September 2012

Bob’s Bit
Greetings fellow sufferers! The weather this year has been the worst I have seen in 50 plus years of
flying.
Thanks to Geoff Guttery and Dean Eden we have managed to fly whenever possible so if there is half
a chance, please come to the club and support the gliding operation. Members this year are low on
hours and visitors have also been deterred from flying by the weather, so we have had to squeeze as
much as we can out of the few flying days available. We try to be as fair as possible in sharing flying
between members and visitors, but inevitably we do have conflicts, so please be patient and we will
continue to try to satisfy everybody.
Please help out at the launch point. If everyone does a bit, nobody will have to do a lot. On the bad
days there are jobs to be done to ensure the smooth running of the club. The aircraft are getting
muddy inside, so if it’s not flyable, the seats can be removed and the gliders cleaned out to reduce
the possibility of corrosion and the sheep poo walked into the DP van can be cleaned out. Tidying up
is also a good idea to give visitors a better impression of the professional standards our club offers in
flying training.
If you are just starting your flying career, instructors can provide the lectures you need to
complement the practical side of your training, so please ask.
As the current “winter” operation slips into autumn, we can hope that the Jet Stream will shift and
allow some better weather to move into the UK and improve our flying opportunities. You have to
have a good sense of humour and boundless optimism to be a glider pilot! Don’t despair, the good
bits are brilliant, so live in hope. Here’s to some good flying in the coming months.
Cheers, Bob Pettifer - Chairman

Waterworld!
The Wash, the Fens, the Norfolk Broads
and now, Chipping! We have joined that
elite group of semi-submerged marshland
environments, characterised by reeds, bogs
and large standing pools of water. Vast
swathes of this natural wetland habitat now
cover our airfield, attracting exotic visiting
species, like canada geese, cormorants,
flamingos and Marjorie, who can be seen
here paddling playfully in the water while
poking at the bottom with a long stick to
see how much deeper it gets.
Never the ones to miss an opportunity, the
committee has decided to stock the airfield
with trout in the hope of establishing a
money-spinning fishery on site and Ged
has at last found a place to keep the baby
crocodile he brought back with him from
his last expedition.
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Notes from the CFI
“April to June this year has been the wettest second quarter in the UK since
records began in 1910”.
This was the BBC News headline at the beginning of July and unless you were living on the other side
of the world, (or maybe the South East of England) then it pretty much hasn’t changed. Indeed, as I
write this it’s a typical August Bank Holiday, with the rain beating against the windows and the newly
fledged swallows looking extremely damp and forlorn. Do we have more of this to look forward to? No
idea. The Met Office can’t get it right most of the time, so what chance have I got of forecasting, but
what I will say is, if it’s not raining or blowing a gale, then we will fly. Thanks to the efforts of Geoff
and Dean and recent drainage works by a contractor, we have a field that is capable of being operated
from all year round, so whilst it might be a tad muddy at the moment, all the instructors are willing to
ensure you get the best of the best days.
Despite the weather we have had some recent achievements. John Hough went solo. Chris Jones
managed to stick it out in the Ollie for his 5 hours. James Gerrie completed his XC Endorsement.
Steve Nicholls and Glyn Whittingham got their BI rating and Dave Gethin completed his Ass Cat
course. Well done to all and if I’ve missed anyone then apologies, but the jungle drums are sometimes
drowned out by the rain drops.
Looking forward, during the winter months we will be holding a series of lectures for those requiring
the Bronze exam, so let me know if you want to attend. We will also have some briefings regarding
pre-flight checks and pre-landing checks. Also, over the coming few years, there will be various
changes to the way we operate in the UK that EASA will be implementing and I will endeavour to keep
you up to date with them. These include medical standards that I suggest you bring to your local GP’s
attention as soon as you can; check out the BGA website for more information:
http://www.gliding.co.uk/bgainfo/easamedical.htm and whilst you are there look at changes to pilot
licensing as well: http://www.gliding.co.uk/bgainfo/licensing/easalicensing.htm
Also, you may have heard that the age a pilot can go solo will be reduced from 16 to 14. Guidance is
being issued by the BGA and the subject will be discussed at our next instructors’ meeting so that we
can decide the best way to incorporate the change into our system.
As always, stay current and stay safe.

Happy Flying!

Phil Punt - CFI

Winchy Bits

Not much to report since the last newsletter. Having been away at
Shenington for a couple of weeks, I am slightly out of touch, but no
major breakdowns or failures have been reported to me, so I assume all
is well.
It has been reported that one of the guide rollers has been replaced, due
to damage. Thanks to all involved. Whilst it is not clear how the damage
occurred, it is almost certainly the result of getting hard metal things
through the rollers.
The roller boxes on the winch were never designed to eat shackles,
swivels, parachutes, shock ropes and weak links. All winch drivers,
please note…..

