Lockdown No. 2 Edition

December 2020

Chairman’s Bit!
In this strangest of years, we have finally received a glimmer of good news. No, not that you
have the perfect excuse to avoid your relatives this Christmas, but rather that we have been
given explicit advice that we can begin to fly again!
The DfT have announced that, following the lifting of the national lockdown in early December,
“local restriction tiers will replace national restrictions in England. GA flying and training flights
will be permitted in England across all local tier levels. They must take place in line with the
tier restrictions.”
The club and the vast majority of our members are, (at the time of writing but who knows by
the time you read this...) in the highest level of restrictions, Tier 3, so if we are to
successfully and safely resume flying, we must all be particularly vigilant in observing the
regulations and, apologies if this might sound a little paranoid, be seen to be following the
rules, particularly as our activities have become a popular spectator sport for people enjoying
the beautiful Bowland Forest countryside. It makes sense to observe the Rule of Six as it
applies to outdoor venues generally. For now as well, (but see earlier disclaimer) the Tier 3
provisions do not allow meeting indoors, so the provisions we made earlier in the year
remain firmly in place and the clubhouse and DP Van remain out of bounds for all but
essential access when a one-way system is in place.
Tracy has produced an Operational Plan relating to the necessary precautions we all need to
take in dealing with the pandemic, which fully reflects advice from the BGA and DfT / CAA. It
is printed elsewhere in this newsletter. (See Page 18 - Ed.) Please read it carefully.
The reality of the most recent extended closure of the club means that pilots and instructors
will, once again, be out of currency and our priority must be to restore instructor currency so
that they can undertake check flights and resume training for the rest of us. Given the time
of year, with shorter days and poorer weather, this is likely to take longer than it did after
the first lockdown, so keep your eyes open for emails from the Committee or CFI relating to
progress. Once the instructors are able to resume check flights, the plan is to reinstate the
booking system we used last time, which will also serve to control numbers on site. As
before, please do not attend the club on spec, as you may be asked to leave.
We have all been through the ‘return to flying’ phase before, but given the time that has
passed, we will all be a little rusty and we will all be hanging about outside during the coldest
part of the year, so wrap up well, keep warm and take things easy on those first flights back.
Let’s just enjoy getting back into the air again without any mishaps.
Richard Turpin - Chairman

Please note that all Internet links in this publication are live and can be ‘clicked through’.
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Teamwork!
During the club's closure, a small dedicated band of members, led by Richard Peake, have
undertaken some much-needed improvement work to the tracks and launch point, which will
serve us well during the winter months when landing areas are limited to the track. The
bottom end tracks have been resurfaced and rolled and the centre track from the crest to the
junction has also been repaired and levelled.
Some work has also been possible at the top end, where the bigger holes have been removed
and the track levelled. The top end launch area itself hasn’t been touched, as it is still very
soft. As always, great care of the field needs to be taken at this time of year and traffic
movements, including retrieve vehicles, should be limited to the tracks wherever possible.
Here's hoping that these works mean that we have more opportunities to fly through the
winter, so that we are all primed and raring to go for the 2021 season!
It's very unfortunate that the regular Christmas dinner is another victim of the pandemic, but
we hope to be able to hold some sort of celebration once the world returns to some form of
normality.
In the meantime, I trust that you all enjoy a safe, peaceful and happy Christmas and that
2021 brings you everything you would wish for yourself.
Cheers!
Richard Turpin - Chairman

Impressive improvements to the track and a clean and tidy parachute store, all
thanks to Richard Peake and his helpers. Many thanks on behalf of the club - Ed.

Finders Keepers!
Richard Turpin and Richard Peake were
wandering on Fairsnape the other week
when they came across this delightful little
run-around. What an asset that could
have made for the club!
Unfortunately, they were slow off the mark
and, later in the day, they both had to
watch forlornly as a helicopter arrived to
take it off the hill and fly it back to its
depot.
Never mind, maybe they’ll have better
luck next time! - Ed.
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CFI’s Bit!
Commencement of flying
You will have received an email from the Chairman recently indicating that we intend to
resume flying operations ASAP.
Whilst this is of course fantastic news and maybe the start of a slow return to normal, the
process is not as straightforward this time.
I do not want to put a “dampener” on this great news, but I need to manage your
expectations.
There are several issues;
In March/April the field was drying out (we had the summer.) This period between
November/March is traditionally the worst for weather. (It’s not a great time to start flying
again).
The field will be wet and the number of days we can operate will be reduced.
Many instructors are not current again and will need to get current themselves first.
Most members are out of currency again and will require checks.
We will only have a fraction of the instructors we normally have.
We are once again limited by the “number of bodies allowed to gather”.
The clubhouse is out of bounds apart from essentials, no sheltering from the cold and wet.
We cannot shelter in the DP van, (because that’s indoors).
We are only a few weeks away from the shortest day.
As before, the intention is to get everyone back into the air as soon as possible. We will have
to prioritise those that should require less instructor time to regain currency. Instructors first,
then generally moving down the card system of experience/currency, then pre-solo training.
Flying days will be organized by instructors, including ad-hoc days if there is maybe a weather
window, including mid-week.

