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PARAGLIDING

ISLAND OF THE GODS

Peter Christian

Erik Fearne soaring the golden sky e Photo: Erik Fearne

THE AIR PARADISE A330 AIRBUS BANKS TO THE RIGHT AS THE PEAK OF AGUNG SLIDES INTO VIEW;

ITS MAJESTIC VOLCANIC CONE TOWERS HIGH ABOVE THE THICK BANK OF CLOUD: A SOLITARY

SENTINEL STANDING GUARD OVER THE ISLAND. THE PRIMAL BEAUTY OF THE SCENE SPARKS A

CHILL THAT RACES DOWN MY SPINE. I SHIVER WITH PLEASURE: MAYBE THIS YEAR I WILL MAKE

THE EARLY MORNING TREK TO THE PEAK, ARRIVING TO GREET THE SUNRISE, AND LATER DARING

TO FLY THE VOLCANO.

he plane enters a slow descending
turn to the left and we creep past
more volcanic peaks. I am descend-
ing into a different world — low-
ered from the sky toward a rich tapestry of
volcanic peaks, terraced rice paddies, tropical
rainforests and idyllic beaches: toward the
Island of the Gods, the land of smiles: Bali.
The plane descends into the cloud and
banks to the south-west. I hear the familiar
whir and clump as the undercarriage extends.
Again the plane banks to the left onto final
approach and we drop through the cloud.
Shafts of multi-coloured sunlight glisten on
the wings; wispy clouds slide over their per-
fect airfoil shape. The anticipation is magic.
My heart skips a beat as I look across
the shimmering ocean toward Uluwatu; the
black lines of the legendary reef break peel
off the south-west corner of the island; the
familiar surf breaks of Balangan and
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Impossibles are in the foreground, and sandy
beaches arc off to the south-west. I scan the
ridge to the left of Uluwatu, my eyes secking
the familiar sight of a paraglider, but the
ridge drops from view, obscured by the
Jimbaran hills as the plane touches down
amidst the roar of reverse thrusters. I sink
back into the seat as we taxi across the tarmac
towards the terminal and think about flying
this afternoon, while my stomach, grum-
bling with delight, begins making plans for
lunch and dinner.

After an hour in immigration and cus-
toms, Scully and I stagger out the front of
Ngurah Rai International Airport and tum-
ble into a seething mass of porters, taxi
drivers, and hotel hawkers. Then, with our
usual predictable and almost perfect
co-ordination, we amble obliviously away in
opposite directions. I hear a familiar voice
shout “Selamat sore Scully,” and then laugh,

“Hey Mulles, stick with Scully if you don’t
wannd’ get lost.”

Five minutes later I am sitting in the
shade across the road, gear spread everywhere,
inhaling deeply on a Sampoerna. What a
relief to have escaped the mad bustle at the
front of the airport so easily. But that was all
part of the grand plan — all part of the com-
plimentary service provided by Bali Paraglid-
ing. And to top it off, our car is just 20ft
away and our accommodation already booked.
I stub out my cigarette and stand up. It’s
time to fly. Not before lunch, grumbles the
Asian worm that resides in my stomach.

Two hours later, after a quick Nasi
Goreng for lunch, lips still smacking of
chilli, I am standing on Timbis launch,
gazing out over the Indian Ocean. Cool
trade winds revitalise travel-weary bones,
as warm tropical sun dances pleasant on
my face. Paradise! Conditions are perfect:
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Soaring the Bali Cliff Resort

Brett Robinson soaring the Nikko Hotel

10kt and slightly east of south. ..

The new glider leaps skyward, arcing
upward and into the wind, yearning to fly.

I turn, take a step, and exhilaration floods
me. The wing greets the trade winds and I
am lifted, climbing fast. I peel off to the left
of launch and fly towards the Temple, then
turn, sweep back over launch and on toward
the quarry. As I cross launch again, quite
high by now, I see the familiar gold and blue
Syntax climbing out from launch.

I head toward the Temple, and soon the
Syntax has climbed to join me. We sit back
and soar our way along the escarpment. The
tide is nearly out. A colourful mosaic of sea-
weed farms fills the space between the white
sand beach and the reef. The roar of the break-
ers carries to us on the trade winds. Beyond
the reef break, the sun dances on the surface
of the azure ocean. Paradise! I settle back
in my harness and absorb the magical vistas
as the Artax slices eastward through the air.

