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Chairman’s Bit!

The BGA have recently issued their Annual Statistics for UK Gliding Clubs for the year ending
30th September 2018. It makes for interesting reading and helps us better understand where
we sit in the grand scheme of things. Now, I know you can prove anything with statistics and
we all know that if you laid every statistician in the country end to end (insert own non-pc
punch line here...) you wouldn't reach a conclusion, but it won't stop me.
There are 78 gliding clubs listed, with memberships ranging from over 700 at Lasham down to
just 2 at both Sackville Vintage and Bognor Regis, with a handful of other clubs having single
figure membership as well. In total, there are just 6,583 active glider pilots in the UK, which
means that we are a pretty rare breed and perhaps is another good reason, as if we needed
one, to look out for each other when we are out on the airfield. If you do the maths, that
means that the average flying membership for a gliding club is a little over 84 compared to the
96 we reported at the time of the annual returns. We are slightly under-represented at under
21 level, having just 8 juniors compared to an average of 11, but have more female pilots (8
compared to an average of 6).
Flying statistics are harder to interpret, as some sites only have aerotow, but the average
number of winch launches for the 62 clubs using winch was 2,330 compared to our 2,873.
Sadly, we didn't have any first solo pilots last year, although we have broken that duck already
this year. The average first solo number was 2.5. Draw your own conclusions from the figures,
but it looks to me as though, in statistical terms, we are probably slightly above mid-table in
any national league.
Meanwhile, the recent Paragliders’ BP Cup Pennine Round at the beginning of May generated
just over £1,100 to club funds and they have already asked if they can come back again next
year. Thanks to everyone who contributed to the success of the weekend, whether that was
preparing the camping area, blitzing the clubhouse, or making our visitors welcome.
Our first season without sheep on the field has certainly meant that both pilots and aircraft are
a lot cleaner at the end of a flying day. It does mean that the field itself needs more regular
attention and it is brilliant that members have stepped up and more people have been
signed off to use the mower. Ideally, we should be looking to cut the grass on every
flying day to make sure we keep on top of things. If you are cleared to use the
mower, why not get the tractor out for an hour or so while the fleet and ground
vehicles are being prepped for the day? By the time you read this, we should
hopefully have made good progress in tidying up the trailer park, which is in
serious danger of becoming overgrown.
We have struggled to find a reliable local general builder to address some
of the repairing tasks we have about the place, but will persevere. In
the meantime, and now we have the new windows in, it would be
good to freshen up the clubhouse. Does anyone want to come up with
a decorating plan? The Committee will happily provide paint and
other materials and I am sure we could drum up enough people to be
able to decorate the whole place in no time.
Happy Soaring! - Richard Turpin - Chairman
N.B. In the .pdf version of this Newsletter, Internet links are active and can be clicked through - Ed

2

Spreading the Word!
Our members have been spreading
the word about the joys of gliding
recently!
The picture on the left was taken at
the Pendle Powerfest at Nelson and
Colne College on Sunday 26th May.
And the picture below was taken on
Sunday 9th June at the Myerscough
College Open Day.

ELN took centre stage at both
events and our volunteer
members spent profitable days
showing the public round the
aircraft, infecting people with
their enthusiasm, selling flight
experience vouchers and raising
money for the North West Air
Ambulance.
A lot of good will towards the club
was generated with the local
community and we give many
thanks to all who participated or
helped in any way.

Club Week/Task Week
The Club Week / Task week starting on the 27th May, should have been a superb week of
“fun” stuff and maybe a few cross countries. It rained or blew from the wrong direction all
week, with no decent days at all!
Some members did get some advanced training, with instrument flying and side-slipping
being practised. Lectures were also given on the bum days. Once again, the terrible weather
scuppered our plans, with one member believing that the weather was doing everything it
could to prevent him progressing to solo. A conspiracy!!
However, may I express huge thanks to Paul Myers and Jeff Davies for running the week and
all other members that helped out.
Ian Ashton - CFI
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CFI’s Bits
Oh Dear!... The season started “too good to be true,” with a prolonged period of dry weather
early on. For a brief time, I had visions of 8 knot thermals to 5,000ft and XC flights every
weekend. As I write this article, some parts of the country have had a month of rain in a day.
Reality has returned, dashing many hopes and dreams in the process. The weather can be
very cruel. Despite the “weather” setbacks, we have been doing lots of flying, which is good
for currency at least.
So, what’s been happening? What things are planned for the next few months?

Winter briefing
We have been running a “post winter” refresher entitled “Think”. This is a general “wake up”
presentation, intended to highlight what you should be doing when on the airfield, as well as
an opportunity to inform members of anything new. Most have now attended it; I will soon be
chasing those that have avoided it so far.