***Please do not attend the club unless it has been pre-agreed.
You will be turned away***
We will do our utmost to get everyone in the air.
There’s one more piece of information I need to pass on to you. Very soon, family gatherings
will be allowed over the Christmas period. This has the potential to cause a reversal of the
gains we have made and lead to a resurgence in infection rates.
We are already aware that instructors in the rear of a glider are placing themselves at greater
risk of Covid-19, if there is an infected person in the front due to confined space, rearward
airflow and flying with several pilots in a day.
Whilst you are all sensible of course, we don’t know who you will have mixed with over the
Christmas period, (nor will you know whether or not you have been in contact with an
asymptomatic relative.)
Two gliding clubs have already closed due to Covid spread
between members.
To protect the instructors from this potential increased risk,
there will be no dual flying (with members from different
households) for 14 days after the Christmas period.
Dual flying can resume from the 11th January.
We will do our best for everyone.
Ian Ashton - CFI
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Memorable Flights
Keith asked about ‘memorable flights’. They are all memorable, but in
2006 I had 2 flights in Australia which are especially memorable for me,
partly because they were both ‘aerotows’ and the only such flights I have
ever done.
My wife, her sister and husband and I went for a ‘once in a lifetime’ trip
to Australia, to visit my wife's family and do a bit of touring. We were
lucky to get a three week holiday, including a book of hotel vouchers and a 7-seater VW hire
car, for the ridiculous price of £1,300 pounds each, including 3 nights in Singapore en route.
I was designated ‘tour leader’ and permitted to plan our route which was to begin in Sydney
and end in Brisbane, while visiting relatives for 5 days in Armidale.
I naturally thought, “This is my chance to fly ‘upside down’ ”, so I laid my plans. I contacted
clubs in both Hunter Valley and Lake Keepit, both being on a plausible route for tourists
between the start and finish points. Apart from hinting to my companions that it would be nice
to fly in Australia, I didn’t disclose any details.
We spent a few days in Sydney and the Blue Mountains, then, ‘quite by chance’ landed up in
Cessnock for two nights. On the intervening day, I commandeered the car while the others
went on a wine tasting tour. Having made prior contact, I presented myself at the Hunter
Valley Gliding Club, near Warkworth and introduced myself as ‘Richard from England’. In
broad Aussie accents I got the reply, “We know! - Can tell a ‘Pommy’ anywhere!” However, I
signed the necessary temporary Aussie Gliding Association membership forms, paid my fee,
and was sent to ready a Puchacz glider, (not sure which model it was) and join an instructor.
He grilled me on my experience, but despite my total ignorance of aerotows, he allowed me to
take control from the outset, while talking me through the procedure. It seemed a very long
ground run and slow climb after my experiences at Chipping and Aussies apparently tow in the
‘low’ position, however I had a flight just short of an hour over the local scenery, while my
instructor checked out what Bob, Geoff, Trevor & Co. had taught me at Chipping. I was
warned to look out for Kangaroos on final and they weren’t joking, there were at least 5 and a
couple of ‘joeys’ on the right side of the landing run.
So on we went to Dubbo for 1 night, then en route to Armidale, we ‘happened’ to spend a
night in Tamworth.
Tamworth is not far from Lake Keepit, where another gliding club awaited. I left the gang after
breakfast and drove the 30 miles or so to the club, where I discovered they were waiting for
thermals on a ‘competition day’. Aussie hospitality ruled again however and I was assigned a
glider and instructor, this time a Grob 103. There was a wait for the thermals to get going,
then, just after midday the fun started. It’s quite a big, busy club, but I was
slotted in and duly experienced my second aerotow, again being allowed to
control the launch. This was a really spectacular and long flight. Dropping the
tow at just short of 3,000ft we quickly climbed in thermals up to 8,000, and
promptly set off to Coonabarabran, 30 or so miles to the SW. More thermals
and then back to the Lake Keepit area. “Want some more?” said ‘Dietrich’ (I
think that was his name) “We could go East to Tamworth.” “Oh yes!” was the
obvious reply, so a bit more thermalling and off we went.
I wasn’t able to spot June and the gang wandering round town, but
more of that later ... We returned to Keepit, where my instructor
said “Now let’s see what those guys in England have taught you”
and I managed to complete a rather busy circuit and land,
ending my run as near to the clubhouse as I could. “Why
did you do such a long run?” I was asked. (Well our K13s
and K8s don’t use wheel brakes do they!) Besides, time was
getting on and my companions were waiting!
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When I got back to Tamworth, I wasn’t popular. I’d taken the car. They thought I would only
be an hour or three and I’d been at least seven. They’d walked around Tamworth for hours
after checking out of the hotel and were, shall we say, somewhat ‘fed up’.
I felt it politically wise to abandon plans for a third Aussie gliding club and to eat a bit of
humble pie.
We spent a happy 5 days in Armidale with the relatives, seeing sheep sheared on a relative’s
farm, eating some wonderful steaks and eventually moving on via the coast at Ballina to
Brisbane. Then 2 more nights in Singapore and a bit of jet lag when we got home.
Probably nothing special to a ‘pundit’, but certainly a ‘memorable’ experience for me and
something ‘exotic’ for my logbook. And I still have my ‘Lake Keepit’ T-shirt!
So, I’ve never ‘looped’, but I have flown ‘upside down’!
- Richard Knock

Christmas Quiz!

