishop hill to settle down and gain some height – which did not happen!
The hill was not working at all, despite the wind. It was a struggle to stay up at times and I
noticed a familiar glider – HWP. I was aware that Tony Platt was also attempting the same
task, but had set off an hour earlier. I had expected him to be well on his way, but he was still
stuck on the hill!
When the hill started working more consistently, I looked over Loch Leven and tried to work
out what was going on. There were plenty of good cumulus out towards Loch Leven and
gliders could be seen high up doing well. The decision was made to leave the hill and look for
a climb. Eventually, over the Loch came a good looking cloud and I got to the front of it and
started to thermal. The lift was good
and the altimeter wound through
5,000ft before stopping as the
thermal reached the hill and stopped
working. With height in hand and a
good cloud over Perth, I started the
task.
Having crossed the River Tay, the
cloud above Perth was of good
quality and after a quick topup, I
headed to the next cloud, which was
above Perth airport at Scone. This
produced the best lift of the day,
giving me time to look down below at
the powered aircraft practising their
circuits. A glance back towards
Portmoak made it evident that I was
now probably out of gliding range,
but looking forward at the clouds

The final trace.
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along my planned task provided strong
encouragement to press on.

Safely down!

For the next 20km up the valley, there were a
good range of clouds to choose from on track.
Not having to worry about time or speed, I took
each opportunity to top up before continuing.
Getting near to the turnpoint, I saw two gliders
circling under an impressive cloud. Tony in
HWP had left Bishop Hill some time before me
and I was not cognizant of his whereabouts. I
wondered how far he was into the task. My
question was answered when HWP stopped
circling and then zoomed past me, going in the
opposite direction.

Suitably encouraged, I decided to stop messing about and press on to the turnpoint. I need
not have worried. After passing over the turnpoint, I made sure of the distance by heading
for a large cloud over Kirriemuir several kilometres to the North, returning to 5,000 ft.
Objective achieved, the plan was to return to Portmoak. There had been a nagging thought
in the back of my mind when I saw the smoke from a large fire in the valley earlier – I’ll have
a headwind on the way back! Initially, things started well and the clouds cooperated, but I
was faced with a new problem. I could not make much progress over the ground and if I took
thermals, I was finding myself being blown away from Portmoak. After heading over towards
the river following a promising cloud street, which did not deliver, it became evident that I
was not going to make it back.
Making this decision at 3,000 ft, I had plenty of time to begin field selection. The fire was still
burning and providing a very useful wind indicator. I looked below. Many fields had livestock,
excessive slope, were too small, or had furrows that were not in line with the wind. At
2,000ft I spotted a flat, smooth field near a dual carriageway. I could see the soil through
the crop; it was of sufficient length and was straight into wind. The only drawback were trees
as an undershoot obstacle. The subsequent circuit and landing were uneventful and I found
myself halfway into a field of newly planted barley, about an inch high.
Initially, nothing much happened. The farmer had not noticed my arrival and after securing
the aircraft, I started walking to the farmhouse. Suddenly, I heard an ambulance siren. I
wondered who they were coming for – it was for me! Having landed next to the busy A90
between Perth and Dundee, the emergency services had received calls of a plane crash from
passing drivers. Subsequently, the police arrived, then four fire engines and a fire command
vehicle. I thanked them for coming,
before reassuring them that there was no
damage to aircraft or pilot. The farmer
and his staff could not have been more
helpful. The retrieve crew arrived quickly
and we were soon on our way back to
Portmoak.
On this flight, I achieved both Silver
height and distance - completing the
Silver badge. In addition, to travel cross
county with a goal was a new and
interesting experience that I would like to
repeat. Thanks to all the club members for
their contribution to what was a very
successful and enjoyable week.
- Geoff Hughes

Waiting for the retrieve after beating off the emergency services with a stick!
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Which Cable?