Stand-by Winch

In the last newsletter I reported that the pay out brake cable, for the
right hand drum had failed. This has been repaired and the stand-by is fit for use. Some final
adjustment may be required as things bed in and the correct tension to apply when paying out the cable
will need to be established by trial. Drivers…please bear this in mind.
Finally, Marjorie (God love her) has offered to organise the painting of the stand-by winch, so that, in
her words, “It does not look so sad”. Anyone willing to help should make themselves know to her.
Input on preferred colour schemes would be welcome and is encouraged, otherwise it will end up pink!
John Harter
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The Oly Olympics
Members will have seen the advertisement on the club notice board
for the Wenlock Games, which invited Olympia and K6 owners to
compete in the Wenlock Olympics gliding competition. Both Roger
Shackleton and I were inspired by the “Your Country Needs YOU” feel
associated with the planned event, so we entered our faithful Olys.
We also had some serious salesmanship from the VGC secretary
Bruce Stephenson who was determined to get every able-bodied Oly
to the event. The end result was that he persuaded 19 Olys and
around 22 K6CR and K6Es to enter. Thus, the Oly was competing in
the Olympics for the first time, only 72 years from the originally
planned date. For the purist who would question the Wenlock Games
being ‘Olympics’, here follows a bit of history to justify the claim.
Background to the Olympia Olympics
These games have been held annually for the last 126 years and
were the forerunner of the modern Olympics. The founders of the
modern Olympics were inspired by the Wenlock Games and set out to
use them as the basis of a wider more international event. The modern Olympics, recently held in the UK,
recognised this by calling the 2012 mascot “Wenlock”. The Wenlock Games organisers were approached by
the Vintage Glider Club with a suggestion that gliding should be part of the Wenlock Games. The VGC
explained the reasoning behind the proposal. Namely, that the Olympia was designed and built for the 1940
Olympic games, but history records what happened then. The outcome was that gliding has become part of
the Wenlock Games, starting this year. Initially the intention was to keep the competition to Olympias only but
this later evolved into 2 classes, Olympias and K-6s.
The Site Check
Not having flown before at the Mynd, I arranged a check briefing and check flight. By the time the briefing had
finished describing the idiosyncrasies of the field, all I wanted to do was go home! It appeared that in
Northerly winds all landings were downhill and required care to avoid hitting an ancient burial ground or
landing in a dew pond. Westerly winds required approaches that were over the airfield because curl-over
would ensure an undershoot into a steep valley!
The flight was even more interesting. We launched in a K21 into a Northerly wind. At the top of the launch, at
900 AGL, it became apparent that Mynd orographic formed very quickly and at about 300ft AGL. I was
confronted with the downwind half of the field being obscured. Having weighed up the options and being aware
of my ignorance on the finer points of grave digging and water landings, I handed over to the club instructor
who proceeded to dive down to 10 feet above terrain to fly over bracken and a dew pond before opening the
brakes and landing. Undaunted I tried again and managed to get a rough idea of what was needed. I also took
a detailed briefing tour of the field to see the more interesting hidden features, such as the Tumulus made
from rocks and camouflaged with bracken, but marked with two whitened tyres. The tour also involved a long
session examining the possible fields below the ridge (not many!)
Day 1 15th July
Area Assigned Tasks were set for both the Oly class (65km) and the K6 class (95Km). A remote start was set
at Church Stretton cross roads. The poor weather
this year meant that there were very few landable
fields available and the briefing gave details of
promising fields around Church Stretton. The
competitors were launched by a short lob onto the
West ridge. K6s launched first and the Olys second.
Initially conditions were promising and gliders were
seen climbing away and heading downwind to Church
Stretton. Roger launched ahead of me and finally
found a reasonable thermal in which to set off. After
a launching which felt more like a winch failure with
just sufficient height to get on the ridge, hill lift took
me up to around 1200ft above site. Looking in the
direction of Church Stretton about 2 miles away and
1200 feet lower, I lacked the courage to set off until I
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had some reserve altitude to play with when I got to the start. It took about 30 minutes for a thermal to get me
to 1800 feet AGL, but there were no promising clouds downwind in the region of the remote start. Pushing
upwind returned me to 1200ft AGL over the ridge. It had taken a height loss of 600ft to progress about 1km into
wind. Meanwhile I saw a number of other Olys and K6s trying various parts of the ridge and clouds out over the
valley. They appeared to have no better success. Hill lift seemed to peter out at 1200ft AGL and thermal
occasionally went to 1800ft AGL. All attempts to find something that would give me confidence to try my luck
failed. After two hours I gave up and landed.
I turned finals at 600ft over the eastern boundary and landed about 150 metres inside the airfield without using
the airbrakes. I learned later that roughly half of all the contest pilots had failed to start. The winner was a
Swiss gentleman called Bruno who managed to complete the task. He was the only Oly pilot to succeed. He said
that the return into wind was extremely slow. Roger compensated for my failure to start by coming 7th
Day 2 - 16th July
Rain and low cloud.
Day 3 - 17th July
A task was set but the wind strength was around 25 – 30 knots and the day was scrubbed.
Day 4 – 18th July
The day looked promising, so we rigged BLP. Unfortunately, we did not take sufficient care when getting the
glider away from the wing trestles and some damage was the result. Eventually the day was scrubbed!
Day 5 – 19th July
This was a small Area Assigned Task that entailed ridge running. Roger entered and landed out before the first
turning point in difficult hilly terrain. Unfortunately, he damaged the Oly main skid during the landing on the only
patch of landable terrain available Suffice to say he made a valiant effort under very challenging conditions, only
to land out. This gave his retrieve crew an interesting challenge to get the glider back from the landing field to its
trailer without using climbing ropes and carabiners. But that is another story! (see page 11, Ed.)
Day 6 – 20th July
A triangular course was set for both classes of glider. K8s were tasked with 103Km and the Olys with a 65Km
triangle. With both our Olys grounded we could only watch from the sidelines.
Day 6 Closing Ceremony.
The weather was still poor on the day but at least the rain held off. With so few flying days and many pilots
failing to start on one or more of the contest days, the first three pilots were Bruno Wettstein (Switzerland),
Robert Lockett (UK) and Gabolde Adissou (France). Roger was 6th and I was 14th equal with 6 other entrants.
Medals were presented by the chairman of the Wenlock Games committee to the top three scoring pilots, who
were stood on an Olympic style podium. This was done
against a backdrop of all the flags from participating nations.
(France, Germany, Italy, Czechoslovakia, Holland, UK, Spain,
Switzerland, Denmark and Belgium). All registered
participants were also presented with a medallion as a
memento of the games.