Last Christmas, I was busy in the kitchen getting ready for dinner. Almost the last task
was writing up the menu for the guests so they could make their choices. By that time
dinner was almost ready and as usual I had used a lot of alcohol while I was cooking.
Some of it went in the food. The menu didn’t come out as planned; all the letters were
there OK, but not necessarily in the right order. All the dishes were there too but
somehow they didn’t all sit where they belonged in the correct course. I’m still trying to
sort out the mess! See what you can do with it. No prizes but it might give you a laugh!
-John Lydon

Passe Tripe
Mice spine
Rat snout

Anaemic sours
Sauced Bear
Stiff Gnu
Cross Raptor Innards Pasta
Bear’s Acne Curry

Seeds is hid
Oyster Kraut
Pear Toast Soot
Baked Colon Shivers

Stressed
Surplus Sorbets
A Chimp’s Turds

Bee Graves
Pale Bat Skin Gin
Snatchers Stout
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Cloud on the Hill!
One of the few advantages of aging is an
increasing stock of anecdotes, which might be
increasingly amusing to oneself, (the older I get,
the better I was!) and might be judged so by
other readers - if not, blame the editor for
inviting such ramblings.
'Twas this millenium - I know that because we
only bought the Mosquito in 2000 and before
EASA/CAA became troublesome and made us
emasculate the Q of JTQ to become JTO. I
thought that a great shame, since before that,
our callsign Juliet Tango Quebec brought to
mind an attractive dancing Quebecoise, much
Clitheroe and Pendle
more exotic than an Oscar could ever be ...
but enough divergent musings, back to the central ramblings of the tale.
We all know conditions 'up the valley' tend to be better than over Chipping, but there can be
occasions when the differences become extreme. There I was happily dancing over Clitheroe
at 3000', only to hear our duty pilot on the radio announcing, "Chipping gliders, we are
ceasing operations as the cloud has come down onto the hill". I was and remain very grateful
for that broadcast. I quickly responded to give JTQ’s height and position, followed by a pause
for thought for several seconds before asking "Chipping, did you say cloud down on the hill?"
I learned later that the long pause followed by the question caused, as you may imagine,
much hilarity back in the DP van. In the meantime, I headed back roughly toward Chipping,
soon finding I had to weave around low cumulus, then nearer home diving down at max RA to
approach below the cloud. Then, as the field came into view, my joy partially evaporated on
seeing the DP van, now smack in the middle of the landing area, (this was before the time of
established use of the centre track), plodding its way toward the windsock. I guess the
occupants were wondering which field I would be in! However the flexibility of the Mosquito's
approach control, (anything from 40:1 down to 4.5:1) and manoeuvrability, made light of the
problem and all was well.
I am of course hoping that the 'statute of limitations' will exonerate me for the
misjudgements involved in getting into this situation, especially if I finish with 'the moral of
the story is' ... a good soldier may never look behind, but Chipping pilots should! I think a
sea breeze front had crept in behind me.
- Geoff Bailey

Look Out!

It’s nice to know that something is still flying
during the lockdown!

And it’s also comforting to know that someone
is looking after our disabled blind pilots.
Thanks to Graeme Alexander for sending in both of
these pictures - Ed.
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A Pig to Rig?
Next time your heart is quietly
sinking because the Skylark needs
rigging and you didn’t quite
manage to run away in time, spare
a thought for history’s true rigging
heroes.
Apparently, according to the photo
on the left, rigging a Horsa was a
doddle, as long as you had a team
of about 40 to haul it all in place
and snap it together. Nothing to it!
Note that the team the army
brought together was very ‘equal
opportunities’, with men, women,
young and old alike all working
together and bringing their own
particular talents to the task.
The modern Air Force in World
War 2 was apparently a much
more macho affair and the allmale team that came together to
assemble this spitfire would have
had no truck with females and
wrinklies getting in the way!
Besides, it must have been an
easier job because they
managed it with only a dozen
riggers, even though strong
backs were an obvious prerequisite! (Sorry sarge, it’s me
lumbago you see! I can lean on
the canon if you like!)

Meanwhile

Thanks to Mike Cursons for sending in this
photo of two of our instructors honing their
skills prior to the return of the membership ...

And a USAAF officer learns why you
should never leave your pride and joy,
(your beloved ‘41 Buick), parked at the
end of an airfield runway!
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Zoom!