“Which winch cable?” A question asked numerous times at Chipping. What is the answer? Parlick or Beacon. These two landmarks provide us with an easy reference as to which cable
is required and this avoids the confusion that would arise if, for example, we were to answer
‘left’ or ‘right’. It doesn’t matter which end we fly from, these two landmarks provide clarity to
the situation. So what do we know about them? It seemed one day, as I sat in the winch
between launches, an idea to put some meat on the bones. So let’s start with Beacon.
Beacon refers to Beacon Fell. If launching from 12, it’s situated to your right and from 30 to
your left. It is also one of our local turn points (1BF).The fell stands alone some 2 miles south
of the Forest of Bowland range and at 266 metres/873ft high amsl as many of the walkers
amongst you will doubtless know. It has been a national park since 1970.
As you’ve probably guessed, the name implies what the hill has in the past been used for.
You’ve got it - beacons!!! According to reliable sources, a beacon on the fell has been
recorded as early as 1002. A chain of beacons, that included Beacon Fell, was used to warn
of the approach of the Spanish Armada in 1588. Also, it was involved to warn of the advance
of French forces between 1795 and 1815. In more recent times, beacons have been lit for
coronations and jubilees.
Between 1909 and 1969, Beacon Fell belonged to a district in north Preston, (specifically
Fulwood). Prior to 1909 the land had been farmland, but was purchased by Fulwood Urban
Disrict Council as a water supply. Water was collected from the fell in the existing Barnsfold
Reservoirs (2BF) to the south west, (Barnsfold reservoirs, comprise two lakes, Barns and
Beacon and are currently trout Fisheries). From there, the water was transferred to Fulwood
and Whittingham Asylum, utilising Horns Dam Reservoir in the parish of Goosnargh and a
small covered reservoir in Haighton. As part of the process to help drainage, the fell was
planted with conifers. Eventually the fell was no longer needed for water collection and as a
result, from 1959, fell into disrepair.
The fell was left for a further 10 years until, in 1969, Lancashire County Council acquired the
site and subsequently opened it in 1970 as one of the first country parks in the UK. Various
infrastructure changes were put in place, including the building of a new road connecting the
single-track roads on the fell, thereby creating a circular one-way route around the fell. As
we can now see when we fly over, car parks were added and a visitor centre sits on the site
of a farmhouse.
The fell also features a number of sculptures by local artist Thompson Dagnall, including
Black Tiger and Kissing Seat, Walking Snake, Spruced up Heron and Orme Sight. There is
also a resident Artist, Richard Shilling, who creates short-lasting sculptures from surrounding
materials.
Wildlife can be observed on
the fell, including rabbit, hare,
roe deer, stoat, weasel, red
fox, badger, hedgehog, mole,
grey squirrel and otter.
Beacon offers views – on a
good day that is – to the west,
of the whole of the Fylde, to
the north-west to Morecambe
Bay, to the North and North
East the Forest of Bowland
and to the East, Chipping,
Pendle Hill and Longridge Fell.
- Pete Batterby
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Scene from Above

As this issue seems to be a “Portmoak Special”, I thought I’d share a photo I took earlier this year, of Loch Leven from the south.

More about Hills!

Many thanks to Pete Batterby for submitting the article on the previous page about Beacon
Fell. I read it with interest and it reminded me of a couple of facts that I had come across
regarding our local hills.
Further to what Pete has told us about Beacon Fell, were you
aware that in 1930, Beacon Fell was the base of operation for
the Preston and District Glider Club? They regularly bungee
launched their Dagling Primary from various slopes up there.
Also, in 1931, Lyons Tea organised a gliding spectacular on
Beacon Fell, when the famous Werner Krause brought a Falke
secondary glider and a Westpreussen Darmstadt to a display
attended by an
estimated crowd of
A Dagling Primary Glider
7,000 people, who
had mostly walked from Garstang, Longridge and
Preston to get there! Would you happily launch off
Beacon Fell with a catapult?
A Westpreussen Darmstadt