Caption Competition

Was it worth the effort and frustration due to the weather ?
The answer is a definite “yes”.
The organisation was good and the whole mix of countries
pilots and aircraft was both interesting and entertaining. I
understand that the event will become an integral part of all
future Wenlock Olympian Games. Despite the weather, that
can only be called a brilliant result.
I would like to thank the support both Roger and I got from
our team of Andy Huggon, Steve Nicholls, John Harter and
Tom Gregson, plus the continued encouragement that we
received, both from our wives and our team members’ wives.
Without their support we could not have taken part.
Reg Wooller
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Beware the Cunning Cunim!
George II was probably right when he said “The
English summer consists of three fine days and a
thunderstorm”. There was certainly no shortage of
Cunims at the beginning of August when I was away
in the East Midlands. For example, I took the picture
on the left over Saltby airfield one afternoon. The
cloud seemed to appear from nowhere in a very short
space of time. It looked magnificent, but once I’d
taken the photo, I elected to get myself back on the
ground, just in case. I sent the photograph to my
wife, who said, “Beautiful – a perfect summer’s day
photo”. Perhaps so, but I got a different reaction
from the instructors and pundits at Saltby. Their first
question was “Did you get your glider away before it
hit?” The answer was, “Yes, but only just”, (after
energy dumping a couple of thousand feet at 80
knots on full airbrake). Within less than an hour, the
airfield was being lashed with rain and strong gusting
winds. I’d just managed to land, tow the glider to the
rigging area, put the all-weather covers on and halffinish the tie-downs, but the rain by then had become
so severe that I had to take shelter in my car, parked
next to the glider and nervously watch and wait for
the squall to pass over, ready at any moment to jump
out, whatever the weather and apply my considerable
weight to a wing if necessary.
The Saltby staff are rightly nervous about Cunims and
while I was there, I noticed that the sound of thunder
anywhere around was immediately followed by a relatively undignified scramble to put the kit away.
At first, I was a little surprised at their apparent nervousness, but a chat with some of their members
soon explained their caution.
It seems that they were in less of a hurry to pack away and scrub flying one day at the end of June,
when a thunderhead was passing near to the airfield. They put tyres on the wings and went to sit it
out in the airfield bus with a cup of tea. Suddenly someone noticed that their golf buggy, which was
parked up the runway a bit, was careering backwards towards them, apparently under its own steam!
They rushed out and set about sitting on aircraft wings to lend extra ballast while the micro-burst
went through, but to no avail! A club Puchacz, with its associated tyres and two club members on the
wings, was flung into the air. The two
members landed nearby, bruised, but
fortunately not damaged further. The
Puchacz fared less well. It took off and was
hurled backwards more than 100 metres from
the launch point, ending up on the airfield
peri-track with £9,000 worth of damage
caused, (and if you look at the cost of a
Puchacz, that’s a lot of damage!) Since then
they treat Cunims with considerably more
respect at Saltby!
So next time there’s a rumble of thunder over
Clitheroe and the DI decides to pack up for
the day, moan at the god of thunder if you
like, but get the kit shifted quickly. You
might not enjoy the alternative!
Keith Clarke
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Hills and Rules
Our hill rules were devised at some date
soon after the club became established at
Chipping and have definitely stood the test
of time. I don't doubt they are etched on
everyone's brain, but are they really that
important?
Basically, they state that we are not to do
360 degree turns below hill top height plus
500ft; we are not to go behind the crest of
the hill below hill top height plus 500ft; we
are not to enter the hill if lower than 700ft
QFE; we are only to stay if we can
maintain 900ft QFE; below hill top height
plus 500ft all turns are to be away from the hill.

BFGC’s Swallow after landing on Fairsnape (from S&G)

The 700ft and 900ft are self explanatory. Of course, there are fields between the hill and the club,
but selecting a suitable one (and have you looked at them from ground level?) and safely getting
into one from just a few hundred feet, requires either great skill, or a lot of luck. By the time you
have decided to get back and put off the decision to land out a few times, you will have a lot less
than 700ft to play with and the field "landing" is likely to be more of an arrival than a planned
happening.
O.K. but what's the harm in doing thermal turns less than 500ft above hill top height?
1. Well, is it a good idea doing 360’s in turbulent air 200 feet or so above the ground?
2.