When we entered lockdown V1.0, I suspect that not many of us had much of a clue what was
going to happen over the next weeks, how long it would last and what other effects it would
have on our way of life. It certainly happened for me at a time when I had just had two
significant changes to my life and the unknown mysteries of Covid 19 didn't help. I had just
travelled to my sister's house, 2.5 miles south of Heathrow to do a week's bathroom work,
but after 4 days was locked in there! (For 14 weeks in the end). Actually, in a way, it suited
me as my new solitary existence was a little strange to get used to at the time.
On 3rd April I sent an email suggesting that we had a Zoom social to 'keep us all going', but
Chipping inertia struck and as I didn't have much uptake, nothing happened immediately.
By the beginning of May it was obvious that we would be away from the club for a while, so I
set up the first meeting to be on 13th May and we had daily meetings for a week. I did these
as 'myself', learning as I went along, before starting an account as Membership Secretary
and setting up 20 weekly meetings. I chose 20 really just as a laugh, never expecting to
need them all; we used the first of these on 10th June and much to my surprise, ran right
through to the end of them. Since then I've been doing just one week at a time through
lockdown V2.0, but I'll keep it up as long as we have members popping in to say hello or
maybe until we can begin operations on a Wednesday again.
When you click on the link shown, you are directed through to the meeting room, where you
will find some mates, probably already chatting and having a small shandy.
For me, it actually came at a good time, as I was able to keep in touch with good friends
during the lockdown and we could talk about our mutual passion and we should also all
remember, it's not my meeting, it's our meeting and we can use it and pop in and out
whenever we want. There's no penalty for lateness and we've all, thankfully, managed to get
along for the duration.
I'm grateful to my mates for keeping me going and I hope that we've all done our bit to keep
others going too.
Mike Cursons -BFGC Membership Secretary
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Lufthansa Airprox
Lufthansa flight LH24, an Airbus A321
(D-AISV) was on an IFR flight from
Frankfurt to Hamburg, Germany. On board
were the five-man crew and 170
passengers. The flight was guided by
Bremen Radar with radar vectors to the
southern approach of runway 23. The flight
was then given clearance by the responsible
controller to turn left to 280° and descend
to 3,000 ft AMSL to reach the Instrument
Landing System (ILS) of runway 23.
The crew had pre-selected 3,000 ft amsl as the target
altitude and the autopilot was activated. The Airbus was
in a left turn with a bank angle of approximately 25°,
course 305° degrees in descent, (sink rate 910 ft/min)
when it came close to a Rolladen Schneider LS-4 glider
in the area. The Airbus overtook the glider and flew
under it at a horizontal distance of approximately 56
metres and a vertical distance of approximately 46ft (14
metres). The glider was on a VFR flight together with a
second glider. Both planes had started from the glider
airfield at Lűbeck-Blankensee. The glider pilot stated that she was at about 3,600 ft amsl,
flying in a northwesterly direction over the southern part of the village of Reinfeld, when
unexpectedly an Airbus A321 appeared on approximately the same course just below her glider
and overtook it on the right side. She had not seen the Airbus before and had therefore not
been able to avoid it. She estimated the distance at 60-80 metres horizontally and 20-30
metres vertically. The second glider was about 1.5 nautical miles northwest of the event
location at the time of the approach. The Airbus continued its approach to runway 23 at
Hamburg Airport and the glider later landed at Lűbeck-Blankensee.
According to the applicable rules for Class E airspace, the Airbus should have avoided the glider
as it descended at 225 kts (lAS) towards the ILS for runway 23 at Hamburg-Fuhlsbűttel Airport
in a 25 degree left-hand bank. The aircraft nose was pitched up at approximately 3.6°. During
the approach a crew is increasingly busy with additional tasks, such as processing checklists,
configuring the aircraft and preparing for landing. Continuous airspace observation is almost
impossible during this phase. In addition, the view from the cockpit of a commercial aircraft is
severely restricted due to the large number of instruments and the relatively small windows.
From the crew’s point of view, the LS-4 was in the 11 o’clock position until shortly before
passing, slightly below. Due to the positive angle of attack of the fuselage it is very likely that
the LS-4 was covered by the instrument panel. At the time of the event the sun was in the
west, relatively flat above the horizon, so limited visibility due to glare can also not be
excluded in the curve to the final approach course. Due to the small visible area of the fuselage,
combined with the fact that the LS-4 was in straight flight and the wings were therefore
probably not visible, it was impossible to detect and execute an evasive manoeuvre in time.
Due to the lack of TCAS indications or warnings, the crew had to rely solely on the principle of
‘see and avoid’ and could not recognize the danger of collision in time.
Conclusions:
This serious incident, the approach between a commercial aircraft and a glider in Class E
airspace, was due to the following causes:
The Airbus was given clearance to descend to an altitude below the protected Class C
airspace of Hamburg-Fuhlsbűttel Airport.
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The approach speed and flight path made it impossible for the Airbus cockpit crew to
recognize the glider in time.
-

For the glider, the approach took place from behind, from an area that could not be seen.

The application of the ‘See and Avoid’ principle was not possible for the cockpit crew of the
Airbus or for the glider pilot.
All available warning systems (TCAS/STCA/RADAR) were ineffective because they did not
work without a transponder in the glider.
The widely used FLARM collision warning device for gliders is so far unsuitable for
commercial aircraft and does not warn against them.
- Peter Whitehead
(That’s a sobering report which leaves you with plenty to ponder. Many thanks to Peter for sending it
in to us - Ed.)

A Moral Tale

Some years ago I spent several hours scratching my head and
entering obtuse formulae into a computer to satisfy myself over
the relevant effects of turn-induced “g”, the difference in
tipspeeds due to the differing radius of turn, and the resultant
stalling speed. (See old newsletters.)
It transpired that even in a moderate 30 degree bank there was
a significant speed difference between inner and outer tip (the
outer tip faster, generating more lift and therefore why we need
to “hold off bank”) and a small but appreciable increase in “g”
and so in stalling speed. Thus the inner wingtip is travelling
appreciably slower the the ASI says you are.
The wisdom of age and thirty five years of instructing lead me
to the following conclusion which applies to just about all
situations as far as I can see, whether tiptoeing about in weak
wave, pulling into a thermal, or pushing over from that unexpected cable break:
The moral of this story, it’s plain to see, is always add knots before you add ‘g’.
Well, it’s kept me alive so far!

- Dick Seed

Chuck Yeager

Chuck Yeager, American flying ace and the first man to fly supersonic, died earlier this
month at the age of 97. To celebrate his life, I have gathered here some quotes he made
about flying. - Ed.
There is no such thing as a natural born pilot. Whatever my aptitudes or
talents, becoming a proficient pilot was hard work, really a lifetime’s learning
experience. For the best pilots, flying is an obsession, the one thing in life they
must do continually. The best pilots fly more than the others; that’s why
they’re the best. Experience is everything. The eagerness to learn how and
why every piece of equipment works is everything. And luck is everything too.
Unfortunately, many people do not consider fun an important item on their daily agenda. For
me, that was always a high priority in whatever I was doing.
What good does it do to be afraid? It doesn’t help anything. You better try and figure out
what’s happening and correct it.
If you want to grow old as a pilot, you’ve got to know when to push it, and when to back off.
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Ged’s Gems!
The Day I Lived in Interesting Times
I once flew gliders in China - ‘interesting times’ as the
saying goes. My first flight there was a check out on
aerotow in a Puchacz. The hierarchical culture of the
Chinese dictated that the most highly qualified instructor
should fly with me. He couldn't speak English and I
couldn't (and still can't) speak Chinese. We briefed, sort
of, through an interpreter, a less-qualified instructor who
COULD speak English! Off we went - and the tow rope
fell off on climb out. The instructor and I quickly learned
the expletives of each other's language ... I managed a brief circuit and landed safely.
Through the interpreter my instructor declared that I was the best pilot he had ever flown with
(no one else has ever said that to me!) Of course I reciprocated by saying that he was the
best instructor that I had ever flown with. (Similarly, I've never said that to anyone else!)
Are YOU connected ?
Chinese researchers are said to have determined that pilots' brains have greater connections
between the "central executive network" (which is the part of the brain that makes sense of
various bits of information) and the parts of the brain supplying the raw data. AOPA UK Dec 2020
Mmm, let me think about that ...