Instructor progress and updates
By the time that this newsletter is published, two of our instructors should have attended a
“Full Category” test weekend, with a view to upgrading their ratings. I hope it went well.
On the 6th and 7th July, we will be running a Basic Instructor course at BFGC. Hopefully the
outcome will be a brand new, shiny and “keen” BI!
On the weekend of the 24th and 25th August, we will be running a 5-year refresher course for
three of our instructors and another joining us from Sutton Bank. We will require 2x twoseaters for some of the weekend. (Some time will be spent in the lecture room). Unfortunately,
two of our four “two-seaters” will be away at Pocklington that weekend attending the twoseater competition. This has been unavoidable, it’s just the way it worked out with
programming.
Advanced notice to all members. There will be “limited” instruction available at times
during this refresher weekend, as priority for the remaining two-seaters will be given to those
on the course. Instruction will be available when the course group are doing their groundbased stuff. Please may I ask for your understanding during this weekend.
We may be able to use a private two-seater for some of the flying on the course, therefore
freeing up a club two-seater for instruction to members. No visitor flights have been booked
for this weekend and no “walk ins” will be accepted. Normal solo flying should be unaffected.
Flight instructor training will soon be commencing with one of our current Basic Instructors
(Laura). This will involve following the syllabus for the “B” module part of the instructor course.
As we have 4x two-seaters, I do not expect this training to affect normal club operations, but
“queue-jumping” may be required at busy times. Again, can I ask for your understanding
please. We will all benefit if we have more instructors.

Common sense and SOPs (Standard operating procedures)
We are continuing to do daft things, quite often involving cables. Treat
cables at all times as if they were connected to mains electricity.
Cables are dangerous. Do not take any
shortcuts at all with any operational
procedures on the airfield. If in doubt,
there is no doubt. Good
communication is key (and common
sense).
Ian Ashton - CFI
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Scottish Flying!
“So, we knew you before you lost your trailer virginity”… An
observation by one of our fellow members in Chalet 5 that I
can honestly say, neither I nor Laura had considered to be
such a defining part of our gliding lives. And yet so it was.
Before May 2019, neither of us had towed a glider trailer,
despite having been flying for over 15 years. So, even
without any stories of gravity defiance and sheer tenacity in
the face of a seemingly liftless sky, (I’ll let Laura tell that
particular story later …) our mere presence at Portmoak was a
pivotal moment for us. Yes, Scotland, you claimed our trailer
virginity and for that we thank you.
In the end, the drive was pleasingly uneventful; the only
source of frustration being the incredible looking sky as we
drove up the M6. Upon arrival, it was clear that we hadn’t
underestimated the quality of the day, as pundits were
returning from their 500km flights. However, I rather suspect
none of them would have a smile the size of the FFU
syndicate from Chipping, who we learned had just claimed not
one, but two Silver Heights. Arriving to that news set the tone for the week and what
fantastic news it was.
The following day began early for us, in an attempt to get site checked ASAP. The first
impression of the place, for me at least, was just the sheer size of the airfield. I almost had
the sense that standing in one corner of the site, it wasn’t so much the undulation of the
ground that I was seeing as I looked to the far corner, but rather the curvature of the Earth,
as the field disappeared over the horizon… Perhaps my opinion is skewed after flying at
Chipping for a while now …
A comprehensive briefing on the area and airspace was much appreciated, followed by a
flight to consolidate everything. By lunchtime we had the Libelle rigged and were both
signed off to fly. Being the chivalrous gentleman that I am, (I’m writing this while Laura is
out), I let my wife take the first launch in 468. Seeing its slender airframe rise into the
Scottish sky was a real joy. Just having our little
aircraft up there in a new place, surrounded by the
breath-taking scenery, felt great and all the effort and
anxiety suddenly seemed more than worth it.
Laura had a relatively short flight on that first one, but
in so doing, forged the way for what will hopefully be a
long future of expeditions with the Libelle. On her
return, I decided to take an aerotow, just to get some
decent height and get used to the surroundings. We
pulled 468 over to the aerotow launch line and I readied
myself for flight.
Every time I sit in a glider cockpit, I remember why it is
that I keep doing this sport and why, after all the
different kinds of flying I’ve done, it still gives me a
feeling like nothing else. It’s never truer than when
settling into the seat of the Libelle. She’s a small
aeroplane, the fuselage barely wider than my own
shoulders and a mere 200kg empty, but when you get
yourself into the cockpit, you don’t so much strap into
the glider as strap it on. It’s like you’re a bird and