(From Above)

Hm! 1,000ft.
A stonker!

Wind
1,050ft.

?!!!
Oh bother!

Hill Crest

3. Anti-social, or what?
(From Above)

Wind

!

!

LIFT
Hill Crest
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O.K. but what if I'm by myself on the hill? I'm also a pretty good pilot and I'm not going to lose it
circling low. What's the problem?
Well, you never know that you are alone on the hill. You're never that good.
O.K. so I fly figure-of-eights until I've got the 500ft margin. Why is that better?
(From Above)

Wind

Hill Crest

Note that we when we are "figure-of-eighting," we are never flying directly at the hill with the wind
behind us and consequently avoid the high ground speed that could quickly get us further back than
we want. If at any time we think we are getting too close to the hill, or are in danger of being blown
low over the top, a relatively small turn will get us back into wind, and flying away from the hill.
Note also that during most of this manoeuvre our forward vision is directed to where it should be,
making it much easier to maintain our situational awareness with respect to our position on the hill
and spot other gliders flying on it.
Note also the escape routes we have - all that space upwind of the hill and beneath us.
A few final points.
• The wind will tend to drift us back over the hill. (Speak to any instructor who will have spent a lot
of time urging ab-initios to correct for this). The airflow over a hill is unpredictable, with plenty of
gusts to rob us of height and speed. Being low down over a flat part of a hill gives us no escape route.

!!!

!!!

Phew!

• On weak days it is a lot easier to climb away from the hill by breaking the rules, but a lot less safe.
Is climbing away that important? Obey the rules and there will be other days. Don't and there might
not be.
• Analysis of stalling and spinning accidents show that pilot distraction is often a major contributory
factor. If looking out for others when flying on the hill is taking all of your attention, is it the best
place to be?
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• If we are too slow, the only thing we can trade for more speed is our height. That is why we never
allow ourselves to get low and slow on the approach. Is being low and slow on the hill any more
sensible? If low on a gusty day, then 50 knots is not too fast, especially when doing a first beat, and
then if there is no turbulence, 45 knots.
O.K. I've got all that, but is there really a problem?
Fortunately gliding accidents are very infrequent, but I know of four occasions when gliders from this
club have contacted a hill. In one case there were no ill effects. In another the glider was undamaged
and the pilot unhurt, but there was an unpleasant and arduous retrieve from the top of the hill. In
another, the glider was damaged, but both occupants were uninjured. In another, the
glider was written off, the pilot spent some time in hospital and will suffer the
consequences for the rest of his life. So it can happen.
Hill flying is fun. Let's keep it that way!
Trevor Tutthill - Safety Officer

Over the Wall!
During my time with the club I have noticed, on several occasions, when we have been launching from
the bottom of the field, that people tend to stop for a short while on the road and watch. I’ve seen this
happen quite a lot and have never thought much about it, but I’m sure other people at the club
already have. I once did stop and talk to somebody as I was going home and suggested they come to
the club and give it a go. This was a very brief encounter and I obviously never knew whether they did
or not.
So, the other day, during a quiet time at the launch point and aware that a number of people had
stopped on the road, I decided to go and have a chat with them. I took some of the new flyers we
have and set off across the brook. I did wonder before setting out how this would be received. Would
they just want to watch and be left alone? Would they be able to tell me more than I knew about
gliding? (not too difficult!) Or would they be friendly and interested/intrigued about what we do and
how we do it? I did feel that the latter would be the case, because they had bothered to stop in the
first place.
A slight trepidation I did have was that it would be just my luck to slip into the brook on the way
across or back and provide some amusement for the assembled audience. Regardless of this potential
threat to life and limb however, I set off for the roadside, flyers in hand.
All of the people I spoke to, without exception, were pleased that somebody had made the effort to
clamber across the rough ground and the midge infested brook to speak with them. All were very
interested in what was going on and how it all happened. Some would probably never fly a glider, as
they preferred aircraft with engines. However they did see that it was an opportunity to give vouchers
to friends and or relatives. Some people were surprised by how often we managed to fly and the
reasonable costs involved and a small number indicated that they would give gliding a try.
So it seemed to me that it had been worth the effort, even though I couldn’t be certain what the
results would be. Certainly I felt the people I spoke to appreciated my effort. So much so that in one
instance they wished me a safe return to the field i.e. don’t fall in the brook!
So that’s it! If you find yourself in a quiet period and there are people watching from the road, why
not go and have a chat? It doesn’t take a lot of time and my experience suggests it’s much
appreciated and you never know, it might result in some new members!
Peter Battersby
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The BFGC Summer Fête
Well, the Easter Task weekend was moved to August so we could do it in better weather, and guess
what? - We got the wettest August in living memory, that’s what! Never daunted however, the club
rallied round and turned a simple “Task Weekend” into the “BFGC Summer Fête” and a multitude of
sporting and cultural activities took place between the showers. Here are some photos taken at the
time to give you a flavour of the fun we had!

Roger Shackleton and Bob Pettifer kick off
the “One-man tug-of-war” contest.