If your parachute malfunctions, you'll have
the rest of your life to sort it out ...

"Don't believe everything you see or read on the Internet."
- Wilbur Wright
Charles McGee earned his wings and commission on June 30, 1943, part of class 43-F. McGee
remained on active duty for 30 years. He flew fighter aircraft combat tours in three major
military conflicts, completing 405 missions for the Army Air
Forces and the Air Force. During his time in World War II, he
flew the Bell P-39Q Airacobra, Republic P-47D Thunderbolt
and North American P-51 Mustang. He is the only known
fighter pilot who flew 100 or more combat missions in each
of the following wars: World War II, Korea and Vietnam.
Celebrating a 100th birthday is monumental in itself, but for
retired Col. Charles McGee, on February 4th, 2020, he found
himself in the Oval Office at the White House being
promoted to Brigadier General by President Trump.
"In the early days of aviation the designers were also the test
pilots. This had the automatic effect of weeding out the bad
designers." -Igor Sikorsky
Definition of a short runway - When the pilot is ready to take
off before the aeroplane is.
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An Extra Gem from Ged
Ged recently received the following email from a friend, Mike Higginbottom.
Ged
I'm sure you've seen the attached photo before - it's in one of Derek Piggott's
books. You will recognise at least 4 of the 5 people. It appeared today on
Facebook (The Heritage Glider Centre "page").
Some interesting comments accompanied it - the words below I thought were interesting,
especially the mention of the world's biggest soarer.
Bob Pirie
1957 National Gliding Championships at Lasham. I was there that
day (probably not wearing a tie) as a 17 year-old enjoying my
first crewing experience, for Rika Harwood. She had a creamcoloured Olympia 2 with (unusually) an actual UK civilian
registration: G-ALBO.
The Slingsby Eagle is the blue one to which Prince Philip referred
in the goodwill message re our D-Day 50th flypast, which I copied
to this Facebook site a few months ago.
The glider was owned by Ann and Lorne Welch, possibly Malcom
Laurie (or Lawrie?) and the 'mystery man' in the photo, John
Neilan. I always understood him to be a test pilot for British
European Airways and the story was that he had actually
managed to throttle back and soar a Vickers Viscount airliner in
wave over the UK.
A while back I was amazed to come across some Pathe newsreel
footage of that day at Lasham, including a snippet of me being
gobsmacked at suddenly being presented to HRH Prince Philip.

The author preparing for a flight
with H.R.H. The Duke of Edinburgh
in a T42b Eagle at Lasham, Hants,
Photograph by Keystone Press Agency Ltd.

In more recent times the Eagle was owned by a syndicate at the Southdown Club, Parham,
but I believe it has since been sold on.

Many thanks to Peter
Whitehead, who found
this picture of a perky
little Andreasson BA 4B
and sent it in. It seems
to have Ged’s name
written all over it! I’m
sure they’d have a lot of
fun if they ever got
together. - Ed.

13

Scene from Above

This is a picture I took during a flight in 2017 over the town of Spalding in Lincolnshire. You can clearly see the
Coronation Channel flood defences below. Spalding is right beside the Wash and I wasn’t particularly high at this
point in the flight. It was getting late, the thermals were weak this near to the coast and I was unwisely a good 30
miles downwind of Saltby airfield by this stage, so I had a hell of a job to make it back again before beer o’clock!

Oops!

They loved their experimental aircraft in the
early days of aviation and this model from
1942, the Vought-V173, was a case in point.
For obvious reasons, they ended up calling it
‘the flying pancake’ and it had some success in
trials, but unfortunately it was a case of
‘pancake by name and pancake by nature’ and
you all know what pancakes do, don’t you?

