December 2016

CFI’s Bit!
2016, without doubt, turned into a wet one and yet, many members achieved great things
this season. Well done to all of you.
So, what is happening in the instructor world?

Annual checks
Not much going on here - slow progress due to the wet weather, but still, some checks can
be done. Do not delay. Get them done!! One member completed all 3 checks within three
weeks of the start, so no excuses!!!
I am still awaiting “many” annual returns. If you are solo, I require one. Time is running out.
You will be relegated to two-seater flying if your annual return is not received by 31st
December.

Card system and requirements changes
All members are being issued with the “new cards”, as and when I receive the old ones. The
new system should allow earlier access to hill soaring, as well as remove unnecessary
complications and barriers to progress.
Efforts have been concentrated on the card requirements at the lower experience levels, but
now it’s time to review our system for those more experienced. Our current setup allows only
blue card pilots to be self-briefing. I don’t think that this is correct, as it’s not flexible enough.
Yellow card pilots could be very experienced indeed, but because of the lack of a silver badge,
cannot progress to blue card (and be self-briefing).
So, a “Yellow Card, Self-briefing Endorsement” will be put into place. This will be awarded to
selected, experienced pilots, who have demonstrated good airmanship abilities and decision
making over a period of time.

Daily Inspections
From January 1st, you must have had a DI refresher in order to carry out DI’s on club aircraft.
This is to try to ensure that everyone is up to speed and current. Please ask for the briefing if
not completed. The more members we have that are cleared to DI, the more the workload
gets shared. Thanks to Reg Wooller and Ian Bannister for organising this.

Please note that all Internet links in this publication are live and can be ‘clicked through’.
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Additional trainer update
Many of you will know that we are looking out for an additional two-seat glass fibre trainer,
probably a Twin Astir. This to try to gradually update our fleet. We had an excellent “hot lead”
on one for sale in Germany, which was in superb condition and ideal. After the price was
agreed in principle, all the documentation gone through and we were starting to organise the
logistics of the purchase, it all fell through at the 11th hour. The members of the German
club decided it was too good to part with. “Gutted”, would not describe my feelings!
We continue looking. Back to square one. Snakes and ladders!

Club Trip/Expedition
See separate article in this newsletter. A great opportunity to experience gliding at another
location with instructors from your club. (See page 17 - Ed.)

ABCD checks
These are an important part of our pre-flight checks now. Please ensure that you carry out
this procedure. Some pilots are still not doing it every time. I have seen several members get
into a glider and strap themselves in with a rudder lock still on!! We will be tightening up on
this. Carry out ABCD checks every time.

Club Safety Officer (CSO)
Trevor Tutthill has been our Safety Officer for the last 10 years. He has been extremely
conscientious, dedicated to the task and hard working. This all, of course, as well as carrying
out more than his fair share of instructing at the same time. Trevor has done a tremendous
amount of work for the club and its members and we all owe him a great deal. After all the
hard work on our behalf, over such a long period, he now deserves more “Trevor” time,
without the responsibilities of office on his shoulders. Thanks Trevor for all that you have
done. A great job!
I am pleased to announce that Richard Peake is our new Safety Officer. Richard joined the
club a few years ago from the Power flying world. He amassed quite a few hours on various
aircraft over 20 years of flying, including single and multi-engine aircraft, as well as
helicopters.
In his previous line of work, Richard served 18 years in the Royal Navy as a mine clearance
diver and supervisor and during this period, spent 12 months attached to the RN Clearance
Diving Safety Directorate Team, investigating incidents.
With his previous safety related experience, his power flying experience and his current
gliding experience, I am sure Richard is the right man to carry the baton of safety for BFGC.
Richard has introduced himself in this newsletter. Please read his articles. (pp 4 & 27 - Ed.)
Also, remember that “safety” is everyone’s job.
Keep alert at all times and help each other out. If you see something you don’t like, say
something. Anyone can shout “Stop!” There is an under-used “hotline” that will go straight to
our Safety Officer if anyone has any concerns. This is safety@bfgc.co.uk
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Thanks for your efforts
Like many clubs now, we are finding ourselves with a reducing number of instructors, our
most precious resource and greatest asset. Your BFGC instructors work extremely hard to
ensure we fly whenever possible and that each pilot receives instruction individually tailored
to their needs. Whilst very rewarding, it’s also tiring, especially if an instructor is no longer in
the full bloom of youth. Please keep this in mind at all times and especially during the cold
winter months.
If they have had enough on any day, for whatever reason, they will stop. It’s the safe thing to
do. Please respect this. They are all volunteers, work extremely hard for you and often
sacrifice their own personal flying in the process.
Thanks to all winch drivers, winch and tractor menders, duty teams, tractor drivers, signallers,
grounds people etc. for “mucking in” during this last year. That’s how “friendly clubs” operate.
Everyone is a cog in the system; all as important, however large or small the role.
Thanks to Reg and Ian for all of the work done keeping the fleet in the air. Please help them
by looking after the kit. Everything belongs to you, the members.

Flying over the Xmas period
Jeff Davies will be on site and available for flying on 28th, 29th, 30th December for those in
need of a bit of exercise after eating too much, or those requiring a “great escape” from the
in-laws or family! Thank you Jeff.

And finally,
Yes, 2016 was a bit “damp” - not the best soaring season. I only managed a dreadful three
flights in my own glider from Chipping this year. Terrible!
But on a brighter note, the BGA 2016 season was a great one at BFGC. We had no incidents
or worse. Let’s keep it that way. Well done all.
Happy Xmas! I hope all of your “soaring dreams” come true in 2017 and that Santa brings
you lots of gliding gadgets, ready for the start of the season! I wish you all a Happy New Year.
Ian Ashton - CFI

New Members

We would like to welcome four new members,
who have joined us since the last newsletter. I
hope you will make them feel very welcome
around the club and that they will enjoy many
happy experiences with us.