John Irlam wins first prize for “Best dressed
glider pilot with silliest accessory”.

James Gerrie piloted the tractor for the Chipping
water skiing championship, held on our central canal.

Tony Stansfield inspects one of the entries
in the “Straightest Ploughed Furrow”
competition
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CRT, winner of the “Best Presented Glider” award

While Peter Battersby looks on in awe,
Chris Jones wins the Angling contest by
landing this prize-winning trout from one
of our many ornamental lakes.

Whenever it rained, (which was often!),
everyone repaired to the well-appointed
Refreshments Tent for cream teas and a
good gossip.

To close the weekend, club members
re-enacted the traditional “Changing of
the Ends” ceremony, where the holy
relics of the club are paraded up and
down the airfield track in solemn
procession, while the CFI intones
ancient liturgical chants, such as, “Pick
up the tail skid” and “Mind that muddy
patch”
It was a memorable weekend, and our
thanks go to everyone who helped to
make the Fête such a success.
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Fun at the Oly Olympics
(or The Search for Roger!!)
There we were (Steve & Andy) at the Mynd,
(an airfield which makes ours look flat and
where they sneer at soft Northerners who think
you need to remove sheep from your landing
area!) We had assisted our intrepid
competitors to launch and witnessed the
stirring sight of 40+ colourful vintage gliders
on the grid. After a quick spot of lunch, we
made our way back to the launch point to try
to locate an instructor for a site check. We
were just about to accost a promising looking
bloke who had climbed out of a K21, when we
spotted Reg on approach in BLP. We did the
decent thing and borrowed a Land Rover to
tow him back to the trailer. (It took a while!
We found that Andy didn’t get on with this
particular vehicle). As we neared the control cabin, the tannoy burst into life to summon the ground crew
for CGU (i.e. me!) Control advised that Roger was now in a field near Ironbridge and helpfully supplied a
map with an ‘x-marks-the-spot’ in the middle. Andy volunteered to assist, so off we went. The map
proved very useful and Andy is apparently much better at reading maps than he is at driving off-road
vehicles, because we found Roger exactly where we expected him to be.
I turned off the road into the gateway, (as directed by Roger) to find myself trying to drive up a steep
muddy slope with a small stream running down it! Attacking such a slope in a Mondeo with a big trailer
on the back does not compute and we soon slithered to a halt; fortunately having travelled far enough to
get the trailer off the road. A few seconds of pushing got the trailer in a position to load the glider and a
bit of tricky manoeuvring got the car in position to make our getaway later.
Now to de-rig! ‘The glider is in the next field’ says Rog (our newly created pundit) and points to another
gate over a hundred yards away up the hill. Having reached this gate to the next hay field, one had to
look carefully to spot a wing sticking up above the grass at least two hundred yards away! Fifteen sweaty
minutes later, we had removed the tailplane, spent a couple of minutes doing a finger-tip search in the
long grass to find one of the securing nuts which got dropped and dragged the rest of the gilder down to
the gate. The rest was fairly routine, (if strenuous) as we carried all the parts back to the trailer. The
drive back was also uneventful. (If you don’t mind towing up a steep, twisting single track road) and we
followed two other trailers back onto the airfield for tea, (but no medals!)
Take 2!
Morning briefing showed what appeared to be
a quick and easy task. Two turn points – one
near each end of the ridge. Off went Roger
and CGU. It was quite windy and they were
bungee-launching. I was looking forward to
doing a bungee-launch with the Oly when Rog
got back, then going to play on the ridge for a
couple of hours. The task looked easy, so he
surely would be back after an hour or so. As
we sat outside, we watched a gaggle of Olys
and K6s pushing back past the club house and
tried to spot Rog on his way to the second TP.
At this point, the tannoy burst into life again
and… you’ve guessed what comes next. This
time he was only a couple of miles off the end
of the hill. Roger was fine, but the Oly was
broken. (Her front skid had been torn off.)
This time the map supplied by control showed
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that he was at least a mile from the nearest road
and about half way between two farm tracks with
no clear indication as to which would get us
closest! Andy volunteered again. (He was
obviously never in any military organisation) and
Reg also decided to join in the ‘fun’.
Having got to the nearest point on public roads,
we still had no idea which track to use to get to
him, nor what they would be like. Reg and Andy
decided to explore on foot and I was left to
partially block the road. At this point, my phone
rang. Roger had managed to get a signal again.
He had a helpful local with him who told me which
track to use and also explained that there was
another track off this one which was not on the
map, but which would take me direct to the glider.
Fortunately, this was the same route which Reg