They flip!
... and after 131 hours of flying tests,
the project was abandoned.
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An Ordinary Day!
The stats are nothing special, a flight of
just over an hour and a half in the West
Bowl with a cloudbase of about 2,500 feet,
but this was on 19th July in 2020 and it
was the first time (and to date the only
time) our DG 101, FFU, had flown this
year!
Our poor glider had waited patiently in her
trailer all of last winter up at Walney,
while the weather gods raged and had
then sat through the first lockdown over
at Denbigh, when travel into and out of
Wales was banned. We briefly saw a
couple of photos on Facebook when the
workshop over there polished FFU to such
a high degree that it looked as though you could shave in the reflection off her wings, but
here we were, finally, rigged and ready to fly at Chipping.
After a brief panic because neither of us had thought to charge the spare batteries, we quickly
established that the batteries we had were fine, so all was set.
Being six feet tall, I don't so much get into the glider as wear it. The rudder pedals are set at
their longest and my toes turn inwards to reflect the shape of the canopy nose. For those of
you not familiar with the DG, it has what is called a ‘warm cockpit’, which essentially means
that the canopy extends all the way down to the nose, so that you can see your feet
throughout your flight and the sun warms your toes. There isn't a lot of room around my
shoulders either or above my head, so flying FFU is a distinctly cosy experience.
At the launch my toes are above the height of my shoulders. A lady visitor once suggested
that it looked like I was in a glass coffin ... I prefer to think that she thought I looked like the
Sleeping Beauty rather than anything more macabre!
To the day in question, the launch was rock steady to 1,200 feet (thank you Geoff Whittaker)
and I turned to the hill. The shadows of the Cu patterned the ridge, Fairsnape was dark but
Parlick sparkled in the sunshine. I put away the wheel with a reassuring clunk and all was
quiet. No one else was over Parlick, but there was a gaggle of gliders above Fairsnape close
to cloudbase. My first attempt to get there was thwarted (by prudence?) when I hit heavy
sink half-way along the ridge and I quickly turned and retreated to the comparative safety of
1-up on Parlick. A second sortie, tucked into the hill a little closer, saw me creep along the
ridge until a hefty boot from below and a cheerful wail from the vario shot the glider upwards
to the comparative security of 1,500 feet. The bowl behind Fairsnape was working quite well
and I was soon able to get established and enjoy the view along the coast to Heysham and
the Lakes, but more importantly to clock what everyone else was doing. I suspect it is hardly
a guilty secret to admit to a sense of gloating when you see other gliders struggling below
you or an equivalent irritation when you realise Jon Hough is still above you!
A glorious hour of hunting for bubbles of thermal in the West Bowl, interspersed with dashes
back to the hill to "top-up" when I didn't find any, is enough to remind me just how
manoeuvrable FFU is and how stable she is in a tight turn or in level flight. The grin on my
face barely fades as I straighten up from a tight spiralling descent to start the downwind leg
and the circuit home.
An ordinary day but a brilliant one. Let's hope there will be so many more next year!
- Richard Turpin
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My Last Flight
The best flights are often unexpected and I had a magical flight at the end of January 2020 in
Denbigh in North Wales. In the event, it was to be my last flight ever, ending 15 years of
wonderful flying experiences, but I had no idea of that at the time and, as it turned out, it
proved to be a worthy final outing and a very satisfying end to my gliding career.
As with most flights at Denbigh, the day
started with a hurried early morning rig
in cold gusty conditions and I found
myself in the cockpit at the launch point
frantically running through everything to
make sure I hadn’t forgotten anything
important in the scurry to get ready for
flight. The glider had spent some
months languishing in its trailer over the
winter and a quick check of the electrics
showed that damp had got into the
Garmin III and it wouldn’t turn on. (No
real problem there, I didn’t really use it
and I had my Naviter Oudie on board). More problematic was when I tried to contact the tug
and discovered that my radio speaker had also succumbed to the damp and I had to send the
wing runner scuttling off to the boot of my car to retrieve a hand-held radio. Everything else
seemed to have survived the winter however and with fingers crossed I called “Take up slack”.
The tug had taken Ian Ashton up in his Duo Discus about half an hour before and deposited
him near a wave bar over the ridge to the east of the airfield. As I was ready to tow, Ian was
still there, battling up and down the ridge and showing no signs of being able to climb away,
so the tuggie suggested we head upwind to the west and try to contact the next wave bar in
that direction. Frankly, looking in that direction, I couldn’t see any sign of a wave bar and the
sky just seemed to be full of ominous overcast, but I bowed to his superior knowledge of the
area and agreed.
Conditions were “testing” for the aerotow. Strong gusting crosswinds and some evident rotor
over the field made the tow a bit of a wild ride throughout and at times following the tug was
more like a dog fight than an orderly tow. (I was even tempted to go “Daga-daga-daga!”
whenever I found myself dead astern of the Eurofox). As we climbed. I also realised he was
about to ascend into the cloud and had to assume he had the appropriate IFR rating that I
didn’t and clung on. In fact, he knew better than I and the encounter with cloud was very
brief and followed by a sudden release into pristine clear air. He turned to port and I found
myself flying south alongside a white ridge of wave cloud. Using his engine, we gained a
couple of hundred feet running
along this ridge and the vario
started to make satisfying sounds
as the lift steadily increased. The
tuggie radioed that he thought
this was as good a place as any to
release and wished me a good
flight as he descended back to the
airfield.
I continued along the wave bar,
heading south as the vario
climbed to four up and stayed
there. The lift was stable and
strong and I climbed steadily in
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the sunshine above the cloud, enjoying
the crystal clear, silky smooth air after
the turbulent tow.
As the lift slowly started to wane further
to the south, I turned back and followed
the bar northwards, picking up the
strong lift again as I went, heading now
towards the coast and the picturesque
seaside towns of Prestatyn and Rhyl.
The view was stunning and the lift
continued to carry me up until I was
flying at over 8,000 feet and feeling like
a king. The only concern was that the
strong westerly winds that were feeding the wave as they flowed over Snowdonia were also
blowing me back towards the edge of the descent airspace for John Lennon airport, which was
inconveniently close to the best lift from the lenticular I was following. Thank goodness for
the Oudie, which kept a close eye on the airspace borders and kept me legal!
For just over three hours, I
continued to luxuriate in the
smooth air and winter sunshine
over north Wales, taking in
stunning views of the coastal
resorts, the extensive wind farms
off the coast and the beautiful
curve of the bay as it made its way
west to Anglesea and the
Snowdonia ranges. I even started
to wonder if I shouldn’t have put
some suntan lotion on my face
before take-off! - (In January!)
But, like all things, the time came when I knew I’d have to return and with that, came a
modicum of anxiety. As I descended into the air beneath the wave and headed for the
Denbigh ridges to let down for my circuit, I could tell that the conditions hadn’t improved at all
since my launch. In fact they’d worsened and I flew into a washing machine of gusting rotor.
At the best of times, Denbigh is a tricky field to land in. A narrow tarmac strip crosses a field
of thick mud covered in sparse grass. If you stray off the tarmac, you are instantly bogged
down in axle-deep goo, which can ruin your day, I promise. Only the previous week, on my
site check flight, with Denbigh’s CFI, Chris Gill as P1, I’d experienced what Denbigh can be like
when a violent crosswind gust caught the DG1000M as we were taking off and slapped us
down in the middle of the “grass”. The DG, with its giant central wheel, was so deep in the
mud that no vehicle could release it and
we ended up having to “winch” the glider
across the field at a walking pace using
their Skylaunch and cutting a long, deep
trench with the landing gear.
The other issue is that when you land in
the late evening on this west-facing
runway, you are landing directly into the
sun, which makes visibility problematic as
well. Anyway, it is probably fitting that I
finished my 1,000 hour gliding career with
a lesson in humility as I managed to screw
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up my final landing and covered myself in
embarrassment in front of a very
appreciative audience.
The standard approach speed at Denbigh is
70 knots, so everything seems to happen at
speed anyway. The wind was crossed and
very gusty as I lined up, set the flaps and
pulled the airbrakes for the descent into the
gloom, squinting against the setting sun. As
I came down, the blustery wind kept blowing
me off course from the runway and over the
grass. I corrected it once, twice, three times
as I descended and still I seemed to be
coming down over grass. I was getting pretty tense by then and I finally snapped and made
a schoolboy error. As I next crossed over the tarmac and only a few feet above the ground, I
unconsciously allowed the nose to drop and “arrived” without an appropriate flare to slow me
down. The Ventus, (which doesn’t suffer fools gladly) was naturally affronted at my stupidity
and reacted in typical fashion by presenting me with three impressive bounces (the third of
which was exceedingly impressive!) before the wheels
finally accepted to settle for a ground run. Fortunately all
three bounces were on the tarmac and I managed to roll
the glider to a controlled stop at the end of the runway,
where I was met by Ian, who’d very kindly stayed behind
after his flight to help me to de-rig. Ian was wrecking
himself at the state of my landing and it is fitting perhaps
that, after many hundreds of hours of stunning flying
videos taken, the very last frame of the very last video
my GoPro ever took, showed how much Ian was enjoying
my discomfort. It’s what friends are for!
- Keith Clarke
Incidentally, as this was such an important flight for me, I made a video of it and placed it on YouTube.
If you’d like to see the video, click HERE.
I’ll admit that shame led me to conceal my horrible landing from public gaze and in true cowardly
fashion, the landing at the end of the video is one that I successfully carried out earlier that week. (You
may notice that the pilot suddenly dons gloves just for the landing!) If you want to see the real final
landing, a private showing could possibly be arranged, but it will involve beers!