Gary Foxcroft
James Murphy
David Lyon
Debbie Holden (Soc.)
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CSO’s Bit
I thought it right and polite to introduce myself formally into the much coveted role of Club
Safety Officer. It was so coveted that Trevor kept it for over 10 years. Anyway, the Chairman
and CFI assured me that I was selected from a very large number of candidates, who will no
doubt be crying into their beer at not making the final cut. You are all missing out on a
marvellous developmental and rewarding opportunity.
BFGC is a pretty risk averse operation anyway and has some very good practices in place. I
see my role as one of developing a collaborative and inclusive approach to safety which
supports the reputational and longevity aims of the club, all of which are intrinsically linked.
I will continue this work from within the Safety Committee, which consists of Chairman and
the CFI, to deliver messages and alerts on all things safety, in a timely way, promoting
initiatives and maintaining our culture.
Engaging consciously and agreeing the most effective way to maintain a reasonable level of
risk, is up to everyone in the club who is exposed to our operation. We should all seek to
adopt our safe behaviours and beliefs, practices and attitudes, across all areas of the
operation. We would also seek to spread these to our visitors and reciprocal club members
alike, through osmosis, visual behaviours and good practice.
The ambition of the club should be for everyone in the organisation to feel responsible for
helping to avoid unsafe practices and to consider the impact on safety of their own activities in
all that we do: From the very basics such as knives the correct way in our dishwasher, (sharp
end down), to the top end, ensuring we conscientiously DI our tractors, Winches, Gliders and
Parachutes. This is not an exhaustive list!
We will experience near misses and minor accidents, (non-serious types where no one was
hurt or equipment damage was minor). These things do happen and no matter how trivial or
embarrassing they might seem at the time, we need to be of a mind-set that reporting them
helps us develop as a club and operation, to avoid the more serious events.
Establishing a reporting culture is the key to success here. Just a quick browse into other BGA
clubs and their set-ups shows that they have a club incident reporting system and these vary
in their application and effectiveness, primarily because of the levels of engagement within
their clubs.
No one should feel embarrassed or judged when reporting these things. Just think of how you
will feel if you fail to share and it happens again. We may not be as lucky the second time
around.
Every report will be reviewed in a timely fashion and under strict confidence, if that is
requested or implied. We will maintain our “no blame culture” and seek to alert, resolve and
improve rather than seek to punish or restrict. Emphasis is always on a collaborative approach,
where we all take responsibility for our safety.
Our channels are simple. We have Duty Instructors, Pilots, CFI and DCFI and your Club Safety
Officer to discuss any or all issues, through:- verbal report or discussion, a telephone call, a
note into the office, email to an individual and the Club Safety mailbox safety@bfgc.co.uk
- Richard Peake CSO
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Eden - A Fine Day Out!
Having heard so much about Eden Soaring, I
finally bit the bullet and decided, quite on spec,
to head up the M6 in search of this super ridge
I’d heard so much about.
I arrived at Skelling Farm around 9am, having
negotiated Shap in IMC at 20 mph with a very
low cloud base and driving rain, which was
nothing like the forecasted stuff. Pete Desmond,
moonlighting as their Duty instructor for a week,
greeted me with a warm smile. (For warm smile,
read ‘cat looking at a mouse’), a cup of tea and
a reassuring, "It's getting better later on.”
There then followed a burst of activity, with a
few more visitors from BFGC cramming into the
caravan serving as a small, but comfortable club house.
Pete grilled me gently on flying orders. We signed the usual paperwork, checked logs,
medicals, currency etc. and then he took me on a walk of the site, which was informatively
pleasant in every way and critical to safe operation. During our 20 minute walk, Pete
explained the geography and some features of the runways, such as landing through gaps
in walls, drop-offs on the west side and circuit requirements. Walking is definitely the best
way to orientate yourself here and it has health benefits too. You get to keep your health, if
you adhere.
The weather was changeable and the winds southerly to easterly, varying and so were the
flying ends. We embarked on the usual windsock, ‘guess where I’m pointing’ game and duly
swapped ends to take advantage of a perfect tail wind launch, (15-love to the windsock). As
always, this type of activity gave us a chance to help out and learn about ground operation
as we set up the light signals at the other end. We took the softer grass route to avoid
damaging the lighting system!! (This, by the way, would put Leeds and Reading Music
festival to shame with battery supplies, solar arrays, telescopic alignment scopes and the
usual air and ground radios).
Yvonne, Henry and Paul Myers all got away when the wind and windsock played ball. Yvonne
completed her check rides with Pete, whilst the club flew their visitors and allowed us to do
our own thing. I hung around and helped out with ground
ops and accepted a ride in the Duo with Ian, thinking that
it was the best way to learn about a new site. If I'm honest,
the challenge was making my heart bang every time the
cloud lifted, revealing very dark looking sections of ridges,
hills, humps and cliffs some way off. We launched after
some deliberation, on Ian's part at least, into the nearest
bowl, with the usual "plenty of power” calls to the winch
and we climbed steadily to about 2,500’. (Easily by the
way).
Flying south west down the Pennines to top out on the scar
well above 3,000', Ian encouraged me to explore the wave
by pushing out onto the front and we just climbed steadily
with the sloping cloud as a virtual ridge and the Pennines
ridge now well below us and no longer influencing us.
During a spectacular 3 hrs we covered around 150k and
managed 5,600', topping out on top, full sun and Ullswater
just visible to the west.
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Yvonne, Henry and Paul joined us at various
points during our flight, providing us with position
and height calls regularly and of course, the Flarm
and moving map reminded us of our nearest
aircraft and ground track way below. I could do a
whole page on the experience in the back seat
with the tech stuff, which Goose RIO for Maverick
would be jealous of. We located the Carlisle to
Settle railway to add a little culture and mutually
agreed no poetry, although you can't help
becoming a bit melancholic, with current focus of
McGee, “dancing on high,” when skirting around
clouds in full sun with other gliders close by.
The ridge - well what can I say? Henry summed it all up by offering the Crocodile Dundee
clip analogy where Mick Dundee has a knife pulled on him. That's a knife? - Nah! This is a
knife! Fairsnape? Yep, it's a ridge, but Eden Soaring has a Croc Dundee ridge!
I learnt a lot from this visit and can highly
recommend it. I broke my height record of
4,600' by a considerable amount, learned a lot
about wave flying, navigation and operating
out of another site. I had a great experience
flying Duo Airways, complete with in-flight
refreshments. The only drawback was
listening to Ian complaining that he was too
warm up front, having donned most of what I
carry and wear on Helvellyn in mid winter. And,
despite pushing every button switch and knob,
I failed to locate the heater or warm clothing
store.
Like I said, I learned a lot and, Andy Spray, you were dead on about the ridge. I’d like to
thank Ian, Pete and the rest of the crew from BFGC for looking after me on a great day.
I will be going back next year for a longer visit for sure.
- Richard Peake

They don’t make
them like they
used to Bob!
Always ready to extol the virtues of
historic aircraft, Bob Petiffer is
seen here, standing at the launch
point in sheeting rain, eschewing
the shelter of the DP van and
proudly demonstrating one distinct
advantage of the Skylark over an
Astir.
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Déjà Vu!
(French for, “Oh c**p, not again!)
The term déjà vu is French and means, literally,
"already seen." Those who have experienced the
feeling describe it as an overwhelming sense of
familiarity.

Safely down, with Parlick in the (far) distance

On Wednesday, 14th September, I “skived off”
work to help out with midweek flying. It was a “top
end” day, with a wind from the east and a nice
strength. I had checked the “met” prior to leaving
home and it looked promising for potential wave
flights. The first flight of the day was with Caroline
Weston. Caroline is a delight to fly with, but little
did we realise that we would see more of the
countryside than we had bargained for.

Caroline got us a great launch and, once
established in the east bowl, climbed us quite nicely and easily up to around 1,300ft. Once
on the hill, I checked the smoke coming from the cement works at Clitheroe and I also
noticed indications of wave around
the Dunsop Bridge area.
Trying to get a really nice flight for
Caroline, I suggested that we head
along the ridge. Unusually, we lost
very little height getting to Saddle
Fell, almost none and with this in
mind and our “height in hand” to
enable us to dip “toe in water,” I
suggested we push on.

De-rigged and ready to carry down the hill

We got to Burnslack Fell and just short of the square
woods (turnpoint Totridge), when our comfortable
situation deteriorated faster than I have ever
experienced before. We were suddenly in a steady 5 kts
plus sink and not even able to move forward. It was
immediately obvious we were not able to return to the
airfield. We were in the “down” off a wave system.

Looking up the steep hill! Multiple trips up
there to carry aircraft parts back down, quickly
reminded me of my advancing years! - Ed