and Andy had set out on and I passed them as
they were staring across several fields at the glider in the distance. They were trying to work out
whether they could get closer with the trailer (or whether to abandon Roger to his fate) I told them
about the other track further up the hill and then carried on with the car. After nearly a mile of offroading, I ended up in a mud bath at the bottom of a steep-sided valley looking up at the Oly at the top
of the other side. The poor old Mondeo was not going to get any further! The others caught up and
were closely followed by a large, florid lady in a Jeep who seemed to be spoiling for a fight.
Explanations and apologies were made and she went away again. She was followed by another farmertype who asked if there was much damage. I started explaining that the pilot was fine, but there was
some damage to the glider. With a bit of a smile, he said he didn’t mean the glider, he was talking
about his hay crop! He made up for this comment by offering to come back in an hour or so in his
Discovery in case my car had problems towing the loaded trailer back out of the valley again.
Having positioned the car and trailer, we set about de-rigging. It took all four of us to get each wing
down the steep track and through the mud bath to the trailer. The fuselage proved to be quite a
challenge. Olys don’t weigh much, but we struggled to keep control of it on that hill! Once loaded, I set
off back up the track and just made it. (I would have hated to give the farmer the satisfaction of having
to tow it out for us) On the way back to the road, Roger stopped off to speak to the large lady again for
a bit of a grovel and some ‘fence mending’.
On the way back up the steep, twisty road to the Mynd, the rear of the trailer grounded a couple of
times. It turned out that the front of the
box was coming adrift from the A-frame, so
the rear was sitting lower that usual. We
now had a broken trailer, as well as a broken
glider!
Among things learned that week:
• It seems to take me much longer to get
the glider back from the field than it takes
Roger to get it into it in the first place!
• Having done the first retrieve, I suspect
Andy must be a bit of a closet masochist to
have offered to go on the second one!
Thanks to Andy and Reg for helping with the
retrieves and to Tom for helping to bodge
the trailer back together before Roger had to
tow it home.
Steve Nicholls
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A Fresh View
Having not been a member of the club for very long, I thought it might be interesting to share my
experience so far. I first called at the club in early May this year and took the wife along for the ride in
the country side. In the car park, we were greeted by a middle-aged chap, a bit thin on top, called
Frank and his dog Stella. After telling Frank we had just called round for me to take a look and see how
the club operated as I was interested in taking up gliding, well, what can I say, Frank treated us to a full
breakdown of the club history including the full tour of the club and all its buildings, much to my wife’s
dismay. Having been shown around the club house, Frank than proceeded to show us around the
hangar, the workshop and the garage at the rear, with my wife side-stepping the mud in her heels and
Frank occasionally pausing for breath, allowing us to get a question in. Anyway, you will all be glad to
hear I returned two weeks later to sit at the side of the DP van one cold Sunday afternoon to watch the
action and the wife stayed at home. Not sure why!
I was hooked and proceeded to tell a few friends of my intention to join the club after a planned holiday.
I was a bit taken back by the amount of people I knew who also would like to give gliding a try, so I had
to organise an evening on the 24th of May for nine of us to fly and, with Ged in charge, a good night
was had by all. After a couple of more visits in June I eventually joined as a full member on the 28th.
For a couple of my early flights / lessons I had the pleasure of flying with Graeme Alexander. God he
can talk! (I wondered if he and Frank are related in some way). He seemed to take great pleasure in
drumming into me CBSIFTCBE, which worked, so I have to say a big thank you and when we meet at
the club I always go out of my way to have a chat with Graeme as he is always willing to help me
resolve any issue by putting his novel spin on the problem, which helps no end.
In fact I would like to thank all the members I have had the privilege to work with and meet during my
short time at the club for all their help in making me feel welcome, plus part of a team with the same
goal. Due to the poor weather conditions over the last 3 months, perhaps I haven’t progressed as much
as I would have liked to, but in no way blame the club and my commitment remains solid.
I recently resolved the issue with the server for the club and as a result this highlighted other issues to
do with the computer systems. I would welcome from all members any suggestions they may have or
ideas they would wish to see implemented to improve the Website or the internal network. The
committee has asked for the system to be updated which I, Tony Perry, Derek Littler and new member
Malcolm Baldwin are hoping to rectify in the near future.
Tony Platt