5

you’re finally getting to unfurl your wings that have
been folded into your body for so long. And as you
do, you feel at home.
Towing behind the Eurofox, it’s particularly easy to
sense the lift, as you generally see the light frame of
the tug bounce around, preparing you for the
equivalent jolt a few seconds later. Passing through
one such jolt at around 1,700ft, I decided to hang on
for a bit and spend the extra few quid – I was on
holiday after all. By 2,500ft though, we passed
beneath a cumulus and that was it for me. Release,
tug away, gear up and up we go.
I very quickly discovered it’s easy to keep a good
lookout on a day like that in Scotland, because all
you want to do is look around. At 4,000ft and in
stunningly clear visibility, the views were simply spectacular; the Firth of Forth to the south,
with the bridges glimmering in the sun, the coast to the east and the snow-capped mountains
to the north. Everywhere I looked there was something incredible to see.
Pushing north a little to some nice looking cumulus, I saw 2ZC - the orange tips and winglets
make the Cirrus easy to spot. That and the immaculate flying of its syndicate members of
course, (they didn’t even pay me that much to say that). It’s always good to share the sky
with your friends, and even better to do so in a new and different place.
The rest of the flight just continued to get better. I managed to push further north, climbing
ultimately to more than 6,000ft over Perth. I’ll confess I never expected that on my first day
of gliding in Scotland, I’d be over 6,000ft in thermal. I shall be expecting this kind of thing on
every trip now – I’m sure I won’t ever be disappointed …
As it turned out, that first flight was my best of the week and indeed that day was the best for
other Chipping visitors. The ASW19, M80 got round 180km that day. I know, because we
were treated to a slideshow of the photos that evening, whether we wanted it or not … I
have to admit, it was a great collection of pictures and a fantastic flight.
The rest of the week was predominantly blue, but
every day had some incredibly enjoyable flying. For
me, I got to experience Portmoak’s ridge, fly a DG100
for the first time, (it thermals well, just saying …) and
on one occasion spend over an hour in the Libelle in
thermal without ever climbing above 1,300ft. That
last one wasn’t exactly for the views, but strangely
satisfying, if tiring.
The flight of the week for Team Libelle though,
without doubt, was not one of mine. On a day when
the only other aircraft to stay airborne were those
with turbos, a gaggle of pilots watched from the
ground in disbelief as the Libelle launched from the
winch, scratched around for minutes on end before
somehow and somewhat miraculously disappearing
upwards, not to be seen for another 2 hours. So I
guess I’d better let Laura tell that story…
Well, I've always said I only learnt how to thermal because I hated landing and it paid off that
day! Syndicate HWP had been kind enough to offer both me and Andy a go in the DG100,
(after all, it was only going to be a circuits day) and as it was his turn to fly first that day, he
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went and had a go. After a few minutes watching him scratching around, it seemed there
was a small amount of lift around, so I thought I'd bring the Libelle to the launch point and
see what I could do with it. (Remember here, I had stuck to the rules and he did take the
first flight that day, it just wasn't in his aeroplane!) Watching Andy in HWP, M80 and 2ZC also
thought it was worth a try and made their way to the launch point too. Waiting on line next
to 2ZC, Matt and I were clearly far too polite about who should go first. In the end, the cirrus
had the downwind cable and went first, but only after I'd told him not to steal my thermal!
He didn't. A quick circuit and 2ZC was back on the ground. "My turn," I thought - "Shall I
even bother putting the gear up?"
900ft - not a great launch, but I put the gear up and headed over to where Andy had been
scratching around earlier. There were hints of lift, so I started working them just on the edge
of the loch. Thermalling over water at 800ft was a new and slightly terrifying experience, but
I stuck with it and managed to climb to about 1,800ft. The lift then started to die, so I had to
try and find more somewhere, but where? It was completely blue over the airfield and the
only cumulus I could see were halfway between the airfield and Perth, not at all in reach.
Before I launched, Jon had told me that the edge of Bishop Hill often kicked off some thermal,
so with that in mind I skirted around to the other side of the airfield to try and give that a go.
After flying through a significant amount of sink, losing most of the 1,000ft I'd gained, he was
right! It was weak to start with, but got stronger as I climbed and that was it - I was away!
I climbed, albeit slowly, up over 2,000ft in that one thermal, then those clouds between the
airfield and Perth didn't feel quite so far away! On the radio I heard a number of aircraft
launch and land again while I was admiring the Scottish countryside from 4,000ft. The only
other glider I saw was 510 who, I was later informed, used his engine to get away.
I wasn't brave enough to venture too far, but the night before, we had been talking about
what we wanted to do and I'd said I just wanted to fly around the loch! And so that's what I
did! After a couple of hours in the air, I started my way back from the reservoir at Glenfarg
and did a lap of the loch before I came back into circuit.
I was greeted back at the airfield with a number of 'Well dones', 'How on earth did you do
that?', 'Where's the engine hidden?' and 'We've got standards, don't you know!' But I was
immensely proud that I'd made a seemingly nothing day work and had a great flight.
The following day the duty instructor, Chris, had written 'no thermals' on the weather board well, that's just a challenge now isn't it!
- Andy Batty and Laura Maksymowicz

(For those of you with a long enough memory),

This issue of the Newsletter is brought to you by the Letters

CBSIFTBEC
118.685

And the Numbers
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Pre-Landing Checks
You should all be familiar with the pre-takeoff mnemonic by now,

CBSIFTBEC.

It is my understanding that some of you are not aware that there are also “pre-landing”
checks that should be done. There are several versions, but whichever one works for the
glider you are flying should be done prior to landing. We will be looking for this to be done
when instruction/checking is being carried out.

WULF is recommended by the BGA
Water – dumped,
Undercarriage - down and locked,
Loose articles - this includes the pilot, i.e. tighten the straps
Flaps - if fitted, set appropriately. They may need adjusting later in the circuit. Avoid
adjusting the settings while turning onto the final approach.
We have recently had two pilots forget to lower
the undercarriage prior to landing. Clearly
neither correctly carrying out pre-landing
checks. No damage was done, fortunately, to
either glider, but this may not always be the
case. Try it on a tarmac runway and the result
will be different. You may also get a very
warm backside as the underside of your glider
grinds away.

Ouch! - It’s not just glider pilots!

Be thorough with all checks, ALL OF THE TIME.

Grab the correct lever
There have recently been a few accidents in the UK caused by
pilots grabbing the wrong lever. Make sure that you check
your hand is where it should be.
Operating the undercarriage lever instead of the airbrake,
repeatedly lifting the wheel up and down on the approach will
not allow you to land where you want, nor will operating the
flaps instead of the airbrake. Some serious accidents have
occurred because of the pilot grabbing the wrong handle.
Don’t let it happen to you. Take a second out to look at what
your hand is actually holding prior to pulling anything.
- Ian Ashton - CFI

Launch Ahoy!