Caroline asked if we were landing out and I confirmed
this. She was brilliant and calm. We headed out from
the hill to lower ground, using what little height we had
to buy us time to find somewhere to land, while still
sinking rapidly. All of the fields were sloping downhill,
had trees on the approach, were too small, or contained
woolly jumpers. Eventually I spotted a small field into
wind, uphill, and suitable, even though it had electric
fences on all sides. Not one I would pick as a first choice,
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but out of necessity it would do. No height for a circuit - straight in. Phew! We were down
safely.
I called the launch point via mobile phone, (I could hear the laughter) and Caroline walked
down the hill, got the attention of a motorist by whatever means she could, (I don’t know
how she did it so fast!) and we were able to determine what road we were near to.
The crew arrived in record time, (en mass) and probably to take the p**s. My photo makes
the field look good and large and flat. It was none of those! It was steep, surrounded on all
sides by an electric fence and boggy. We had to de-rig and carry the bits down the hill to the
trailer.
I want to pay special thanks to Caroline for being so calm. She was ace, even when we
were sinking faster than a brick. If she will fly with me again, I will offer her a Duo flight
next year to make amends for the short flight on this occasion. Thanks to all of the members
that came to help, especially Tony and Mike for using their 4x4’s. After several walks up and
down the steep hill, no-one needed to go to the gym.
Field landing in the textbooks
The normal scenario when landing out would be whilst on a X country. The lift dies, or the
weather changes and you gradually realise that you are going to be in a field. You would
choose an area of suitable fields, select one at around 1,500ft, look for obstacles, slope,
smoke/cloud shadows to determine the wind, fly a circuit and land. Whilst this is stressful,
you usually have a bit of time in hand, providing you don’t leave it too long to make the
decision.
Field landings when hill soaring
When hill soaring, things can deteriorate rapidly and you can be out of gliding range and low.
Textbooks don’t teach this.
Be ready and have a plan. If above high ground, head for lower ground to buy some time.
Whilst looking for somewhere to land, remember to continue to fly the glider. Keep
monitoring the speed, as it’s times like these when it’s easy to forget the basics. Many
accidents have been attributed to loss of speed when landing out.
As already mentioned, of all of the field landings I have done, this was probably up there
with the trickiest, due to the speed that our situation changed and the rapid loss of height.
And why Déjà Vu? Ummmmmmmmmmm!
This was the third time I have ended up around the Dunsop Bridge area in a field. Twice in a
K13 and once in a single seater, plus another 9 land-outs from Chipping.
Will I set off again down the ridge in search of a great flight?
Probably, but maybe with a bit more caution next time!
- Ian Ashton
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Bonzo
Someone at the club said something abut mercenary pilots the other
day and it reminded me that I once met one, very briefly, called
“Boozy Bonzo”, in a bar in Africa. Well, where else?
This was in Nigeria, when the Biafran war was being fought. (It
started a week after I persuaded my girlfriend to come out to that beautiful
country to marry me; a fact that was brought up once or twice in later years.)
Bonzo had been featured quite a bit in the British press. He was an ex-RAF
South African, now called “Boozy”, because he allegedly drank a bottle of
whiskey on every mission and if he came back without bullet holes through the
aircraft, didn’t feel he’d earned his wages, (about US$ 3,000 tax free per month
into a numbered Swiss account, Multiply by about ten to get today’s equivalent!)
Nobody wanted to fly with him. Now there’s a surprise.
Mind you, I later heard that the generic term the Nigerian military used for the British pilots
was “the whiskey pilots.”
Gill and I had been to get some stuff we needed
for the construction job I was on. We had to go
through the war zone and had stopped for the
night at a place called Makurdi, where the
Federal Army had its field HQ, (if that’s the right
term) and where there was a strategically
important airfield. A few hours previously, we’d
come within an Ace of being blown into a million
pieces, so having secured the Land Rover in the
police compound, we had found the nearest bar
to get a few calming drinks down.
It was no surprise when three officers of the Federal Army, wearing red shoulder flashes,
which I think indicates General or Headquarters Staff, came in and sat at the next table, but
what did seem a bit unusual was that they had a white guy with them. When he saw us he
grinned and asked how things were going. Probably because we were the only white faces in
the place.
The tables weren’t far apart and I suddenly realised that they were talking about flying, so
started really listening. And then I heard one of the officers address the white guy as ‘Bonzo’.
Bonzo! It was him!
I remember him as being medium height, slim build, wearing slightly scruffy flying overalls
and sporting the most enormous, (almost a caricature), RAF handlebar moustache. This was,
as far as I knew, the first mercenary I’d seen and I was not
disappointed, but surprised, that he seemed so normal and,
well, nice.
I was also surprised when I realised that they were
discussing, in a bar, the Federal Army’s bombing fleet,
which Bonzo was apparently in the process of training. And
as I listened to his description of his system, I began to
think that either I was hallucinating or Bonzo was taking
some serious piss out of the military.
The fleet, it seemed, consisted of three Dakotas which had
had the side door and the internal cockpit door removed.
The bombs were large-size fire extinguishers, emptied and
packed with gelignite and any bits of scrap iron they could
find. They then had a detonator, initiated by an ordinary
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slow fuse, the sort you light with a match, make sure is fizzing nicely, then walk away from in
a controlled, albeit brisk, manner. In fact we had all the ingredients in the back of our Land
Rover.
Bonzo was now explaining the bombing run. As they approached the target at tree top height,
he would stick his hand out with his fist clenched so the crew could see it in the vacant door
space. When he spread his fingers, they lit the fuse. (How?). When he chopped his hand
down, they chucked the bomb out of the vacant side door. Assuming their nerve had held
that long.
At this point, one of the officers stopped Bonzo and started whispering to him, with them all
looking across at us. Then they got up, an apologetic look from Bonzo and they retired to
another table in an alcove and drew a curtain across. However, as they were still only five
feet away, we could still hear everything they said.
The Army guys obviously and very sensibly, had some reservations about the plan. I mean,
let’s face it; you have this lumbering old thing that can be heard five minutes before it arrives,
at tree top height and they throw out one home-made bomb per pass. Almost certainly
before they got to the target. This has to have an awful cost to benefit ratio. Added to this,
the other (two) pilots in bomber command didn’t seem to have grasped that the essential
thing about flying at tree top height is that you fly above the tree tops, which was why, when
asked how the training was going, Bonzo’s reply was “Oh, fine, fine, but I’m afraid we’re
down to two aircraft. Can you get any more?” This didn’t go down too well.
They talked for a time more, without the Army guys sounding totally convinced, in fact very
underwhelmed and then they all
left, with a parting grin from
Bonzo.
Not much later, the Russians
sold Nigeria a number of
assorted aircraft, on condition
that they did not let any British
pilots fly them, so I never found
out if Bonzo was able to try his
crackpot scheme in anger, flying
a real mission. For the sake of
anyone daft enough to fly with
him, I hope not.
I never saw him again.
- Geoff Guttery
.

AGM

The Annual General Meeting of Bowland Forest Gliding Club Ltd
will be held on Thursday, 23rd March 2017 at 8.00pm at:
Preston Grasshoppers RFC
Lightfoot Green Lane
Fulwood
Preston
PR4 0AP
Please try to attend if you can, as we need your input on matters of importance to
the club. Please remember that only Life Members and Full Members who have paid
their subs for the year will be eligible to vote.
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Winchy Bits!
Some of you may recall, from the last newsletter, I reported that the starter ring on the
stand-by winch was damaged and required replacement. Happy days! This has been done and
so far the starting problems are now resolved. Our collective thanks go to John Ward, whose
sterling efforts have resulted in this happy state of affairs.
Whilst on the subject of the stand-by winch, a recent guillotine test revealed that the
guillotines can not be relied upon to function correctly when the winch has been out of use for
some time.
Since this winch spends most of its time out of service and routine testing would potentially
wear or damage the blades and associated
mechanism, I propose that, henceforth, the
guillotines must be tested before the stand-by
winch is brought into service following a period
out of use.
As a guillotine test requires the cutting of lengths
of spare cable and to remind people, I have
disconnected the cables from the parachutes.
Withdrawn the cables through the rollers and tied
them back out of the way. Routine maintenance
and lubrication of the mechanism will, of course,
continue, so the pre-service testing should,
hopefully, be no more than confirmation that all is
well.
The cables on the SkyLaunch were replaced
recently. (Thanks to Trevor and all those who
helped).
I am disappointed that the last set have only
lasted since last April, which is a much shorter
period than we have come to expect. I suspect
that this is largely due to damage sustained when
the cables have been bearing and wearing on the
roller support brackets.
Note to winch drivers – You know how this
happens. Please, please avoid it.
Love to all. Fly safe.
John Harter - Winchmaster

Quick Quotes!

Another choice selection from Ged:
If you are bored flying, your standards are too low.
Flying accurately saves having to decide what divergence is acceptable.
Experience is what you get when you don’t get what you wanted.
Mistakes are inevitable in aviation. The trick is not to make a mistake that will kill you.
and (on night flying from aircraft carriers !)
Always believe your instruments. If they’re wrong, you’re dead anyway!
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In the Beginning ...
... a short history of BFGC for newer members (and some of the older ones).

Early Days!

Jack Aked started gliding at Blackpool Airport in the 1950’s. A few friends joined him and
Blackpool & Fylde Gliding Club was formed. They were joined by those that found enjoyment and
freedom in gliding over our countryside. It soon outgrew its origins and moved for a while to
Samlesbury Airfield, before its members found the money to buy the land we now fly from at
Chipping. Before they managed to get into the air, the fields that they bought had hedges to be
removed and drainage ditches diverted or filled. Eventually, the whole field was levelled to make
suitable landing areas. Some time later, areas were swapped with our neighbouring landowners,
to ease the narrow ‘waist’ across from our apron. Many hours of ditch digging were undertaken,
in all weathers, by those intrepid early pilots and
new members alike. The farmer’s barn was
converted into a place to shelter from the
weather and with tables and benches built, along
with a basic kitchen, it started to become a
clubhouse. Of course it had to have a Bar in one
corner, but a licence was never obtained. It was
however, a place to serve up party food when we
had a get- together at the end of the flying weeks.
These evenings were a good time to enjoy food
and fun and games along with friends. But there
was always something to be done to the buildings
and land.
The Club’s T21
The name ‘Blackpool & Fylde’ was eventually replaced with ‘Bowland Forest’, to reflect the area
to which the club had moved. The barn was cleared of farming history, with the lecture room,
office and main entrance being the first to be completed. The upstairs lounge had the false
ceiling installed, hiding the lofty roof and stares from the occasional owl. Many hours of
removing the thick stone walls provided the new
Bar area and sleeping quarters. Lounge furniture
was supplied by members. The toilet areas were
the last to be ‘modernised’. The kitchen has had
many facelifts as members’ kitchens have been
replaced and newer units have been provided.

Recognise this corner of the clubhouse?

The hangar was built to house our gliders on site,
and added to as we needed maintenance areas;
the rear workshop to work on the winches and
tractors, the side workshop for essential work on
the gliders. Without the Inspectors and mechanics,
we could not use our extensive equipment. The
farmhouse was renovated and is now rented out to
gain the Club some essential funds.
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Over the years our members have changed, but
some of the same old faces continue to come,
though we have lost many of the very earliest
ones. Those that started to renovate the land
and buildings at Cock Hill Farm put their money,
time and effort to making the Club what it is
today. A self-help club, where it is hoped every
member helps in any way they can with the
running of its day to day working. The older,
experienced members willingly pass on their
knowledge to the newer members, who it is
hoped, will keep the maintenance of gliders and
infrastructure of the club going for the
enjoyment of future pilots to be.