The other fact I’d like to share amused me no end
when I came across it and concerns Pendle Hill. Apparently, in the mists of time, it was just
called “Pen” by the locals. (A word that meant “Hill” in celtic). When the Saxons came, they
didn’t speak celtic and decided that “Pen” wasn’t enough and that they should call it “Pen Hull”
(“Hull” being Saxon for “hill”). Over the course of the centuries, Penhull became “Pendle”,
(because it was easier to say for non-Saxons). However, it was still a hill, so they started to
call it “Pendle Hill.”
So, next time you look at it, remember that its proper name is “Hill Hill Hill!” - Ed.
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A Piece of History!
The fabulous hot ship below is a Slingsby Tandem Tutor, otherwise known as a T31 or, (as it
was called by its owner at Portmoak) a Kirby Cadet Tx Mk3 . Rather than being the product
of some Victorian Steampunk designer it was created in the late 1940’s, after a 1930’s single
seater design for British military training and was used extensively by the ATC until the mid1980s. Jane’s World Sailplanes describes its performance as ‘marginally soarable’, which
might explain quite a lot about the flight I witnessed on our recent visit to Scotland.
Perhaps unsurprisingly, the pilot was quite eccentric, but was more than happy to discuss his
aeroplane. A plea to sit in the vacant rear seat came to nought, when we both realised that I
would have to cut off both of my legs and possibly an arm to get within the maximum
permissible weight for the glider. In fact, of the entire Chipping contingent, only Fat Matt
might have made it!
As it was, (Safety Officer look away now), the pilot flew
without a parachute or cushions. I stood with him as he
did his control checks, (he could see nothing but the
underside of his wings from the cockpit) and asked him
about winch launch speeds. “45 knots” he said, then
added, “48 absolute max,” as he pulled his Biggles
goggles over his eyes.
His ‘eventualities’ mantra was revealing too:
“In the event of a wing drop ... STRAIGHT AHEAD
In the event of a cable break ... STRAIGHT AHEAD
In the event of any other launch failure ... STRAIGHT
AHEAD
In fact, in the event of any eventuality of any
description ... STRAIGHT AHEAD!”
The T31 launched with all the grace of a garden shed, before releasing, barely halfway up the
wire and lumbering round to land on the North field. On his return, I asked what had
happened. He replied, “I got scared at 500 feet!”
- Richard Turpin