Basic Aviation!

Wartime can be a powerhouse of creativity and
invention, but sometimes you wonder quite what
they were thinking.
This French aircraft from 1915 seems to have
been cobbled together as the result of a call for a
basic fighter / reconnaissance aircraft.
They heard the word ‘basic’ at least and it
appears to be modelled on a giant pram with a
machine gun. I also love the idea of always
carrying a spare propeller “just in case”
(presumably for roadside repairs!) Personally I’d
want a lot more than a thick woolly coat to take
off in this to fly over heavily defended trenches!
- Ed.
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BFGC Covid19 Operations
The following policy is based on BGA guidance and on published guidance from the
Department of Transport. It is not meant to be exhaustive and is subject to change.
All Members:
• Members who feel unwell, especially those who have symptoms
of Covid19, MUST NOT attend BFGC.
• Members diagnosed with Covid19 in the previous 14 days,
members advised to isolate or quarantine by NHS Test and Trace, or
members who have been in contact with a known or suspected case
of Covid19 MUST NOT attend BFGC.
• Members classed as vulnerable or extremely vulnerable should
follow current government guidance before deciding if they should
attend BFGC.
• Members are responsible for knowing, and for complying with,
any “local lockdown” or tier restrictions, which may change. Members are personally
responsible for complying with any restrictions on travel that apply to the tier they live in, or
the tier that the club is placed in.
• Members should consider using the NHS Covid19 app to facilitate contact tracing in the
event that a member develops Covid19.
• If a member tests positive for Covid19 within 48 hours of having attended the club, please
contact Tracy Ashton, who will alert any members who were in close contact and may need to
isolate.
• Members MUST comply with social distancing requirements – ideally maintain a minimum
of 2m distance from each other. When this is not possible, maintain a minimum of 1m and
wear a face covering.
•

Please follow the “Rule of 6” – avoiding congregating in groups of more than 6 people.

•

Face coverings MUST be worn at all times within the clubhouse.

• Face coverings MUST be worn during dual or instructional flights by both pilots unless it is
unsafe to do so, or unless both pilots are from the same household.
•

Face coverings MUST be worn if sharing a vehicle or the winch

• Members are responsible for cleaning the high touch surfaces of the glider BEFORE they
fly- see cockpit cleaning advice
• Members should, where possible, avoid sharing parachutes – ideally by using their own
parachute if they have one, or by noting the number of the bag which should be written on
the board, so that they can use the same parachute again if flying later during the day.
• Members MUST regularly clean their hands – preferably by washing with soap for a
minimum of 20 seconds, or by using the hand sanitiser provided.
INSTRUCTORS
•

Maintain social distancing during briefings, which should take place outside

• Pre and post flight briefs should also take place at an appropriate social distance,
preferably away from the glider or with the canopy open.
•

Face coverings MUST be worn during dual flights, except if it unsafe to do so.