Cock Hill Farm with the hangar outline marked out
on the ground

Without the help of our members, we would not have the low cost of flying that is enjoyed
today. The expense of sending kit for maintenance outside the club would raise our
membership and flying fees. Help is required in all the areas of our club, in the motor
workshop, on club aircraft and at the launch site. And of course, on the Committee. The
A.G.M. is where you can always ask questions and get more information on the running of the
Club.
The Club will only continue if the members are willing to help. YOUR CLUB NEEDS YOU! as
the old war time posters used to say. So please, offer what help you can and the club will
benefit. The time and effort that those early members gave will not be in vain if the Club
continues to give enjoyment to new members and visitors in the future.
DO NOT ASK WHAT THE CLUB CAN DO FOR YOU, ASK WHAT YOU CAN DO FOR THE CLUB!

- Margaret Wooller

Scene from Above

Looking towards our home ridges from the other side of Longridge.
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The Beast meets the Flea!
Thursday, 10th November was the time for us to say goodbye to the Beast. We set off very
early in the morning for Lasham and the Beast’s new home at the Gliding Heritage Centre.
For once, the trailer behaved itself and didn’t do a conga down the motorway, leaving a trail
of distraught drivers in its wake.
Arriving at the wrong gate to Lasham airfield caused confusion. The gate intercom wasn’t
answered and mobile phone coverage was patchy. Our contact was waiting at the main gate
and we struggled to contact him. When we realised our mistake, we couldn’t easily reverse
our route out and get back on track for the main gate. (It was TomTom’s fault, honest).
The Heritage Group members were there in force to see their new toy and after a swift brew
in the restaurant, were itching to get it rigged and flown. We demonstrated the ease of
rigging, (giving a practical demonstration of how the Beast bites to one of their members)
and we were ready to fly. Lasham’s CFI, after a few expletives, did agree that we could fly
it; however, the weather turned Chipping-like, so we again retired to the restaurant for
lunch, waiting until the squall had passed. In the afternoon, we managed to fly three of
their members. Paul demonstrated, from high tows, the Beast’s interesting spin
characteristics.
The first member was on the larger size and the forward CofG tamed it for the first few
attempts, falling into a spiral dive, but eventually the Beast did spin and ‘impressed’ him.
Other members had a more usual
Beast experience and commented on
their return on how it had spun, but
with their experience of their diverse
fleet, they were used to less stable
aircraft and weren’t too fazed. The low
sides of the cockpit were a talking
point, especially when spinning. The
final flight of the day (and of our
syndicate), saw Paul and Yvonne
having an aerotow into a setting sun quite poetic really. It could have
made a glass eye weep.
The original plan was to keep the Beast in its trailer, but perhaps the experience of rigging it
changed their minds and with a bit of shuffling round, we managed to squeeze it into the
hangar. If you think we pack the hangar quite tightly, you’ve seen nothing - they even have
gliders hanging from the roof. Those with CofAs are on electric winches for ease of access.
Putting the Beast to bed afforded us the start of
a very informed tour of their extensive collection
of historic gliders, from pre-war German aircraft
up to more modern British makes. They try to
keep as many as possible in flying condition and
have plans to renovate more of the fleet.
In the evening we were treated to a ‘Dining In’
night by the Heritage Group in their clubhouse,
where we met some notable members, including
Peter Kinsey, the Chief Pilot for the Fighter
Collection, who modestly told us he just flew a
few aircraft. It did surprise us that we had to
‘sing for our suppers’ and give a short speech.
The Flying Flea!
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I was the first of the evening, but luckily I’d had plenty of time to lubricate my vocal cords
beforehand!

The Beast in its new lair

Friday morning gave us an opportunity to complete our tour of the hangar and listen to the
group’s aspirations for a second one, which they can already fill with gliders that they’ve had
to store in trailers. During the meal, the group were updated on the hangar appeal and how
they were near enough to their target to start the building process. Unfortunately, our visit
ended far too early. Friday afternoon is no time to try to fight your way back up the A34, M40
and M6. We wished we could visit this great enthusiastic group more often and fly in their
amazing fleet, but it’s too far away to make it viable on a regular basis. Leaving our toy
behind was a wrench, but this group’s enthusiasm for restoring, maintaining and more
importantly flying historic gliders gave us some comfort and hopefully we will re-visit and
have a chance to fly it again.
Thanks to all at the Gliding Heritage Centre for making us so welcome during our visit.
- Henry Stott

About the Beast

In the early 1960’s, the RAF issued a requirement to replace the current wooden gliders
(T21b’s and T31’s) used by the ATC, with a new tandem two-seater. Slingsby took the
opportunity to design a new glider that would meet both the needs of the ATC and could be
used by civil gliding clubs. He decided to make the glider in metal, which would make it
more marketable in areas like the United States and Australia, where the traditional wooden
gliders did not sell well. The glider would also be lighter and the labour costs would be less.
The T53 was designed by John Sellers and construction of the prototype was started in June
1966. It was the first British metal glider and its first flight was on 9th March, 1967.
Unfortunately, the RAF cancelled their original order for 40 after discovering the glider’s spin
characteristics and production was disrupted by the factory fire at Slingsby’s in 1968.
In the end, a total of 16 T53B’s were completed and, in addition to the UK, they were sold in
America, Australia and even Israel.
The only T53B left flying in the UK is G-DDHE owned by the Aviation Preservation Society of
Scotland (APSS), based at Portmoak.
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Slingsby also developed the T53C following
increased AUW. In 1970, Slingsby’s quoted
1969 the design rights and only T53C were
into receivership. Yorkshire Sailplanes then
Sovereign. “The Beast” is YS53 no.3.

the fire. It had an extended fin and rudder and
£2,490 as the selling price of the T53C. In early
sold to Yorkshire Sailplanes after Slingsby went
resumed production of the aircraft as the YS-53

The T53 has a very abrupt spin entry if provoked and enters a fully developed spin very
quickly. It needs a full recovery with quite a lot of down elevator to unstall and this then
results in a very steep dive or even a tuck under on recovery. Anyone who believes gliders
don’t spin, should be treated to a “Beast” spin.
Why is it called the Beast? - Well there are several reasons:It is heavy to rig (but easy).
It has sharp edges and can bite.
It is not an easy glider in which to instruct early students.
When flying fast it howls.
Inside, it ‘boings’ like a steel drum band.
It has been known to eat weak links, rings (and the occasional small child).
On a fast tow in rough conditions, I have had to use both hands on the stick.
It does not like weak conditions but loves strong lift.
The spin!
We did look for the competition Number 666 (the sign of the Beast!) but it was already taken!
In 2015, two members of the syndicate left. This and a lack of flying meant that the hourly
flying rate was becoming too expensive and it was decided, due to its rarity, to offer the Beast
to a museum. The National Gliding Heritage Centre was the obvious first choice. We hope it
flies with them for many more years.
- Paul Myers

Rainbow Time!

Many thanks to John Windsor for submitting this beautiful photo of the mythical land of Oz.
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BFGC Club Expedition 2017
A Fantastic Opportunity for All
A Trip to Eden Soaring
As CFI of Bowland Forest, my priority will always
be to support my home club and to encourage
flying from our site. This keeps our club going in
terms of finances and we all benefit from this with
relatively low costs.
However, I am also a firm believer that in order to
progress in gliding, it is advantageous to
experience a broad spectrum of flying conditions
and sites. This builds up knowledge and skill sets.
Staying in one place, doing the same thing, week
in, week out, doesn't do anyone any good. There
is more to gliding than Chipping.
To gain more experience and sample different
types of gliding, many members go away on trips
to other sites, but these are often “by invitation only”, as groups of friends organise amongst
themselves. What if a “club expedition” was to be organised and anyone is welcome to join?
Well, it has been!
I will be running a BFGC expedition to Eden Soaring from Saturday, 17th June to Saturday,
24th June.
Helping me will be Jeff Davies, so at least two BFGC instructors will be available. In addition to
this, Paul Myers will be on site for the following week to 1st July.