(Thanks to Richard for sending this in and thanks as well to Tony Platt for the photos - Ed.)
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My Portmoak Experience
Following a comfortable trip in Tony
Platt’s white van-cum-people carrier
towing the Astir trailer, we arrived
at Portmoak. My first impression
was how large the field was, with
large areas of (relatively) smooth
grass, including parallel runways
for winch and aerotow launching. I
was also impressed by the ‘drive in –
drive out’ trailer park, although
initially our DG was parked near the
caravan park/workshop area,
(complete with ruined chapel and
graveyard) due to a lack of space,
An evening sky over Loch Leven.
(really?) when Tony had dropped it
off on the way back from the Feshie expedition the previous week. Once some initial
paperwork had been done, we drove the short distance to our lodges along the shores of Loch
Leven. I was sharing a lodge with my syndicate partner Tony, along with Geoff Hughes and
Peter Whitehead. The lodges were spacious and well furnished with impressive views over the
Loch to ‘The Bishop’, the nearest soarable hill to Portmoak.
The first flying day, Sunday, started with a comprehensive weather briefing at 0930. My ears
pricked up when Drumshade, (an ex gliding club, now a quarry) near Forfar was mentioned as
a suitable 50k destination. A site check with Dave Coats gave the opportunity for some ridge
soaring on ‘The Bishop’ and thermalling to 4,000 feet, but more importantly, the opportunity
to experience the local area and landmarks. Unfortunately, for the next two days, the weather
was not flyable, (by us anyway), but gave an opportunity to navigate by road to Drumshade,
noting the many fields suitable for field landing along the way. Nearing Drumshade, we
spotted Glamis castle of Macbeth and Queen Mother fame. We then continued on to the
gliding site at Aboyne, arriving just in time to assist in loading a crated glider onto a lorry for
despatch abroad. On the way back, we found a general store which sold everything you might
need and more – including multi-thousand pound bottles of whisky, dishwasher tablets and
deodorant, although the latter was a ‘behind the counter’ item.
Emboldened by the previous road trip, I declared an out and return to Drumshade on
Wednesday morning. After launch, I headed to the ridge and struggled to get away for at least
an hour and a half before finally resigning myself to depart the local area – Drumshade or
bust! The initial part of the journey was at a relatively low level, but a few good climbs and
the prevailing wind meant progress was good and examination of the landscape for
prospective landing fields was of an academic rather than pressing nature. Arriving in the
area of the turnpoint, the sky was dark and I found myself able to fly at near max rough
airspeed at 5,000 feet plus without losing height. I didn’t find it particularly easy to identify
the correct quarry from the air, but TopHat and nearby Glamis castle helped. On the initial
part of the return leg, progress was good, with little circling required. I was confident that a
return to Portmoak could be achieved. However, when I did need to climb in thermal further
along the route, progress was significantly slowed by the headwind that had previously been
beneficial. As I approached Perth, I decided to route to the North to avoid flying low over the
town or over the high ground that parallels the Tay.
Rounding Perth, I noticed that the sky had largely become white, obscured by high level cloud
and that cumulus cloud had largely disappeared. Rather than press on, I resigned myself to a
field landing, noticing that west of Perth the possibilities had become somewhat limited. I
therefore selected a crop field, with wheelings approximately aligned to the prevailing wind
and plenty of earth showing through the green. I noticed that there were people working in
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the field alongside, so if it all went wrong, there would be somebody to extract me from the
shards of fibreglass. The approach to the field was clear, but there was a line of trees along
the upwind boundary, so I was determined not to land too long. I had plenty of time to have
a good look at the field and fly a proper circuit, as trained and it all just happened and I was
soon sitting in the middle of a Scottish field, Silver badge completed! One of the people
working in the field turned out to be the farmer who owned the field, a dour but goodnatured Scotsman. I tried to get him to have a trial lesson at Portmoak, but he wasn’t that
keen.
Details of the flight can be found at
http://www.bgaladder.co.uk/dscore.asp?FlightID=65196&RC=X
Many thanks to Tony and Robin for coming and retrieving me and to the farmer for allowing
us to drive van and trailer into the middle of his crop field to facilitate the retrieve. Thanks
also to Ian for organising the trip and the excellent accommodation. (A bargain!) Lastly, I
would encourage everyone to go on a trip to Portmoak should the opportunity arise. It was
great to be away with other club members and it’s a superb place in beautiful countryside.
- Malcolm Baldwin

Resting on his laurels - Or is that barley?

Oops!
Now you know why it’s not
a good idea to try to
overtake on the taxiways!
I wonder who ended up
with the biggest surprise?
Was it the pilot who couldn’t
see round his nose and hit
something that just wasn’t
there, or the poor guy in
front, parked up and
minding his own business,
suddenly wondering what
all the noise and vibration
was, as his plane was
relentlessly chewed to
pieces behind him?
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Airspace

To the south of us is Warton
Aerodrome (BAE systems). The area
surrounding Warton can be extremely
busy midweek. As well as their traffic
going in and out, there is also traffic
going into Blackpool. Whilst gliders
are ‘allowed’ to the south of our
airfield, please give Warton a call if
you intend going near to
Preston/Longridge. You should not be
going near to the MATZ without
calling and you should certainly not be
anywhere near to the ILS cone
(extended centreline of runway) or in
line with it.

We do not want any conflict between a
glider and an aircraft. We have a good relationship with Warton. Let’s keep it that way. The
frequency is 129.525. They have always been friendly and appreciative when I have called
them. (They won’t bite!)
If you don’t feel confident enough to call (and you should have an RT licence), maybe you
shouldn’t be in the area near to them.