Scene from Above

The Reservoirs at Barnacre, with Garstang in the distance
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The Fugitive Aviator (3)
Rolling over on to his back and attempting to open either eye, he felt the remaining nauseating
surges of alcohol still within his bloodstream and the realization that aviation was off the agenda
today; even the 12 hour rule would not sort out this hangover. He could then faintly hear the toing and fro-ing of breath and finally un-gluing his eyes, he could see the sumptuous but blurred
figure of Ava who lay next to him. It was then he recalled the details of the night before, where
a few beers had morphed into many a bourbon chaser and they had both
proceeded to roll back all those years, then roll over the bar, the tables and onto
the floor and set off on track to the bedroom, taking a fresh bottle of liquor along
with them for the ride. But this was how it always was with Ava. You had to
grapple and “man up” if you wished to savour her undoubted charms. Even though she
had a strong and tough exterior, within she was like a flower whose bell was deep and
fragrant, and just like a fruit swollen with juice, she moaned for a prick of the knife ...
In their early years together as kids, for he was only 13 and she the older woman at
15, she was more of an innocent lass back then, although Ava knew a trick or two
she was keen for him to learn. Secretly, during the long hot summer school holidays,
they would lay together upon a nearby grassy hill, eagerly trying to perfect the art of mouth to
mouth resuscitation (teenage style) and when they would eventually come up for oxygen (as they
seemed to be flying at quite a high altitude even then) they would roll onto their backs and gaze at
the massive, big, blue expanse above. They would then watch in fascination and ask the naive
question, why and how do clouds manage to form from nothing, and from nowhere in the still air?
This was usually followed by a swirling wind that would envelope them, disturbing the dry grass all
around and then it would be calm again as the cloud moved on, whilst they picked the straw from
their hair and clothes.
The answer to the question would only become apparent when they both separately became involved
in soaring, like kindred spirits, but that was in the idyllic past and this was in the 'now' world and the
future was tagged with uncertainties. Peering out of the curtainless window, he could see that the
airfield was shrouded with a thick blanket of fog. The windless sock said it all. Still it made his
situation appear more calm, like a protective shroud. Tomorrow would have to be “the day of days”.
After gently rousing Ava and exchanging pleasantries, she agreed to a high aerotow as soon as it was
flyable, and a full breakfast for good measure. Later that day he received a call from a close and
trusted gliding associate who warned him of the danger that was looming down upon him.
Apparently, his pursuers were scouring gliding sites one by one, so time was tight. It would be a
close call with this hold-up. It was now that he began to contemplate the wrongdoing of which he
was guilty, which had brought him to this predicament. His credibility and integrity had been
profitably traded-off as a quick fix to his escalating personal debt crisis, which was mainly self
inflicted; (fast cars, flash gliders and too many hours spent at the roulette wheel). “Everyone has a
price they can be bought for” he reflected, for against his better judgment he had organized the set
up and the use of a disused airfield on the East coast that was once the home of a small gliding club
that he had frequented in the past, which had folded due to lack of funds and dwindling membership.
Its position was perfect, foremost because it was a very remote location and only a short hop to the
European mainland and with very little in the way of border control and had no nosey residents within
earshot. It would and did provide a prime inroad for any illicit traffic that could be fitted into a
stripped-out, battered old “twin prop”.
The goods were mainly and obviously narcotics and counterfeit pharmaceuticals, although any cargo
was price considered. Even works of art which had been stolen “to order” made it quite easily into
the country, even the much lauded ”Project Pegasus” being untroubled with any details of these
arrivals. Mind you, this cat is now out of the ‘literal’ bag. All activities took place around dusk into
dark, unloading and storing the aircraft overnight in the disused hangar, including the vehicles that
would deliver the goods to a couple of nearby cities, with their more than eager customers. The
money rolled in and he was soon solvent and into the black, but after a long 6 months of dealing with
an edgy, cash-hungry power pilot, plus purchasing and transferring avgas onto site unnoticed, then
suffering cold sweats, a troubled conscience, sleep deprivation and the thought of prison life, he’d
had enough and wanted out, but with these paymasters that was not going to happen. In fact ,the
only thing that would be definitely going out was his own personal light, assuming they managed to
catch up with him.
Awakening from an uneasy night’s sleep, the morning broke clear, sunny and blue with a steady
northerly breeze. The sky showed the early signs of very high wave formations. Time to go, to say
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goodbye and get into the big stuff and really get away. With both aircraft checked and prepared they
both embraced and said their goodbyes. Ava fixed on the towrope and climbed into the old tiger cub.
Slowly she felt the weight of the glider and opened the throttle. In the prop wash, he raised his port wing
and the formation gathered speed in the pursuit of being airborne again. Agreeing to stay on tow till the
best lift was encountered and passing through some mild surges he resisted pulling off. At about 3,500’
the ride started to get a tad rough, rotor no doubt and a good sign of major wave ahead so push on.
Despite the rocking and rolling and the tug plummeting below him and then back above and out of the
box, he managed to get back in line at 5000’. Then everything suddenly changed as they entered the
unmistakable smooth mass of rising air, which was affectionately referred to by pilots as 'God’s Elevator';
an experience that only glider pilots were privileged to find, use and be in awe of. Allowing the climb rate
to reach 6 up, he pulled the release. The tug wagged its wings, and fell away. Bye Ava and thanks for
the ride! Easing back and trimming, 8 up was the best on his way to a max of 12,000’, which was his
limit as, unfortunately, he had no oxygen on board.
Giving out a yelp, he surveyed the scene; beauty and serenity personified. To his right, a fresh lenticular
cloud started to form gossamer-like before his eyes. Moving closer he began to ride it like the sky-borne
ridge which it was. He listened contentedly to that unique sound that came from his wings and to his “T”
tail which sang an octave or two higher when in wave. In a blink he was at 14,000’ and had to begin
descending with the brakes open, checking his position as he knew there was a controlled airway in the
vicinity. His calculation told him he was positioned well clear to the East. As he relaxed again, his eye
suddenly detected movement and in the distance and to his left, approaching and level with his glider was
a fully laden BA 747 jumbo jet, gently descending towards its destination downwind. What a sight to
savour! Only in a sailplane could it be so and he wondered had anyone on board seen his small craft,
which had no visible means of propulsion. He felt the surge of the jet wash as he circled to watch it pass
and disappear from view. His nostrils twitched as the pure wave air was mixed with the turbo jet exhaust
gases.
After an hour of bliss, still at 12,000’ and with his hands and feet off the controls, he noticed the lower
cloud was starting to close up. As he chose a gap to descend through, he saw what looked like the South
coast heave into view. Delighted with this position a light flicked on inside his head. Being at this altitude
he could easily get out of the country altogether with one long final glide over the channel and get as far
into France as it was possible and, being a glider, maybe without any detection. It had been crossed
many times in the past by those early pioneers and, asking himself did he have the nerve, knowing the
worst case scenario would be that he would have to swim the last part, he laughed. Eventually with his
mind made up, he closed his eyes and took a long, slow, deep breath and felt the power of the life force
within him. Downing the last swig of his drink, he tightened his straps, trimmed out, got a good grip on
his cushion and pointed his machine in the general direction of what he hoped would be freedom. . . .
Mark Johnson

75 Years Ago

To be continued ...