I suppose it’s just as well it’s ‘Winch Only’. I’d
hate to try aerotowing off it!
Apparently, this was seen on the deck of the
Marrella Explorer, docked in St Lucia. Many
thanks to Graeme Alexander for finding it and
sending it in. - Ed.
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Club History
Many thanks to Martin Phillips, who sent in
a club report he found in the Feb/March
1968 issue of Sailplane and Gliding. It
gives a fascinating insight into the early
days of the club, which was at that time
still known as the “Blackpool and Fylde
Gliding Club” - Ed.

BLACKPOOL AND FYLDE
We believe that we have found a good hill soaring site near Preston, which promises to work in
several wind directions. Fairsnape is the highest of the Bowland fells and has a mile-long
southerly spur with good west and east faces. A friendly farmer will allow us to make trial winch
launches from a strategic position off the end of the spur. Our first flights were made in a
southwesterly, which was one of the directions we were less happy about. However, launches to
hilltop height contacted lift off the end of the spur and a step back onto Fairsnape found strong
lift reaching Into cloud at 3,000ft a.s.l.
A similar step back should reach the south and south-east faces on suitable days, while the west
and east faces may be joined directly and three miles downwind, there is a separate north ridge.
We are very eager to explore all these possibilities as soon as foot-and-mouth subsides, but we
regret that we will not be able to entertain visitors for some time. This will have to await a more
permanent arrangement with the farmer and some essential drainage and clearing, but
eventually this could become an outstanding site.
Meanwhile, back at the airfield, our scale of operations has increased steadily and last year
produced a healthy surplus, which is now earning interest. New members arrive frequently and
the committee are debating what limit they should allow. We have about as many pupils as we
will be able to manage next summer, although we would welcome more experienced pilots.
Finally, we have drawn up a new constitution to turn ourselves into a members' club and our
solicitor is printing the papers ready to register the new company in the very near future.
- Keith Emslie.

A Word from Ged

On Page 13 of the March 2019 Newsletter, the quote "Never fly the A model of anything" was
tentatively associated with me. It is NOT my quote and NOT my philosophy by any means.
For example, I was the first person ever to fly the one-off design shown below. Don't spoil my
image ...
In a continuing attempt to try to restore my image here are some other “one-offs” that I’ve
also flown –
Badcock Kitty Fox 10-1400 (n.b. this has no connection with the well-known Denney Kitfox)
Barratt Pelican 2 VH-GFY
Kelk Gyroglider (unregistered)
Morcombe Homebuilt Gyro G2369
Richardson Golden Eagle VH-GFC
Beaufort Zephyrus VH-GHZ
... and another one
Schneider Platypus VH-GFA
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Tay-Time Treat!
No less than fourteen BFGC members made this year’s trip to Portmoak in May. There should
have been a few more, but sadly some had to drop out for personal reasons. Most of us
arrived on the Saturday and Sunday’s forecast was looking good, so we were all rigged and
ready to go by the end of the day.
I came out of Sunday morning’s briefing, given by cross country pundit Sant Cervantes,
feeling both inspired and also realising how little I really know about true cross country flying.
Most of it had gone above my head, but it was interesting nonetheless. What I did know
however was that Sant had set a task of 500km for the pundits and a 300km for the slightly
lesser pundits, so he was clearly expecting some good soaring weather. He did also end the
briefing saying to take no notice of him, because he was ‘rubbish’ – Yeah right!
Some time later that morning, I found myself 3rd in the queue on the aerotow line, having
decided to go to 3,000 feet to give myself a fighting chance of finding a thermal. (The wind
was easterly, so neither of the two ridges were going to work - that I did know). The sky was
looking good and improving as the morning progressed. However, the trouble with gliding is
you’re never quite sure how much clothing to wear. I know the two Richards, (Peake and
Turpin) probably like to fly naked, but I’m too modest for that and I also like to be
comfortable. It was very warm on the ground. “I think I’ll take my fleece off,” I said to the
local pundit guy in front of me in the queue as I got hotter and hotter pushing the gliders
forward. “I wouldn’t if I were you,” he replied, “I’m actually going to put an extra layer on. It
will be minus 5 degrees at 6,000 feet.” Six-thousand-bloody-feet! When did I ever get to
6,000 feet in a thermal! I left my fleece on though, just in case.
The aerotow was uneventful and after releasing at 3,000 feet I soon found myself at 2,000
feet! Here we go again I thought, but eventually I got a good climb to about 4,000 feet and
then pushed on to the next cloud, which was roughly in the direction of Loch Tay. A couple
of evenings previously, I’d gone as far as drawing a line on my map from Portmoak to Loch
Tay, complete with the bearing written on in black marker pen. I had it in the back of my
mind that it would be a good place to aim for, should the conditions be suitable. So off I set,
hopping from one cloud to the next. Most clouds seemed to be working reliably, but they
were quite far apart, so it was a leap of faith to get to the next one; each time getting that
horrible apprehensive feeling as you hit all the sink before you get to the lift. I hate that bit!
I was now about half way there (about 30 km
from the club) when I noticed it was looking
very blue behind in the direction I’d come
from. Oh bugger! A bit of panic set in ...
Should I turn back? No point I thought, the
sky’s better in front, so it was a case of
onwards and upwards (and sometimes a bit of
downwards too).
I got to the hills near Crieff and had enough
height to give me confidence to crack on. I
remember circling for a long time over a small
Loch called Loch Freuchie, which had some
nice landable fields on its northern end and as
I climbed higher, Loch Tay gradually came
into view in all its splendour over the next line
Approaching Loch Freuchie
of hills. I’d previously looked at Loch Tay on
Google maps and I knew there were some good fields at its eastern end, so I thought if I can
get to 5,000 feet, I’ll feel comfortable enough to go for it, knowing I had a get-out plan if it
all went wrong. I eventually got to almost 5000 feet and I could even see the nice fields
which were easily in gliding range. To be honest, a monkey on a plank could have got to
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them from 5,000 feet, so I’d over-done it
really, but better safe than sorry). I made
the hop over the mountains and the views
of Loch Tay and the snow-capped
Cairngorm mountains in the distance were
just stunning. How lucky are we glider
pilots?
I had planned to go back the way I’d come,
(over the hills), but as I circled, admiring
the view of the river Tay, meandering its
way out of the Loch and down the valley
with big flat fields on both sides, I decided
to follow the river back to Perth instead. It
was really stunning.
Loch Tay coming into view