Club trips away
In terms of achievements, we have just had one of our most successful trips ever to
Portmoak, (Scotland). I am aware that there will be other articles regarding this trip, so I
don’t intend to go into detail, but well done to all of you that achieved something. Some
great tales to tell. (Some really, really great tales!) 3x Silvers completed, 4x first field
landings, many conversions to a new type and a few personal bests. Great achievements and
great to see. More achievements possible?
The planned BFGC trip to Eden is just around the corner and is open to all. This will be from
the 17th June, with myself and Jeff Davies for the first week and Paul Myers instructing for
the following week.
See last December’s newsletter (pp. 17-18) for full details.
Follow this link if you can’t find a copy BFGC December 2016 Newsletter

Closer to home
Congratulations to John Windsor for gaining his ‘solo’ wings recently and well done to all
members that have converted to a ‘new type’. Tracy Ashton has flown the Pilatus B4 for the
first time in 15 years. Well done Tracy! Other members are working through the card system
nicely, with Marek and Richard Turpin gaining shiny new Red cards. Well done to Nusrat for
passing the Bronze theory exam and for re-converting to a K8 after many years. Great
achievements. Well done all.
Ian Ashton - CFI
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A Trip down Memory Drain!

As a young lad, Frank Gill spent many a happy hour skipping merrily up and down the sands
of sunny Morecambe Bay, with a shrimping net in one hand and an ice cream cornet in the
other. Back at the club the other week and caught up in a sudden surge of nostalgia, he
tried to convey to Stella what fun could be had, trawling the foreshore for shrimps and crabs.
Stella unfortunately was unimpressed and looks like she would have preferred the ice cream!
(Thanks to Graeme Alexander for spotting this and sending it in - Ed.)

An Instructor’s Life ...

... is not a happy one! - Lufwaffe 1940

A letter found on one of the crew of aircraft U5+TR,
from a comrade in his Staffel, who had been posted
as an instructor to the F.T.S. at Cracow, stated;
“Unfortunately, I have been posted to Cracow. I
would much rather have stayed with you. It’s
particularly hard, because there is no chance of my
getting to the front again. I’m condemned to play
the teacher here. At the moment, I have nothing
but bright young lieutenants as pupils. You can bet
they don’t get away with much with me! We fly
Do17E and Do17Z and training them over to these
isn’t much fun - flying round and round the
A squadron of Do 17s.
aerodrome is pretty dull. The maintenance of the
aircraft is bad because there aren’t enough technical personnel. On a night flight on 15th
August, we piled up another five aircraft. Fortunately, no one broke his neck.”
The recipient of the letter was even less fortunate, as he had been shot down in U5+TR (a
Dornier Do17Z) by a 310 squadron (Czech) RAF Hurricane in the Battle of Britain on 26th
August, 1940 and taken prisoner.
(Thanks to Ged for finding this and submitting it. Ed.)
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My Portmoak 50k!
It was the first time I had ever been to Portmoak, except for dropping the DG off a week
earlier. Anyway, after dropping off the gliders at the site, the following morning we all met
up in the canteen. The first thing to do was get our log book and medicals checked to allow
us to fly.
Then it was a question of waiting till we could all be checked off to fly solo. The club had a
few issues, with the full time winch driver being off sick. Anyway, it took most of the first day
for us all to be checked. Apparently, it depended on which instructor checked you out. One
would say, “Yes, you’re fine. Carry on,” and the other would say “OK, you just need a launch
failure check.” I had to do the launch failure.
Big do’s and little do’s. I think all of us had been cleared by the Tuesday. As I had just been
to Feshiebridge for a week and managed to get my Silver height, I had offered Malcolm the
first go in our DG at Portmoak. It was only fair. So off he went. He spent some time on the
ridge before managing to set off. I was watching him on Flarm radar. I think I was more
excited than he was. Ian Ashton commented, saying I was up and down like an expectant
father. Malcolm made it to the turn point and I was thrilled to let everyone know he was on
his way back, giving everyone a blow-by-blow account of his progress. Then came the land
out. Once again, I was watching on Flarm, so I waited by my phone for what seemed like 30
minutes. (It had only been 5 minutes at the most). I panicked a little, wondering if he was OK.
More importantly, as it was my turn the next day, was the glider OK? While waiting, I
received a phone call from Henry Stott. He had been watching on Flarm and realised the DG
had landed out. “Are you OK?” he asked. “I was watching on Flarm.” I quickly explained it
wasn’t me and I had to get off the phone in case Malcolm rang, which he did and all was well.
From that point, my mind was racing a lot. It was my turn the next day. Was the weather
going to be kind to me? Had this been at Chipping, we would all know the answer to that one!
I don’t really know why, but I felt very calm about it and started to run through everything in
my head. Things like, was the glider ready? Have I got everything I need? Is my phone
charged? Have I put some money in my pocket? Can I get a bottle of water from the canteen
in the morning? The list went on and by the time I went to bed, I was knackered and slept
like a log.
On the day, I woke feeling good and once on site, everything I had thought about the day
before seemed to fall into place. The glider had to be re-rigged as it was still in the trailer
after retrieving Malcolm the day before. I had looked at the weather and it was the same
direction and similar to the day before.
Now I had to get the timing right. I
didn’t want to miss the peak thermals of
the day. On arriving at the launch point,
the single seater aircraft had been told
to line up on the north field cable.
Every glider in Scotland seemed to rush
to get in before me. I found myself in
seventh place. S**t, I thought. That
could reduce my chances!
If I remember correctly, I was off the
ground by 12.02 pm. I got a launch to
about 1,300ft. I had no problem getting
to the ridge and there were thermals for
the taking. Two and half hours later I
was still sat on the ridge, having tried in