All are welcome, either pre or post solo, private owners etc. In the right conditions, Eden is
probably one of the best sites in the country for ridge and thermal flying, as well as offering
great wave potential. Eden is superbly located, only two thermals away from the Lake district.
The ridge is exciting. The fells at Edensoaring are completely different from other hills used by
gliding clubs in Britain. They range over a 50 km length, allowing silver distance under varying
conditions. They are full of nooks and crannies, allowing one to soar in many different wind
conditions.
The Eden ridges also contain Cross Fell, the highest point on the Pennine Mountains at 2,930ft
above sea level. For even more excitement, how about flying past the “golf ball” on Great
Dunn Fell, or flying into “High Cup Nick”
With a nice wind in the right direction, the above are all possible and classed as “local soaring”.
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With a westerly wind, Eden is “downwind” of The Lake district. Under the right conditions,
Eden is ideally situated to make use of “Mountain wave”, as can be seen from the photograph
below, taken from a K13 in October 2016.
So, in summary;
· A BFGC trip to Eden soaring has
been organised.
· 17th to 24th June, 2017, (with
another week available afterwards
with Paul Myers)
· All are welcome. (Depending on
interest levels, we may have to
restrict numbers).
· Only 1½ hrs from Chipping and
Preston
· Camping, B&B’s and Hotels
nearby.
For further info about the site and
location, visit http://www.edensoaring.co.uk
For video of one of the last flights of the 2016 season, see the below link, or just punch “Eden
Soaring” into YouTube. https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oQEU_v2e6Xs
Contact me if you are interested in joining us on the expedition
- Ian Ashton - CFI

e-mail: cfi@bfgc.co.uk

It just so happens that I also have an Eden Soaring video on YouTube, following a magical flight there
in 2015. If you are interested, click here: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=F3ptOhcFNt0&t=231s
I hope you enjoy it - (Ed.)

Quick Quote!

If God had intended man to fly, he’d have given him lots more money!
Anon.

OCD at the Launch Point?
Well, I know we all like things to be ship-shape and
Bristol fashion at the Club and that “a tidy work area is
a safe work area” and all that, but sometimes, I feel you
can go a little bit too far!
I hope that the next time I’m duty manager, I won’t be
expected to maintain standards like these. It’d be
worse than being at home! Heaven forbid that you
leave a chair a few millimetres to the left of where it
should be, or disturb the beautiful display of decorative
tyres. And have you plumped up the cushions in the DP
van since you sat in there? I feel I’d be too busy dusting
and sweeping the mud off the floor to get a flight in.
Besides, I’d be stuck inside re-arranging the mugs in
height order and scrubbing down the surfaces after the
tea break. No, give me a bit of disharmony and disorder
any day. It’s much more “Chipping” somehow. (- Ed.)
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The Gliding in Spain is
Mainly in the Plain...
Or is it?
I don’t understand! Why do you
fly in those dangerous places?
That was a question from Keith
Emslie, a well-respected, but
conservative BFGC Instructor
many years ago when I was
talking about Feshiebridge. Yes, it
can be ”interesting”, but the
rewards are fantastic. Just ask
Yvonne Stott about her flight to
Skye in an ASH 25, or me about
my 21.6 knot climb in wave after
a very rough tow.
I love Hus Bos. It is a great cross
country site. In fact I did my 500k
A Ventus-eye view of Feshie – perhaps you can see why it is special.
from there, but offered the chance
of a week at Feshie, or a week at Hus Bos, I would go North every time.
I feel the same about Jaca in Spain when compared to Fuentemilanos. Yes, if you want easy
big distances, with good field landing opportunities, go there; but if you want exciting flying
in stunning scenery, Jaca is the place to be. When the BFGC club news in S&G talked about
numerous expeditions including Fuentemilanos, but didn’t mention Jaca, where Alison and I
have visited, (along with numerous others from the club), every year for 17 years, I
thought I had better get writing.
Our first trip to Spain was in 2000. Darren Evans, his wife Jennifer, Alison, Elizabeth and I
were escorted by a couple of well-respected pilots from Feshie. We stopped at Santo Tomé
North of Madrid and arrived as a French glider did a beat up after an out and return to the
coast of Portugal. That was a real eye opener for a pilot from Chipping! When we found out
how much it would cost to fly there, we looked at Fuentemilanos, but settled on Campolara, a
disused grass airfield to the West of Fuente that was opened by an expedition from France
and Germany. The Germans provided the organisation and the French, a super Cessna Birddog as a tug. We flew there for three days.
For the second week of our trip we moved to Jaca, (Santa Cilia Airfield to be exact) and it
was just like Feshie on steroids,
(perhaps also a bit warmer). The
information the three of us gained
started the BFGC visits, first to Jaca the
very next year, which subsequently
became the Fuente trips.
Before we flew we were briefed by a
French instructor called Edward. He had
long brown hair and an accent like
Sasha Distel. The women were in awe. I
almost fancied him myself!!
Darren Evans (a past Ventus syndicate
member now working as an Air Traffic
Controller in Canada) was the first to fly
and the briefing was “today you will go

The Bisaurin, showing some of the foothills.
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to the Bisaurin”, pointing to a mountain on the horizon. Darren set off and was back in an
hour. “What are you doing back?” I asked – “You go and ‘b’ well try it,” was the reply.
I did and said mountain was 25k north of the airfield about 8,500ft high and to get there you
flew over other smaller mountains, so that when you looked back, it relaxed your bowels. In
fact it is not as bad as first thought, because your glide angle is better than the slope over
the mountains – unless you’re in sink!
I should say that the airfield is at 2,200ft
and you take off with this set on the
altimeter (QNH) because you cannot zero
the alt when at 2,200ft, so all the heights
quoted will be QNH.
Finally Alison tried and arrived back in a
similar state. We were all a bit quiet that
night! Anyway, it gets easier, (or we were
desensitised) and we expanded the range
from the airfield as the week went on. The
scenery is stunning and to thermal up the
face of a mountain with an average over
10kts with the slope whizzing by makes
me feel young! (It must be good!)

Alison waiting for a launch. The hills in the background are about
2,000ft QFE and are where you normally tow to.

By the way, they don’t have seagulls marking thermals,
they have Griffon Vultures with a 7½ to 9ft wingspan and
weighing up to 23lb. If you find a good ’un they also
come to join you. I have never had an issue with one,
but I try not to sneak up on them. If you don’t surprise
them, they treat you like another soaring bird.

Good thermal finder!

At Jaca, most of the flying is done to the East of the
airfield along the ridge that borders with France, where
the mountains are higher and crossing the valleys
thousands of feet below makes you take a breath.
Initially the valleys, such as the Canfranc Pass, run away
to the South from the main ridge and whilst there are not
many landable fields in them, they run into the main
valley that contains the military town of Jaca, where
there are lots of fields.