All went well until just north of Perth, when I
got down to about 1,800 feet and was
struggling to find a good climb. I began looking
at fields, when I saw one I recognised. It was
the one I’d landed out in 2 years previously.
Could it be a bad omen? It did give me some
reassurance however, and I even had the

Loch Tay looking magnificent

postcode for the retrieve crew still stored in
my phone! I made a mental note to be sure
to land in the opposite direction this time if
it came to it, as the wind was blowing the
other way!
I got a bit of a climb over Perth, but not
enough to get me back to Portmoak and the
sky was looking increasingly blue in that
direction as the sea breeze was coming in.
So, I was beginning to doubt whether I
The river Tay leading the way to Perth
would make it back ... and then boom! I was
hooked into the best thermal of the day, 6-8 up for turn after turn. I got to 6,000 feet in no
time and I was so pleased I’d left my fleece on! I hurtled back to the airfield at about 80
knots and arrived with so much height I thought maybe I could use it to try to fly to the coast.
I could see Largo bay about 15km away and it looked do-able even in the blue, but I ran out
of lift, luck and talent and hit a load of sink. I bottled out over Glenrothes.
I made a quick U-turn and flew straight back to the airfield, where I made what can only be
described as a poor landing – three of them to be precise. Of the three, I liked the third one
best because it actually stayed on the ground. “I hope no one saw that,” I thought as I walked
back to my car past the trailer park, only to be met with a shout of “nice landing” from a
grinning John Knowles. I can’t repeat the first word of my reply in such an esteemed
publication, but my second word was “off”. Enough said!
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That day, John Klunder managed to
complete the 300km task for team BFGC –
well done John! But I was more than
happy with my 161km, which is probably
my best flight to date.
The remainder of the week was
beautifully warm and sunny, but not the
best soaring weather. However, we all
flew every single day and we all had a
great time and some good flights, which
isn’t too bad for Scotland. Team Fufu
(Dave Stopford and Richard Turpin) both
achieved their Silver height and Dave also
managed to get his solo aerotow signed
off. Laura showed everyone how it’s done
by managing to stay up for hours in her
Climbing away over Perth
Libelle when everyone else was doing
circuits. Even Chris, the full-time instructor, said to me “How’s she doing that?” “It’s what she
does,” I replied with a sigh and a smile ... Oh, and Keith got bitten on the elbow by a dog at
a cash machine.
It was a great week. Thanks to all for your company, wit, wisdom and banter. And the dog
made a full recovery once it had slept off the alcohol poisoning.

Quick Quote!

- Jon Hough

”A pilot who says he has never been frightened in an airplane is lying.”
- Louise Thaden
(Any instructor will vouch for that! - Ged)

And on that note ...
Ged’s quote above reminded me of an interesting passage that I came across
recently in a book written by a woman who turned to gliding as recovery therapy
after a battle with cancer. At one point, she was staying with the Wills family in
Omarama, New Zealand. - Ed
“In one of his morning lectures, Gavin talked about ‘adrenaline management’ and
explained that you don’t want to get flooded with adrenaline, because your body
will go into Flight, Freeze or Fight modes, none of which will help you in the air;
there’s no grizzly bear coming at you, so playing dead won’t help, running isn’t
possible and there’s nothing to fight. The pilot must try to manage the flow of
adrenaline to maintain clear thinking. “If it comes upon you, remain calm and
look for options,” he said. The only thing that adrenaline helps with is slowing
down the perception of time, speeding up your thinking and responses. “Time
slows dramatically during major excitements,” said Justin when I asked him about
it. “But other than that, adrenaline just makes you feel sick and shaky. It’s of
little use to glider pilots.”
Rebecca Loncraine - ‘Skybound, A Journey in Flight’ – Picador 2018
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From the Safety Officer
I was searching for an explanation as to why we, as a club, can quite happily mitigate what
we are doing, even though that activity clearly presents risk and contravenes club rules.
Unfortunately, I couldn’t find anything that explained it succinctly enough to fit into a
newsletter.
We are making mistakes and having accidents that can be avoided. Obviously we are not all
making the same mistakes over again, however we are making lots of mistakes in the same
areas.
Our most recent incidents:
• A wheels up landing, where the pilot explained they had been distracted by sudden
adverse weather conditions.
•

Cables being recovered whilst gliders and vehicles are moving across the airfield.
Potential for injury and damage.