Say Cheese!
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vain to get higher than 2,000 ft. I was frustrated, having seen so many gliders arrive on the
ridge and get away.
I had just managed to recover from the lowest point of my flight. I had lost height and found
myself at 900 ft and was about to give in and return to the club, when I noticed a couple of
gliders in lift further down the ridge. Not to be beaten, I gave it another go. I climbed to
1,400 feet and then got a call on the radio from Geoff in ELN asking how it was going. I
explained the problem about not being able to climb higher than 2,000 ft before the lift
stopped.
Geoff seemed to be flying around like a man possessed, looking for that missing thermal.
However, things were changing and suddenly I was gaining height. 3,000 ft! I’m thinking,
it’s time to go. Time to set off! I looked around to see how Geoff was doing in ELN. He
looked slightly higher than me and before I knew it, I was at 4000 ft.
I set off. This was it! Jon Hough had been telling us, that once you cut that string,
everything suddenly becomes clear, that you no longer look back to your safe place. Ian
Ashton had also said the same thing. “JUST GO FOR IT!” The truth is, I chickened out. I had
left the safety of the ridge behind and was heading towards the River Tay, the first hurdle.
As I approached, I checked my height. I had lost about a 1,000 ft and found no lift. Then I
did the worst thing I could have ever done, I turned to look back. I remember thinking, “I
need to return to safety.” I wish I’d had a picture of my face when I realised how far I had
actually travelled and how far away my safety was, but I had to try and get back to safety.
I didn’t get very far, when I hit a
thermal, a good thermal and
worked it up to around 4,250 ft.
That was it. I could not turn back.
I set off again over the river and
to the point of cutting the string,
the one everyone had spoken
about, the invisible cord that
keeps you in the safety zone.
They were all right. When that
string is cut, it no longer matters,
you accept that you might not get
back and a land out might be
ahead of you. Suddenly, it doesn’t
matter any more that the safety
you were used to is far away. You
The River Tay - Gateway to the 50k!
look down at the ground and everything comes clear. All your training, everything you have
been taught, kicks in. What was I worried about?
I had covered 14 kilometres. I had 4,000 ft of height, and below me there were more
landing strips then I had ever noticed before to land in, should I find myself needing one. I
knew I could do this. At that point, nothing could have stopped me. I covered the next 22k
without any thermals. My height had dropped to 2,500 ft. Then I found a good thermal
over a built-up area, taking me to about 5,300 ft with 14k to cover. I remember looking at
my Kobo as it flashed up saying I had crossed over the turn point and looking down, trying
to see Drumshade, which is now a quarry. I believe at some point it was a gliding club. Now
all I had to do was get back to Portmoak.
I had been travelling downwind, so getting back was definitely going to be a challenge. I had
just over 4,000 ft and I set off back the same way I came. I found myself over the built-up
area again, (some kind of estate near Hatton Castle) at about 2,000 ft. I found some lift, but
the wind was quite strong and this kept blowing me back. I was getting nowhere fast. I took
the 600 extra feet I had gained and pushed forward. It was slow going against the wind and
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I was losing height. The clouds had closed in and as a last resort, I tried flying along the top
of the ridge at about 2,000 ft. I had to decide which side of the ridge I was going go to. On
my left, the terrain didn’t look the best to find somewhere easy to land. On my right, I had
loads of options and although I was moving away from Portmoak, it was the safest option.
Once again, I found a thermal and at this point I had already picked out a field in which to
land, so at 1,500 ft I gave the thermal a try. It didn’t last and was difficult to centre in. My
only option was to land. I set up my circuit, just like at Chipping and landed with no problem
at all.
The field was close to the road and at the end of the field was the farmhouse. I walked up to
the house and knocked on the door. A well-dressed gentleman of about 40 answered the
door. (Posh farmer). “Hello,” I said, “can I
just ask you, does this field on my right
belong to you?” “Yes,” he replied, “Can I
help you?” “I do apologise,” I said, “and I
hope you don’t mind, but I have parked my
glider in it.” He stuck his head out the door
looked into the field and said “OK”. I
explained that I needed to ring for
someone to come and get me. He was
happy to help and gave me his postcode
etc.
In the meantime, Henry Stott was back on
Finally down and not a scratch!
the phone. “You disappeared,” he said.
“Was it you? Are you OK? Have you landed out? Well done!” The next call was Geoff Hughes.
He had landed out too, but I will let him tell you about that one.
I would like to take this opportunity to thank all the instructors who have helped me get to
this stage. Without their help, this would never have been possible. It was without any doubt
one of the best experiences of my life. Cutting that string was the best and I will do it again
and again and again. To those who have yet to do it, there is lift out there waiting for you to
find it. GO FOR IT!
I’m now looking forward to longer distances!
- Tony Platt