• Minimise the number of pilots flown with to a maximum of 3 per day. Avoid sharing pupils
between instructors
•

Whenever possible fly in the same glider all day
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•

If there is a need to swap gliders, ensure that the cockpit is cleaned before the flight

COCKPIT CLEANING
The cockpit should be cleaned by the pilot about to fly the aircraft using the cleaning
products supplied. Pay particular attention to high touch areas such as canopy opening
handles, control handles and stick, instrument knobs and buttons, harness fastenings.
Microphones- if available, use a plastic bag or Clingfilm to cover the microphone head. At the
end of the flight remove this covering and dispose of it. If no covering is available, clean the
neck and head of the microphone before getting into the glider.
WINCH/DP VAN
If taking over from another pilot/member, ensure all high touch surfaces are cleaned using
the cleaning products provided. Use a plastic bag to cover radio microphones, which should
be changed and safely disposed of, when another pilot/member takes over from you.
Maintain good ventilation by keeping doors and or windows open. If more than one person
needs to be present, face coverings MUST be worn
CLUBHOUSE
• Face coverings MUST be worn at ALL TIMES in the
clubhouse.
•

The clubhouse MUST NOT be used for socialising.

• If more than one person needs to use the office, the door must
be kept open to aid ventilation.
•

When possible try to use the one-way system in place.

• If/when internal gatherings are allowed under government
regulations, the lecture theatre may be used by a maximum of 6
persons – the door must be kept open to aid ventilation and
members should space themselves to allow the maximum social
distancing
• When cleaning the clubhouse- focus attention specifically on high touch areas such as
door handles etc.

Winging it!

I was chatting with the Committee the other day and showed them this photograph. We all
agreed that something like this would make excellent publicity material for the club once we
were truly open to the public again next year, so we decided that as soon as Covid restrictions
were lifted, we would gather every one of the club’s full members together and re-create the
picture with us standing or sitting cross-legged on the wings of EWP, with any overspill lying
on the ground in front of it. Everyone thought it was a marvellous idea, but Ian Banister was
in the workshop at the time and someone thought it might be a good idea to get his blessing
as well. I’m sure he won’t have any objection though and I look forward to being able to take
the picture soon. -Ed.

20

Unconscious Incompetence!
When learning something new, we are told we pass through four stages:
1. Unconscious incompetence
2. Conscious incompetence
3. Conscious competence and
4. Unconscious competence (ask an instructor - and the best of luck!).
Of course with something as complex as gliding, while we can be at one of the higher levels
for most of it, the confidence we feel as a result may cause us to undertake an activity that
superficially seems to be within our capability, but requires a different subset of learning.
This sorry tale illustrates the point.
Once at another site, I watched a couple of gliders fly a circuit and land in formation. It
looked nice and I assumed that they knew what they were doing and had permission.
Certainly not something I would have contemplated. Yet in the dusty archives of my memory
is a file labelled “formation flying”. I only did it once, for a very short period of time and it
didn’t end well.
Quite a few years ago, with the hill working to a reasonable height, I was flying out from it
when another glider slowly overtook me. It was at a safe distance and we exchanged waves.
I recognised the other pilot as someone who I knew to be very competent and he was
obviously aware of my presence. I therefore mistakenly believed that all was well as we
slowly converged and ended up flying parallel to one another. If I had been a Red Arrows
pilot, my brain would have been busy using various cues to judge my position relative to the
other and applying corrections to ensure this didn’t change, but all my unsuspecting brain did
was cause me to wave and believe that we were quite safe flying straight and level.
Suddenly I realised that the gap between us was closing at a frightening rate and with the
thought, “Why is he doing that?” I pushed the stick forwards and watched the other glider
slide over the top of mine. Then I made myself scarce. The conversation when I met the
other pilot went something like “Why did you do that?” “I didn’t do anything. It was you!”
Of course, neither of us had knowingly done anything to cause the convergence. Unintended
control, or air movements banking one or both gliders a few degrees produced the result
described. I don’t know about the other bloke, but I think I could have been accurately
described as being in a state of unconscious incompetence, (unaware that a skill or
knowledge gap exists). Stupidity would be another term. I was lucky I had the chance to put
the lesson into effect by not getting myself into that situation again. It was a pity that
beforehand I hadn’t the sense not to try something of which I had no knowledge or ability.
- Trevor Tuthill

Quick Quotes!
Newton’s Law states that what goes up, must come down. Our Company Commander’s Law
states that what goes up and comes down had damn well better be able to go back up again!
Sign in the Operations Office of the 187th Assault Helicopter Company, Tay Ninh, Viet Nam, 1971.

I never liked riding in helicopters because there's a fair probability that the bottom part will
get going around as fast as the top part.
Lt. Col. John Wittenborn, USAFR.
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Stranger Danger?

Was I alone in noticing the strange man who set up a desk on the peri-track one day last
year and was carefully scrutinising our operations, surrounded by a crowd of skinny
acolytes in uniform, wearing fixed smiles and taking copious notes in their little notebooks
every time he uttered a sentence? He seemed particularly interested in the Skylaunch and
I’m sure I heard him muttering “With one of these, we could maybe reach America!” The
sound of pencils scritching across notebooks was deafening! I’m not sure what he was
hoping to launch, but if America was on his mind, I’m pretty sure it wasn’t a K13! - Ed.
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...and may your 2021 be
everything 2020 should have been!

Editor’s Endbit
And so ends another newsletter and another year - and what a year! Let’s hope things get a lot
better very soon! As usual, a huge thank you to all the people who took the time and effort to
contribute and make this edition such a success. Remember, we always need your contributions!
The deadline date for the next newsletter will be Sunday, 7th 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
Stay Safe and Happy! Keith Clarke - Editor