•

Failure to comply with flying orders by conducting flying operations without a
nominated Duty Manager. Potential for accidents and incidents increased.

Instead I will give you this explanation of the way we should be thinking every time we arrive
at the club.
“The risk assessment process MUST be ‘on-going’ and ‘dynamic’. All judgments and decisions
regarding safety need to be made DURING the activity. If the control measures aren’t
sufficient, the activity must not proceed – safety is first priority. The responsibility for safety
rests with all members and visitors – to ensure the safety of all”.
(Ideas of where this came from on a post card please).
What does this mean?
Basically we follow our procedures as closely as we can and update them through a controlled
change process. We do not adapt them as we wish,
either to save time or to launch an aircraft quickly.
Also, when we coach or teach our new pilots and/or
visitors, we ensure the reasons for the activity are
explained as well as explaining the risks associated
with the activity.
When we are asking each other if it’s safe or correct
to be doing anything, then the time to stop has
arrived and we need to act positively and quickly.

If in doubt, there is no doubt

STOP!

The usual safety links

Anyone can shout “Stop!”

The BGA safety webpages are at https://members.gliding.co.uk/bga-safety-management/
BGA Website Information Library
The website library includes safety documents at
https://members.gliding.co.uk/library/safety/ ;

Remember- Safety is no accident.
Our channels are simple. We have Duty Instructors, Pilots, CFI and DCFI and me as your Club
Safety Officer to discuss any or all issues, through a verbal report or discussion, a telephone
call, a note into the office, email to an individual, or the Club Safety mailbox.
safety@bfgc.co.uk
- Richard Peake CSO
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A Piece of History!
This year marks the 75th
Anniversary of D-Day, which took
place on June 6th 1944. I feel it is
a fitting time for us to pause for a
moment to reflect on the courage
and dedication of the men who
flew to Normandy in Horsa,
Hamilcar and Waco gliders. So I
will leave you with these pictures
and a quote from a US army
general:
“Never before in history had any
nation produced aviators whose
duty it was to crash land and then
go on to fight as combat
infantrymen. They were no ordinary
fighters... They were the only aviators
during World War II who had no motors, no
parachutes, and no second chances”.
General William C. Westmoreland

Cracking for Chipping!
Or is that ‘Normal for Norfolk?’
Those clever people at Alexander
Schleicher have just come up
with this innovative undercarriage
system that might just cope with
the rigours of grass landings at
Chipping!
The club is already in negotiations
to have a set fitted to the K21 for
field trials next year. If that’s
successful, they’ll roll them out,
(literally), onto the rest of the
fleet. I can’t wait to get a set on
the Ventus! Exciting times! - Ed.
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Scene from Above

Thanks to the persistent easterlies we experienced earlier this spring, here is a sight that many of you may have seen over the past
month or so, looking back along the eastern ridges from Totridge, with Parlick and Beacon in the distance.

Quick Quote

“The Wright Brothers created the single greatest cultural force since the invention of
writing. The airplane became the first World Wide Web, bringing people, languages, ideas
and values together.” - Bill Gates
“I have often said that the lure of flying is the lure of beauty.” - Amelia Earhart

Obesity is a Global Epidemic!
Eat a healthy, reduced-calorie diet and exercise regularly Look what a difference it makes!

Before

After
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May the 4th Be With You!
On the run up to May 4th, the weather was looking pretty good. In fact, it was potentially
looking to be a “booming” day, with a cold northerly flow (arctic air), strong thermals and a
high forecast cloud base. I started to look at options of what could be achieved.
May 4th also happens to be our wedding anniversary, so with the weather forecast, where
could we head for if the day turns out as predicted?
Heading north would be the best option, taking
into account any streeting. Wedding anniversary
day, all things considered - we could try for
Gretna Green out and return!!!
As the week progressed, the forecast wind speed
increased, thus making it trickier to push into
wind, but with a high cloud base and strong
thermals, Gretna out and return was still a
possibility, but it would all depend on the exact
position of the forecast heavy rain to the east.
We opened our pressies in the morning before
leaving for the club. It was a perfect glider pilot
wedding anniversary; cards, wine, chocolates,
flowers and two new glider batteries!!
We set off for the club, rigged the Duo, checked NOTAMS and weather and got ourselves
ready. There was no wave forecast, but it was obvious that the ‘wave’ took no notice of the
weather charts, as there were indications of wave all over.
A few gliders launched straight into lift, so off we went.
We thermalled to cloud base and pushed forward into the wave, climbing quite nicely once
established. We asked Chipping if they could open up “Chipping box” and climbed quite
quickly to FL65, our max due to L612 airway above us. We then flew around with the
airbrakes out, preventing any further climb for the next 10-15 minutes, or we flew west over
the Fylde whilst “holding” and waiting.
We then received notification that Prestwick NATS (National air Traffic service) had agreed
that Chipping box could be opened to FL100. We closed the brakes and re-established the
climb. We pretty much topped out at FL90. I think we could have got a tad more out of it,
but Gretna Green was our target.