Cattle Class? - That’s Luxury!
Great news! Air fares are set to
come down next year!
Ryanair has apparently been
contracted by the army to deliver
cheaper military transport and they
have been experimenting with new
seating regimes. The initiative has
been such a success, that they’ve
decided to roll out the changes to all
their charter flights next summer.

In Business Class, you get a cup holder!

There’s no baggage compartment, of
course, but passengers are allowed
one carry-on kitbag each, (if they sit
on it) and a lap-held rifle. Welcome
to the future! You saw it here first!
- Ed.
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Caught on Camera!

Chipping and District Constabulary have contacted the Club to ask if any of our members can
identify this shifty-looking felon, recently captured on CCTV in the early hours of last Sunday,
in the back office of Greggs the Bakers. Greggs are apparently now missing a large sum of
money, as well as two party packs of iced buns and a chocolate doughnut - with sprinkles!
(Obviously, a villain with a sweet tooth!) The safe was a modern, sophisticated model and
police surmise that the person who broke into it must have been a highly-skilled and
accomplished safe-cracker with many years of experience in this nefarious trade. (A master
career criminal in short). I know he doesn’t look it, but remember, the camera never lies!
The scoundrel was spotted making his getaway and witnesses described his vehicle as a
“compact, open-top sports car”. They were strangely unable to agree on a colour, but all
noted that it was “very shiny”. If you think you recognise this man, please contact PC Nuttal
at Chipping nick. You are advised not to approach him however, as he may be dangerous.
(Not PC Nuttal, obviously!) Thank you. - Ed

Editor’s Endbit
And so we come to the end of the June 2017 edition of the BFGC Newsletter! (Or was it the
Portmoak Courier?) Many thanks, as always, to all those people who contributed. The
summer is upon us and I know that there are many exciting expeditions planned, as well as
many great flying days to come at Chipping, so I am confident that by September, you’ll all
have loads to share with the rest of us. Please make sure you send it in. The deadline date for
the next issue will be Sunday, 3rd September. As always, you don’t have to wait until then.
Send me your submissions at any time and I’ll keep them safe until the deadline. Please send
all copy to soaringkeith@gmail.com Many thanks in advance.
Keith Clarke - Editor