About 60k to the West lies the
Odessa National park, where there
is a feature that looks just like the
Grand Canyon. The scenery is
stunning. This feature also marks
the end of the easy routes to the
Jaca valley, because cross ridges
now block off your return and
have to be crossed to get home.
There is also a large lake called
Ainsa which produces an area of
dead air, just when you need it
least. It is in this area that, on an
early trip, I was sinking at 10
knots with the engine going. Dry
mouth, wet palms time!
On the ridge. The mountain under the wing in the distance is Pic du
Midi d’Ossau, near the ski resort of Astun.
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The CFI said turbos are for the end of the day, when the air is still; until then they are dead
weight. I haven’t used the engine in these circumstances since.
So, I consider East of Odessa to be
‘Injun’ country. There are very few
landable fields and it is all mountain.
In other words, making a mistake
would ruin your day! This is where
men are men and the women are;
well WOMEN! However, in this
region there is Aneto, at over
11,000ft, the highest mountain in
the Pyrenees and I have always felt
a bit of a wimp for not conquering it.
This year was different.
It was a normal day and I easily
progressed to Odessa and beyond
and then started to chicken out as
usual, but I got a good climb and
A view of Odessa. It is about 3,000ft deep and the photo does it no justice. the sky looked OK to the East, so I
got angry with myself and set off. I
reached Aneto with the clouds about 11,500ft over it. So I got to it, rather than over it. I
didn’t hang around because I felt vulnerable and quite rightly. On the way back, still in ‘Injun’
country, it over-convected and I even got rained on!! You stupid fool I said, but then spotted
some sun on a mountain and crept back to safety West of Odessa, quite a bit lower than I
would have liked, below the tops of the mountains (about 9,000ft) followed by a fast final
glide back to the airfield. I was elated and enjoyed my cold beer even more than normal.
How far was it? - 115k each way. Not far, even by Chipping standards, BUT it was very
satisfying and probably the most exciting X/C I have done. And as I said, if you want easy
distance go to Fuente.
I hope I haven’t made Jaca sound too scary. Alison, Graeme and I all enjoy flying there, but
we treat it with respect. They now have a very good English instructor/inspector. I am sure
he would not mind me saying, he does not quite have Edward’s looks, but a couple of years
ago flew to the East end of the Pyrenees and back in his Nimbus 2. (See what I mean about
feeling like a wimp!) He has all the expertise you will ever need for familiarisation flights etc.
The whole airfield team are a great group of people, who are all friendly and work hard to
make your visit a success. Like Fuente, there are briefings every morning (in several
languages) providing weather info and any warnings of storms etc. (By the way, the storms
are phenomenal!)
It is a full time operation and with 3 tugs, there are no problems getting a launch. There are
always other Brits there as well as French and German visitors. Even the occasional
Argentinian, who liked to land across the runways! There is a pool with great views and a
restaurant. The thermals often reach 10 knots AVERAGE and go to 12,000ft+ I have also
flown in wave there to 14,000ft. They have gliders for hire and for check flights, including
Astirs and a DG200. Two-seaters are a Duo, a K21 and a DG1000. I am cleared on the Duo
and took Elizabeth for a flight. Unfortunately, it was a poor day and we did not get to the
high mountains, although previously she has been to Odessa with me.
See www.fly-pyr.es for more information.
- Paul Myers.
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Lost over the Pacific!
How to Find Your Orientation Using Your Watch
by Sotirios Antonopoulos.
When I was a young man, first class cadet of the
Hellenic Air Force Academy, I had been taught a
simple trick to find my orientation using only my
watch and the sun’s position. I am apt to put in my
mind things that most students consider as unnecessary
and ignore. However, many times my little individuality has been
life-saving.
By the end of October 2015 I had a new job - a one-year contract
with Hansen Helicopters, flying as a “tuna pilot” in the western
Pacific. The company’s helicopters were fitted with only a compass and a
GPS designed for ships rather than aircraft. There was no other means of navigation.
The environment of the Pacific is whimsical. The weather, during the vast
majority of the days, was scattered to broken clouds based at 1,000 to 1,500ft
AMSL. The sun during the wet season is not always discernible, due to haze.
There is a total lack of any kind of landmarks or sky-marks. The sea, of course,
is a blue surface without any deviation of the colour of it.
On the first day of my first trip, I was ordered by the fish master to take off and fly 50-60
miles ahead to check the radio. Every boat was using their own frequency in order to avoid
information leak concerning the location of the fish. After departure, I drew on my GPS a
straight line beyond the boat’s stem, following the same course as the boat. I still remember
that we were cruising from Majuro in the Marshall Islands to the intersection between the
International Date Line and the Equator, which was 135°.
Fifteen miles later, my GPS went kaput! I had an easy task turning around approximately
180° to find the boat. I roosted the bird on her perch and had the electronics fuse checked.
The problem was solely attributable to salt water in the electronics compartment. The GPS
came back to life, so I took off again to accomplish the mission.
However, having flown 22 miles I again had a GPS failure. At this point it is important to note
that the GPS was my only means of navigation. The compass didn’t work and the requested
replacement arrived at the port 45 days later, when the boat returned to unload. As a result,
after my second landing, I deemed it prudent to teach Chen, the Chinese radio operator on
the boat, how to do a kind of “ground controlled approach” (GCA) to guide me back using the
ship’s radar.
My third-ever takeoff from a tuna boat in the Pacific was right after the conversation with the
radio operator. The GPS again failed about 35 miles after departure, but I kept my heading,
did the job and flew back following the instructions from Chen.
By the second and third days, we had arrived in the fishing ground in Kiribati waters. I was
launched to run after schools of tuna and I was finding my way back by virtue of Chen’s GCA.
Before the evening of the third day, I was about 50 miles west of the boat. Frankly, I wasn’t
sure about the boat’s location in relation to us at all. Both Jerome, my fish spotter and I were
looking for fish. All the manoeuvring around schools of tuna, floating logs and transition to
hovers to deploy satellite buoys, was very disorientating. After about one hour and ten
minutes of flying, I glanced on the GPS and radio panel to realize that I had lost both!
The Hughes 369A helicopter, fully refuelled, with 380lbs had an endurance of two and a half
hours. Therefore, I could keep in the air for a maximum of an additional one hour and twenty
minutes!!!
I was dismayed because for the first time in my career I had no way of finding my orientation
and this had happened in a place where ditching is certainly not a good idea. I started circling
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and staring at the horizon, looking for other vessels. I was sure that my boat, Kwila888, was
at least 50 miles to the west, but in the absence of a clearly visible sun, I couldn’t even guess
where was west!
Utterly disappointed, I stared for a moment at the helicopter’s floor. There, I noticed a slight
shadow formed from the door’s strut and I recalled an old trick taught to us by a navigator
when we had our first navigation classes in the Hellenic Air Force academy.
This trick works as follows: - In the Northern Hemisphere:
1. Lay the watch flat and face up on your palm so that it is parallel to the ground.
2. Point the hour hand in the direction of the Sun. Turn the watch so that the hour hand of
your watch is pointing directly at the Sun. (The time on the watch doesn’t matter, as long as
it’s accurate).
3. Bisect the angle between the hour hand and the 12 o’clock mark to find South. Before
noon, you measure clockwise from the hour hand to the 12 o’clock marking, while in the
afternoon, you measure counter-clockwise from the hour hand to the 12 o’clock marking. The
middle point between the two marks South, while the point directly across from it marks
North.
For example: If it is exactly 5 o’clock in the afternoon and you have lined up your hour hand
with the Sun, South is the direction exactly between the 2 and 3 o’clock marks and North is
the spot across from this point (between 8 and 9).
Note that during Daylight Saving Time, your watch is most likely one hour “off” from the “real”
time. If this is the case, substitute 1 o’clock for 12 o’clock before finding your North-South
line.
I used this technique to find that the West was indicated to my left. I informed Jerome. I also
wanted his opinion as he had spent his entire life in tuna boats in the Pacific. His response
was disappointing. He was under the impression that the boat was somewhere in the exact
opposite direction. I replied “OK, bro, I trust you because you have more experience. Just so
you know: in case you are wrong we have no chance to fly to where I said. I also briefed him
on how we would ditch if necessary.
The moment I finished my briefing, Jerome white-knuckled, said: “Bro, I am not sure about
the heading I suggested. You are a pilot and I trust you better. I think we should fly towards
the direction you said to me”.
I felt horrible. In fact I was not a hundred percent sure about the “mathematics” I did with
my watch, I couldn’t “Google” the trick to make sure it was correct and there was not a
handbook to read. It was only us, our knowledge and experience.
The scenery was giving us an extra feeling of desolation and the task of flying back had
started to look insurmountable. I took the decision to stick with the
watch-hand trick.
I recalculated our heading to find that my initial choice was the correct
direction to the west. Then I asked Jerome to search the
horizon for boats with his binoculars. 40 minutes later, he
noticed there was a boat on the horizon. While approaching
it we saw, to our great relief, that it was our boat, Kwila888!

Thanks to Ged for sending this in. He assures me he has used this trick
himself, so it comes highly recommended! I’ll admit to having “pruned” the article
a little for the purposes of the Newsletter (the joys of being an editor!) The original
was more detailed and ran to four sides. If you are desperate to know more, (like
how to work the trick in the southern hemisphere), just e-mail me and I’ll send you
an unabridged copy of the original article. - (Ed.)
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Reminiscences of a ‘has been’!
When Lewis did his 50k Silver distance from Chipping, it quite rightly received praise from the CFI.
I thought, it’s a while since the last silver distance was done from Chipping and that it wasn’t always
like that and “when I were a lad,” the Oly 2b was the weapon of choice. I did mine in a Skylark,
having failed and landed at Skipton after setting off with a 2,000ft cloudbase in an Oly. Are we
getting soft? I thought to myself.
My two brain cells got even more animated when I was tidying the study and found an old article I had
written for this newsletter about a flight I made in August 1984. I really am that old! I thought I
would re-tell the story in the hope of inspiring further attempts next year and a lot of the comments I
made as an inexperienced Instructor still apply.
By way of background, Bob Boyd, who was a BFGC instructor and good pilot, was the first to fly 300k
Gold Distance from Chipping in a K6e. He turned, I think, Wetherby and landed at Dunstable. Great
effort! But no one had managed the triangle for the Diamond goal. This was mainly because conditions
died in the afternoon and getting back to Chipping from the last lift with poor glide angles was difficult.
However, glass opened up the possibility. Here is my 1984 article:

Oh! Yes it is possible, or - “You’ll be lucky to do 3k today!”
I am no great expert in the art of cross country flying, but I think the secret of a flight is in
preparation. There are all sorts of reasons for deciding that “it’s not really on today”. Most of
them are excuses. I know, because I have used 90% of them. (Now 100% - Paul). So, if you
are not prepared, the no’s generally outweigh the yes’s and you don’t go.
Some of the excuses I have used are:Trailer not roadworthy
Glider has a problem
Have to be home for Tea (I guess I would call it dinner now. How I have developed - Paul)
Not wanting to land out
Partners
The weather isn’t really that good
And the best of the lot – Chipping isn’t any good for cross country.
OUR SITE IS ONLY AS GOOD AS ITS PILOTS
The only answer to the excuses is to sort them out, get the trailer roadworthy, study your
route, get the glider sorted and if it is OK, polish it. Elimination of problems means that on
the day, you will have fewer excuses and if you are well prepared, you feel more confident
and are more likely to do well.