Chipping airfield below

Looking down the east ridge
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We set off north and advised Chipping when we exited the Box at FL90. We stayed east of
Cockerham parachute zone and continued north, quickly passing Lancaster.
We stayed high, crossed a few wave bars
jumping forward each time, topping up when
needed, but the best wave we found was
actually over Chipping as the wave was
pretty localised. We parked up north east of
Morecambe for a time and played along a
long wave bar running all of the way to
Ingleton under the airway N57. We had a
great view looking north towards Carnforth
and Arnside.

Looking north with Carnforth and the M6 pictured

After a few photos were taken and a quick
drink, we headed north again. The wave
pretty much disappeared en-route to Kirkby
Lonsdale and we descended below cloud base
and changed into “thermalling mode”. The
climbs were strong, although there were
areas of pretty turbulent air, (caused by the
up-wind hills)

Views over Kendal

We headed north to Kendal under a cloud street, intending to head east and then follow the
M6 to Penrith. Unfortunately, the air was changing rapidly. It was looking “wetter” to the
north and east. In fact, it looked like it was hammering down and our intended route was
blocked by a “wall” of rain. We turned the Kendal north turn-point and decided that it wasn’t
sensible to continue and maybe get trapped by the bad weather.
The weather really started to go downhill from the north and east, so we decided to head for
home, taking in the views of Arnside viaduct and the river Kent on the way back.
We got back pretty easily and quickly, without any low scrapes, the tailwind really helping. It
was still very good around Chipping, which for once, was undoubtedly the best area.
A really nice flight, on a special day for us, our wedding anniversary. As for Gretna Green,
well, that will have to be done on another grand day out!
Team Duo - (Ian & Tracy Ashton)
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Fixed It 2!

Back in the December 2015 edition of this newsletter, we ran a piece entitled “Fixed It!” which
contained apocryphal tales of messages left by pilots about problems with their aircraft (P),
and answers left by the ground crew (G).
For example:
P: Left inside main tyre almost needs replacement.
G: Almost replaced left inside main tyre.
P: Number 3 engine missing.
G: Engine found on right wing after brief search
You get the picture? To view the article again, click HERE
Meanwhile, Tracy Ashton’s Dad has found us some more and
sent them in. I print them below with thanks:
P. Test flight OK. except auto-land very rough.
G. Auto-land not installed on this aircraft.
P. Auto-pilot in ‘altitude hold mode’ produces a 200 feet per minute descent.
G. Cannot reproduce problem on the ground.
P. DME volume unbelievably loud.
G. DME volume set to more believable level.
P. Suspected crack in windshield.
G. You’re right.
P. Mouse in cockpit.
G. Cat installed.

Progress

Sometimes, you see a picture and
just have to marvel at how far we
have come in such a short time.
This evocative photograph, taken in
the early 20th century is a case in
point. From magnificent men in
their flying machines and horsedrawn carriages to electric cars and
supersonic aircraft in around 100
years. It makes you wonder just
what is round the corner for our
grandchildren. - Ed.

Oh to be in England, now that spring is
here ...
Another evocative picture - this time, taken by our
own trusty webcam a couple of months ago. And
guess what? It would look pretty much the same
if you took a photo this week. June is busting out
all over, but mostly like a bust cistern! Who
knows? Maybe there’s some fine soaring weather
in the pipeline too. Let’s hope so. - Ed.
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Hurrah!

Mike Cursons being congratulated on his first solo. (He’s on
the left of the CFI. You may have trouble spotting him in his
camouflaged flying suit - Ed).

Congratulations
Sadly, it’s been some time since our last “solo” at BFGC. The “wait” has finally ended. I
congratulate Mike Cursons on his well-earned “pilot” status, having gained his wings on the
12th April. Since that time Mike has almost completed his white card and is progressing
nicely. Well done Mike. We all look forward to watching you and helping you progress
through the system. A great achievement!
Solo status
I do hope that it won’t be too long before we are able to celebrate more solos at BFGC. This
is what the club needs. We anticipate a few during the next couple of months, with some
just needing the final push. Of course, the weather has to co-operate in order to help with
this!
New members
We are picking up quite a few new members. May I welcome you to the club. (I am afraid of
naming you all in case I miss someone!) Some of you are attending quite often and therefore
are progressing very well. Attending frequently has a massive influence on the speed of
progression, although of course we do understand that everyone has other things competing
for available time. Sadly, if you want to learn to fly, you have to put the work and effort in.
There are no short cuts.
My advice is to attend as frequently as possible.
Annual checks
As you will know from studying your copy of Flying Orders, the deadlines for all annual flying
checks have now passed. If you haven’t completed all your checks, you must not fly solo
until you have done so.
Eden Soaring (Skelling Farm)
Dates for your diaries, should anyone wish to visit and gain from flying with an instructor you
know, are below;
•
•

Paul Myers 20th - 31st July and 28th - 31st August
Pete Desmond 1st - 8th September