12 August 1937 - Instructor fell out of aircraft midair.
While instructing a trainee pilot on this day, Flying Officer John Balmer fell out of a Wapiti aircraft in
midflight and was forced to resort to his parachute to reach the ground safely.
The incident occurred at 3000 feet about three
kilometres north-west of Point Cook, when Balmer
leaned from the rear cockpit to check switches in the
front cockpit where his pupil was seated, lost his
balance and toppled over the side.
Fortunately the air cadet under instruction had flown
solo before and, although left unexpectedly alone in
the aircraft, was able to land it himself.
While apparently an accident, the story quickly
circulated within the RAAF that Balmer had actually
jumped to provide an otherwise proficient student
with the incentive to apply his skills properly.
This was a belief that gained some credence from the
showmanship which Balmer exhibited as a noted
cross-country motorist.
Thanks to Ged Terry for finding this item for us (Ed.)
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In the Past
From Aero News Souvenir Issue - Squires Gate Airport 1955
The Blackpool & Fylde Gliding Club
There are about 16 gliding clubs in the British
Isles which offer membership to the general
public and all are members of the British Gliding
Association. It is interesting to note that only two
of these clubs are in the north of England, viz. the
Blackpool and Fylde Gliding Club and the
Yorkshire Gliding Club at Sutton Bank in northeast Yorkshire.
In order to keep the cost of gliding as low as
possible, an extremely attractive clubhouse has
been provided for the use of both flying and nonflying (social) members. On entering the main
clubroom, one is carried away by the atmosphere
A corner of the clubroom
of an old country inn, with its oak, horse brasses,
brightly coloured chintz, many antiques and last but not least, one of the best stocked bars in the
district.
There is a "snug" adjoining the clubroom fitted with television and there is also a games room, where
members and their guests may play snooker, table tennis, darts, skittles and many other games to
their heart's content. In the same building there is a well-equipped workshop, where all the
maintenance work on the gliders and equipment is carried out by the flying members in order to keep
the cost of gliding and instruction, when required, at the low figure of 2/6d per flight.
The club "fleet" consists of a Slingsby T.21b side-by-side, two-seater, dual-control training sailplane for
primary instruction and, when the pupil is sufficiently experienced, instruction up to advanced thermal
soaring. There is also a Kirby Cadet single-seater glider and a Dagling primary glider. Launches to
heights in excess of 1,000 feet are obtained by the employment of a considerably modified barrage
balloon winch. Cable retrieving and glider towing is handled by a converted Beaverette armoured car
and an Austin 16 car specially prepared for the purpose.
Gliding takes place every Sunday, all the year round, and also during spring and summer on some
evenings during the week. Gliding can also be arranged for Saturday afternoons by arrangement with
the Honorary Chief Instructor.
(So, not much change there then! - Thanks again go to Ged Terry for digging up this antique gem, Ed.)

BFGC in Wartime

Oops!

The CFI’s morning briefings were becoming predictable
... so you can’t land there either. In
an emergency, you might try touching
down on the hangar roof. That’s
still fairly dry.

Martin resolved that next time, he’d check
under the nose before making a rapid
descent on finals.
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Winch Painting!

When John asked in the “Winchy Things” section of this newsletter for people to help Marjorie with the
re-painting of the stand-by winch, he failed to mention that Marjorie had already, somewhat
impetuously, rushed ahead and started the job.
She had some paint left over from when she did her kitchen and splashed it on with gusto. I was one of
the few people who actually saw the transformation and took the photo above. When John saw what
she’d done, he was (to put it mildly) a bit less than thrilled and politely, but firmly, made her wash it all
off again. That’s why, if you go to the club now, you will find the stand-by winch looking scrubbed and
clean, but still bedecked in its traditional yellow and rust colours.
Please help Marjorie and John by getting into the club with your paintbrush in hand and restoring the
stand-by winch to a civilised colour as soon as possible, so Marjorie can put this embarrassment behind
her. Thank you.

Editor’s Endbit

So, yet another BFGC newsletter goes spinning off into the ether. Many thanks to all the people who
contributed to make this such a bumper issue. I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed
putting it together. (Let’s face it, with the amount of flying we’ve been getting this season, it helps to
have something to pass the time!)
The next issue will be gracing your screens in December, so start thinking now about what you can
write and share with the rest of us as a pre-Christmas treat. The deadline for copy will be Sunday 2nd
of December, but remember that you can write in at any time and I will keep your contribution until
the publishing date. Please send all items for inclusion to soaringkeith@gmail.com.
I look forward to hearing from you.
Keith Clarke - Editor