My flight
I suppose I had now better do the
inevitable and describe my flight:The Thursday and Friday looked quite
good and there was every chance of
Saturday being the same, so I had an
early night on Friday and made sure I
had everything ready.
Saturday came and was a bit
disappointing. The visibility didn’t look
very good and there wasn’t much
wind. The good news however, was
My Cirrus in flight.
that my partners had not turned up
and I didn’t have to justify myself. So I thought I would go just for the fun and the land-out,
since I hadn’t landed the Cirrus out and wanted to give it a try. (Note: I had owned the Open
Cirrus VTC since September the year before and land-outs and fun retrieves were common,
so it was about time - Paul).
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The Glider was rigged, canopy and wings polished and
cartons of juice and biscuits installed, along with a
book and a warm jumper in case of land-out. We
towed the glider to the launch point. I made the
declaration and took a couple of photographs of Geoff
Wilkinson, the Hon. Sec or in this case. Hon. Official
Observer. (Yes, photos; no GPS and loggers in those
days!)
I then sat and waited for the first person to stay up,
amongst comments like, “You’ll be lucky to do 3k
today,” from Tommy Gornal, (a great member,
inspector, clubhouse builder and good friend).
It got to 12:00pm and Alistair Murray (another old
sage and winch builder) had made a good attempt at
Geoff Wilkinson - the O.O.
soaring the West bowl, so I thought I had better give
it a try or it would be too late. I went to the hill and proceeded to soar bumps at 900ft for ¾
hour, (a bit soul destroying when you have just declared 300k), but I worked my way round to
Fairsnape, got to 1,200ft and managed to contact a decent thermal to 3,500ft.
The visibility was worse than I expected. From Fairsnape you couldn’t see Totridge, but I knew
the direction and by flying along the hills, I set off to Stocks Reservoir. After Stocks I set off
for Settle. This was south of track for the first TP at Derwent Reservoir, (near Newcastle), but I
didn’t fancy all the high ground on track and wanted to fly over the Pennines as directly as
possible. At Settle, the conditions changed. The visibility was better, but the thermals were not
very good. (I now think this was the start of the sea air - Paul.), I was tempted to give up but
tip-toed on east of Malham Tarn, not really fancying the prospects of a field landing.
Eventually it was x”*^ or bust. There was only one cloud that looked decent. It was near the
Golf Balls, (probably now in Leads Bradford airspace - Paul), well south of track, but I knew
there were decent fields in that area, so I set off in a long glide. It worked.
In Yorkshire the conditions improved. The thermals were still not reliable, but when you got a
good-’un it was 6kts to 5,000ft. (I didn’t have an averager in those days, so it was probably a
lot less - Paul.) At this stage I was using speeds up to 80kts between thermals to make up a
bit of lost time, but had a couple of narrow squeaks at about 1,000ft where it was all I could do
to stay in the air.
I reached the first turning point at 15:30,
took the photos and nearly landed out.
I thought it was typical to land at the
furthest point for retrieve. The sea breeze
had started to come in and the conditions
were definitely tricky, but I tip-toed south
trying to shorten the retrieve. Some bright
spark on the radio said, “Don’t go north of
Darlington, it’s dead.” This did my confidence
a power of good. I was about 20 miles north!
Eventually, I worked out that I could final
glide to Dishforth for an easy retrieve, but
when I got there, I joined some of their
Derwent Reservoir - The first Turnpoint
gliders in a thermal and got back to 4,000ft
(Chipping QFE). For the first time, I thought
it may actually be on. I certainly wasn’t going to land with 4,000ft on the clock so I set off to
my next turning point by following the A1 to Wetherby.
On the way, someone was bleating on the radio about getting back to Dishforth from York.
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I thought, “You think you have problems!” I was
now having regular climbs to 4,000ft in up to 6
knots and gained this height over the TP after
taking the photograph.
I set off back along the Ilkley - Otley Valley, to
avoid the high ground in progressively worsening
visibility. The last thermal I found was by Leeds
Bradford, but since I was in the Special Rules area
(now class D airspace and you need permission to
enter) I could not take it to cloudbase, (VMC Rules)
so I broke off at 3,500ft and set off on track.
By the time I reached Skipton, the visibility was
appalling and it was field-picking time. I had not
felt even a bump since the last thermal. I decided that the rugby field looked good and worked
out an approach missing 3 sets of rugby posts. I
then had a quick wander to a small patch of
sunlight on a hill side and found reduced/zero sink,
but I was well down to circuit height and I told
myself not to be a silly sod and get the thing
landed.
Wetherby Race Course

The landing was made more interesting when I
noticed telephone wires between the trees on the
approach. (Just like the books warn you about Paul) So, I stayed high and used the tail chute to
get me down on the other side and landed on a
lovely smooth surface with room to spare.
While I waited for Ken Fixter, (syndicate partner,
My field, complete with goalposts!
Instructor, great mate and major contributor to
the club), I had a beer in the club bar and consulted the maps. The total distance flown had
been 305k due to the visit to the Golf Balls, but was about 280k on track. I had been in the air
for 6hrs 6 minutes, but had spent 45 minutes on the hill, meaning my average was 55kph. The
next one will be faster and hopefully complete.
I can hear people say, “But he has a Cirrus.” (Now it’s, “But he has an Engine” - Paul). I can’t
deny this and on this attempt it made a big difference, but remember, the weather was pretty
rubbish, ask anyone who was flying at Chipping. On a decent day, I believe any reasonable
glider could do it. Remember in 1983 a T21 did it!

My thoughts, as an old git now?
It makes me feel proud of myself. I had about 350 hrs solo at that time and was flying a Cirrus, which
was hot for Chipping in those days, but look at what we are flying now! I repeated the same task the
next year, in May 1985 and completed the first Diamond Goal from Chipping, but that is another story!
The National Coach, Bill Scull, (a real gent, who was a great supporter of BFGC), said it would be the
first of many, now that it had been done. If only that were true.
What has happened to my determination I wonder? OK I have got 3 Diamonds and the need is less keen.
(Unfortunately the 500k was done at Hus Bos. and the height at Feshiebridge), but I am more
experienced and flying a far better glider and feel good if I do better than 150 k and get a few points on
the club ladder. Without the ladder I wonder if most of us would bother at all?
I, no, WE should be embarrassed! Well NO MORE! I am putting on record that next year, I will be
having a go at the first 500k from Chipping. The ladder is no fun now that I can’t use my engine
anyway!! (Joke).
Who will be first? The gauntlet is thrown!!!!!!

- Paul Myers
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BGA Accident Summary 2016
This report comes from the BGA. It contains a mix of anecdotal, factual and some subjective
material and is slightly mixed in its context. However, it gets the messages across very
clearly that we all could do more and should.
At the end of the 2016 reporting year, the BGA had an “about average" 172 reports including;
o

28 ground accidents,

o

10 incidents,

o

22 technical reports

o

18 landings with the undercarriage retracted.

o

78 what we might call ‘non-serious flying accidents’. (Cost lots of money but no bent