Finally
Fingers crossed that the weather will improve. Let’s fly, fly, fly! Any questions, drop me an
email. cfi@bfgc.co.uk
Ian Ashton - CFI
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Whiskey Galore!
(With apologies to those too young to have seen the film's repeats!)
The city of Saintes dates from Roman times, situated in Charente-Maritime, inland from the
Gironde estuary, about halfway down the west coast of France. The airfield Saintes Thénac
is home to “Les Planeurs de Saintonge”, a well established French gliding club, which hosted
the glider aerobatics "Championnat de France 2019" at the beginning of May.
My wife and I were staying at a chambre d'hôte between Angoulême and Limoges. My wife
was there for a special knitting course, while I went to relax and hopefully get to visit a
gliding site. We arrived on the Saturday, with pencilled in thoughts of me going flying on
the Tuesday. Then deteriorating weather forecasts resulted in me setting off on Sunday
instead.
Aux vaches
Sometimes the tale of travelling to a new site can be
just as entertaining as the story of the flight. If not,
you can always skip the next bit! One does not expect
to go "aux vaches" when just visiting a new site, but
my car's satnav had other ideas! This picture shows its
version of my route (in red) from east to west, the bit
from just north of Angoulême, heading toward Cognac.
Initially southwesterly, the route turns right onto the
splendid new autoroute N1141 which then sweeps
magnificently left to join the old single carriageway
N141. By this time, I was pretty well slavishly following the satnav's instructions as all
seemed to be going well. However, a later Google Maps view (below - the start and finish of
the missing bit show up white) of the same area is closer to the truth, showing that the new
bypass peters out under the first 'i' of 'Yrieix'! Most of the wide curve leftwards was actually
visible, but only as a nice white roadbed heading off "aux vaches" - no top surface after the
'junction'. So the only way to go was down what will become the slip road, whereupon the
GPS lady exhorts me with 'route recalculation' to take the future slip road back up to the
future N1141, which brings me up against bollards protecting the stretch of white (slip)
roadbed. An 'Autre Directions' sign on
the opposite roundabout sucks me in,
but of course that just takes me back the
way I had come, only to be told by GPS
lady to turn back again. This time I do
escape by taking the old northwest road,
(anything vaguely westward being
acceptable to me by then!) followed by a
left turn to find the westward N141.
I know it can take a while for new roads
to get onto car satnavs, but I felt
distinctly put out, as I had not heard
before of satnavs 'thinking' new roads
were completed before they actually
were!
Back to flying stuff
Despite the travelling tribulations, I arrived on site at 12:30, ready for a standard French
13:00 start to activities. The clouds, initially covered with over-convected Cu, had thinned
out to become fewer than ideal, but lots of club single and two-seat glass aircraft were
extricated from the hangar and towed out, two at a time, to the distant launch point.
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When it came to my turn, the sky
was starting to look worryingly blue.
The next immediate problem
though was actually boarding the
aircraft. I was to fly in a DG1000S
and it was the no nosewheel, extra
high undercarriage variant - and I
do mean extra high! I know you
don't want a picture of me, but this
one, for measurement purposes,
shows that even the rear cockpit lip
comes up to my waist.
When I first tried to get in,
complete with parachute, the starboard wing was down and I was going to have to admit
failure. (Would saddle stones be available, I wondered?) Even with the port wing down, the
lip of the front cockpit still appeared to be creeping up towards my armpits, but sitting on the
lip and heaving legs over one at a time just about worked!
Before getting in, my host, Jacques asked my weight, made calculations with his own weight,
then proceeded to fit several ballast weights in a cubby in the tail; new to me, but a regular
procedure for this aircraft. There is a long grass runway for the aerotow. For the take-off
ground run, once I lift the tail, it seems noticeably odd to be rolling along distinctly high in
the cockpit. The tug takes us below almost the only Cu still visible. The ballast arrangement
must be good, since I find the plane settles readily for the tow, free flight, and thermalling.
I gain enough height to go blundering further upwind under the now totally blue sky and
thermals, though sparse, remain strong enough to reach 1,500m aal. There were excellent
views of Charente-Maritime and out over the Gironde Estuary to the Atlantic. Also, Saintes
has its Roman amphitheatre and the national equestrian centre looks at first sight more like a
palace. Going upwind takes us closer to Cognac control areas than normal, but as it was
Sunday, they were not operating and Jacques was able
to radio them and get clearance. Back over the city of
Saintes, thermals remain strong but we come down
after a very satisfying flight.
And the Whiskey?
Cognac is a military airfield, with the circular CTR and
extended CTA on this plan. Les Planeurs de Saintonge
have a local agreement with them to fly in the colourshaded areas, so long as they keep Cognac advised
which of these areas they are in.
Being close to Cognac, these areas, with perhaps a little
irony, are called Whiskey 1, Whiskey 2, Whiskey 3,
Whiskey 4, Whiskey 5 and Whiskey 6 (further north).
Saint-Thénac itself can be seen within Whiskey 2. So I
enjoyed soaring in Whiskey!
- Geoff Bailey
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Nothing to See Here!

Just a bunch of
glider pilots doing
what glider pilots do!
Move along please!

Editor’s Endbit
And that was the June 2019 edition of the BFGC Newsletter. I hope you enjoyed it. Many
thanks, as always, to those who contributed (and there were a lot this time - Great!) Don’t
forget that the next issue will also need interesting articles and comments and you will be
doing a lot of flying between now and September, so please make an effort to share your
thoughts and experiences with us. The deadline date for the next newsletter will be Sunday,
8th 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 my e-mail address
at soaringkeith@gmail.com We’re all looking forward to reading your articles.
Keith Clarke - Editor