bodies!!)
There were 8 potential fatalities, including 4 reports of pilots failing to recognise the onset of
the stall, with one stalling again after a stall/spin recovery.
Pilots must recognise and react to the onset of a stall. When you consider what the normal
training sortie involves, you will realise that pilots will be at or near the stall for only a few
seconds. A suggestion is to make a determined effort to stretch those seconds into minutes!
Included in the 8 potential fatalities are 2 of the 5 wing drop accidents.
If the glider lifts off when dragging a wing, the result is in the lap of the gods and those two
pilots were very lucky to survive as the short flights came to an abrupt end!
Ged Terry has provided a fine video showing a glider experiencing a wing dragging and failing
to release with near disastrous results. (Available to view at BFGC).
Remember, the question here is, "Do the pilots who drop a wing really know the wing is
dangerously close to the ground?" If they do know and they don't release the cable, then the
CFI will have a decision to make!
Many of us admit to seeing the occasional wing drop/drag and it should never happen.
According to the BGA, landing back on the airfield remains a problem for some pilots,
although the total of 19 reports is substantially down from the previous year's 31. The
majority refer to a heavy landing following a stall, again highlighting the need to work on stall
recognition and impress on pilots the need to monitor and maintain speed on the approach
down to the round out.
Instructors’ training and testing of pilots on the approach must be done with great care and
late take-overs have to be avoided at all costs! Late take-overs accounted for 8 more reports.
If a student fails to show signs of rounding out, instructors don’t have that long to react, take
the controls and sort it out.
Instructors’ “limits” and “margins”
will vary from individual to
individual slightly, but will always
be greater than a student’s.
Therefore, if an instructor takes
over due to you failing to
“roundout”, you really have left it far
too late! (And you will always say
without fail, “I was just about to!”)
An early take-over, re-brief and
re-demo if necessary, is a far better
option than a heavy landing,
broken glider and damaged backs.
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The 19 Field Landing accidents included 3 pilots who last had practice or checks 5,7, and 9
years ago and at least one very infrequent flyer. These pilots could perhaps do more to help
themselves!!
5 canopies opening on the launch are again down to distraction during the pre-take-off checks
for 2 and possibly a third and amazingly, 2 more who report pre-existing technical problems
with the locking mechanisms ... after the event ... That doesn't appear to make sense!
Finally, Human Factors! The same message again. Stop flying if you have a medical problem
playing on your mind, or family problems, or are tired, or dehydrated.
2017 Reporting year to date. The BGA have received 6 reports so far, since the start of this
reporting year, (October 1st).
Airbrakes opened during a winch launch and the pilot crashed through trees at the end of the
subsequent abbreviated circuit. Brakes remained open until the final moments. The pilot in
this case didn’t mention distraction and can't understand how he missed the check.
The first field landing of the year was made by a pilot who left the "safe area" of a ridge and
crashed into a field, resulting in severe damage. It is unclear from the report whether or not
he had attended morning briefings given by the local instructors. Certainly no mention of a
site check, despite being described as an "inexperienced ridge soaring pilot".
Two ground accidents already! Both
incidents involved canopies. One
careless rigging and the other wind
related - It "flexed" the canopy! Very
expensive ground handling damage
and a topical note to finish this
report. Winter is upon us and the
forecasts are dire for most of the UK,
so a timely reminder for our teams
to take account of any wild weather
on their duty days would be
worthwhile.
We can't relax our efforts to learn
from the serious flying accidents
though and we may have some
pointers to help guide our teams
onto the nitty-gritty.
BGA/CFI/CSO

Oops!
If you find you’re having
trouble changing the channel
on the clubhouse TV, it might
be worth looking out of the
window and checking you have
the right remote buttons!
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Over the Sky to See!
Whilst waiting in the Feshie clubhouse to fly
our K21 "Daisy ETA" during their Octoberfest,
Nick Norman came in and asked if I'd had a
flight. I explained that Andy, another
syndicate member, was flying a couple of
visitors in ETA and Henry and I would fly
later. Nick asked me if I'd like a flight with
him in his ASH25E! Now I had to think about
that! A local bumble around in our K21 or a
flight in an ASH! Sorry Henry, but no
contest!
When we pushed the ASH on-line I was filled
with great anticipation. I might have had a
heart-stopping moment if I'd known that
Paul Myers, the tuggy for the day, had
quietly had a word with Nick to explain that
the aerotows were getting very rough. Typically, Nick wasn't worried and explained the ASH
would just ‘punch through it’!
I'm so grateful that Paul agreed to tow us. We climbed on board and after all the necessary
pre-flight checks, the tug taxied in front of us. I'd been advised not to look out for the first
ten minutes - the wings of the ASH being very flexible and aerotows at Feshie are definitely
scarytows, even under perfect conditions! Curiosity got the better of me. I didn't want to
miss a moment of what I was hoping would be an interesting flight. That became the
understatement of the year!
Obviously with lots of wave about and, added to that the fact that Nick had reached 19,500ft
during a check flight in the morning, I checked that the oxygen system was turned on! Well
you have to live in hope, don't you?
The ASH didn't have any trouble punching through the rough air. It wasn't even that bumpy,
although I'm not sure what it was like for the tug. Nick released from aerotow at 2,000ft in
strong lift and we were soon climbing steadily in the wave.
After Nick had got us established, he offered me the controls, but I thought better of it at
that time. The ASH is not the easiest glider to handle, having a 25 metre wingspan and I
didn't want to lose the lift and end up back in circuit so early in the flight.
Nick declared that he didn't want to go high on this flight. Why would he? He’d been to
19,500ft that morning and holds the
Cairngorm Gliding Club record after
reaching 28,500ft in May 2016. I was
disappointed for a second until Nick said
“Let's go to Skye!" For someone who is
inclined to cling by my fingernails to Parlick
this sounded incredible and it didn’t
disappoint! There’s high and HIGH!
As we were climbing at a steady 9kts it
wasn't very long before we needed to go on
oxygen. This was another first for me.
The EDS system bleeps a warning if the
pilot hasn't taken a breath for a certain
time. Poor Nick was worried that I would
pass out, as my system bleeped quite often.
I was definitely still breathing, just not as
Speed bonnie ASH like a bird on the wing, over the sea to Skye!
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frequently as the system required. I was too
busy taking in the stunning views. It was
amazing to be able to see both the Moray Firth
in the east and the Firth of Lorne in the west.
We saw Loch Ness, (no Nessie) and Ardverikie
House on the shore of Loch Laggan, famous as
Glen Bogle Castle in the 'Monarch of the Glen'
TV series. There were so many sites I'd seen on
the ground, but never from the air before. The
whole panorama was one of mountains and
lochs. In fact, whilst taking in the vista, I was
very aware of how un-landable the terrain
appeared to be. However, at 14,000+ft that
wasn't an immediate concern.
We followed Loch Hourn crossing over the Sound
of Sleat to Skye having passed to the north of Mallaig.
We could see the Skye Road Bridge, which didn't
exist the last time I'd visited the island. There's a
family joke that I'd been to Skye twice before and
never seen it! – due to very low cloud and driving
rain! We didn't have such a problem this time. The
Cuillins did have a cloudy cap, but I could see them
at last. And what a view from approximately 14,500
feet above Elgol.
In my excitement in preparing for the flight, I had
forgotten to put my phone in my pocket. Not a good
idea when going cross-country, but even less so
with such wonderful views to record. Luckily, Nick
had his phone with him and took some stunning
photos, a few of which I’ve included. Sadly it was all
too soon time to turn back and Nick followed the snail trail on his nav-aid.
At one point, we encountered strong sink where we had been in strong lift on the outbound
leg! No surprise there then! Taking a slight detour to the south, closer to Mallaig and following
Loch Nevis, we found lift again and this route afforded us a glimpse of Ben Nevis, sadly hiding
under a blanket of cloud with Fort William nestling at its feet. On the way back, I took the
controls and it was effortless to tank along at 100kts! I slowed to 70kts to reduce the noise
while Nick contacted ATC to cross the airway.
Ah well, what goes up must come down!
Soon we were descending to Feshie airfield and Nick took control again. We had covered
approximately 280km in just two and a half hours, but the memories will last a lifetime.
The ASH may look like a gooney bird on take-off and approach in turbulent conditions, but she
is a wonderful, sleek glider and built for travel. Thanks again Nick for such a memorable
experience. The word ‘Skye’ will forever raise a smile on my face! And thanks to everyone at
Feshie for a fantastic week of gliding and making us feel so welcome, as always.
- Yvonne Stott
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Do You Recognise this Man?
Lancashire Police are baffled by a recent spate
of chicken rustling, taking place in the Chipping
area. Each weekend, farmers have reported
seeing a shifty-looking character roaming
around their fields in the dead of night and,
despite their best efforts to lock away their
flocks, there are always a few chickens missing
from their coops in the morning. As a result,
this slippery crook has been given the nickname
“the Fox” and police are keen to apprehend him,
to ‘help them with their enquiries’.
Last week, there was a breakthrough in the case,
when the elusive Fox was captured on a
farmer’s CCTV camera. Unfortunately, he was
heavily disguised, as you can see, so the police
were unable to match his description to any
know rogues in the area. They’ve now
contacted BFGC and would like to know if
anyone here thinks they recognise this shady
individual. Chipping CID have been inundated
with calls related to ‘Operation Fox’, so, in order
to minimise the work involved in following up
false leads and processing duplicate information,
they have requested that any Club members
who think they can finger this felon, should
immediately inform the Club Chairman, so that
he can pass the information on to the proper
authorities. (You never know, Bob may even share one of his celebrated double-decker
chicken mayo sandwiches with you!)
(Remember - "Don't have nightmares. Do sleep well" -Ed).
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Have a safe and
very happy 2017!

Editor’s Endbit

And that marks the end of another newsletter and the end of another year! It’s been a bumper
issue this time, with many members inspired to put pen to paper and share their experiences and
thoughts. Fantastic! A big thank you to all the people who contributed to making this edition such
a huge success. If you didn’t write in for this issue, please make sure you send something next
time. The deadline date for the next newsletter will be Sunday, 12th March and I look forward to
hearing from you. As always, you don’t have to wait until then. Send me your stuff at any time
and I’ll keep it safe until the next deadline. Please send all copy to soaringkeith@gmail.com
Happy Landings!
Keith Clarke - Editor