We turn at the Temple, cross Payung,
and I glance to the north-east. Agung, from
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Photo: Colin Page

Photo: Robin Gauld

her home among the clouds, is still watching
me. I can’t get the smile off my face. Chills
of pleasure engulf me again. We turn slightly
north of east at the black Temple, and begin
to lose height as the ridge drops away
beneath us. But the lift is good: we maintain
ample height with an easy glide to the beach.
We track away from the ridge toward the
Nikko: a 10-storey, luxury resort that marks
the eastern end of the Bukit peninsula. And
then we are soaring back and forth along
this man-made ridge, doing wingovers above
tourists lazing around the pool. I position
the shadow of my paraglider above some
sunbathers, and chuckle as they peer upward,
looking for the cloud. We pass more gliders
as we cruise the three and a bit kilometres
back to Timbis launch. Crossing launch with
heaps of height, we follow the ridge to the
west. Around the corner from the helipad,
we turn back to check our penetration. Our
groundspeed is good. We turn again, and
run for the Bali Cliff: another five star resort.
At the Temple cries of “Halo, halo,” rise
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to us. I spiral down, and fly past the smiling
laughing Balinese children. They giggle and
shout as I climb back to join the gold
Syntax. Again we are wheeling and soaring
the ridge in front of a five star resort. This
time we drop down level with the people
lazing around the pool perched on the cliff
top. I recognise some of the people as part-
ners and family of pilots on the ‘Paraglide
Bali’ tour. We are close enough to hear
them speak, as their faces gaze toward us.

More gliders join us on the ridge in front
of the pool. I track off to the east in pursuit
of the gold Syntax. We pass the helipad, and
I cut back to the ridge that leads to launch.
Soaring far higher than expected, I glance
out to sea. White caps have formed: the
strength of the trade winds has increased,
producing the resultant surge in lift. Ahead
and below the figures on launch are just
dots. I watch the Syntax gradually losing
height as it tracks out from the helipad and
along the beach. Scully is setting up for a top
landing. I feel a twinge of anxiety: her first
top landing this year.

It has been a long travel weary day, and the
lift is strong: this is not going to be easy.
My heart bangs away in my chest as I watch
her wing edge in towards launch.

Suddenly the radio on my chest crackles
into life as a familiar voice reaches out to her.
“Hey Scully, theres a truckload of lift comin’
through here, you're gonna’ need to get well below
the ridge and come in fast through the lift
band.” 1 sigh with relief and relax back into
my harness, all the time listening to Ted’s
instructions and watching her final approach.
I’'m going to have to land too. She loses more
height and then turns and races headlong
at the cliff. The Syntax hits the lift band and
rises fast, lifting her easily over the lip to the
right of launch. She pulls the glider around
into wind and zeros her groundspeed. Slowly
the shadow of her wing comes up to meet
her. I see the wing drop gently behind her:

a perfect landing. Thanks, Ted!

I settle back into my harness and cruise over
launch: soaring the trades, floating high above
the Island of the Gods. Entranced by Agung,

and led on by panoramic vistas, I am unwill-

Warung Timbis inflight catering — Timbis launch
Photo: Ted Jenkins
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ing to land for another hour. I head back to
the Nikko under the protective gaze of Agung.
Later, we sit on the cliff edge, gazing

west past Uluwatu toward the island of Java.
The sun has already dropped behind a huge
bank of cloud. Crimson, orange, and gold
tipped clouds fade breathtakingly to a deep
blue sky overhead. The first Bintang barely
touches the sides but still I can’t avert my
eyes from the sunset. Fortunately someone
slips another cold one into my hand.

What a perfect end to a perfect first day.
I can't get the smile off my face. Who would
believe that just over 12 hours ago I was
boarding a plane in the midst of a bitterly
freezing Melbourne winter: a different world:
a lifedime away.

That smile is still etched into my face
the next morning as we head eagerly toward
breakfast — banana and honey pancakes, banana
and pineapple smoothie, and sweet Indonesian
coffee. Paradise! What will today bring?

“Pagi,” Ted chuckles from behind his
roguish grin. “Pagi,” we grin back in unison.

He rubs a hand across his face. “Gonna’
be a good day today.” How the hell does he
know that?’ I think to myself. ‘He has only
just crawled out of bed.” “Cloud drift is due
May 2005

Timbis launch - cool tradewinds revitalise travel-
weary bones
south. Might even get a bit of west in it later,”
he answers as if reading my mind. The same
exhilarating thought descends on the three
of us. “Ulnwaru!”

The mad scramble starts as we hastily
throw our gear in the back of the Kijang and
make our way to Timbis launch. The condi-
tions are as forecast: eight to 10kt slightly
west of south. I grin to myself: is he ever
wrong? No time is wasted, and soon our
gliders are climbing out from launch.

We track along the escarpment to the
west and cruise past the Bali Cliff resort,
losing considerable height as the cliff drops
away beneath us. There is no turning back
now: in this wind strength, we are commit-
ted. We pass the ghostly deserted village, cross
the gap, and begin to climb with the escarp-
ment. Ahead, Ngala, the highest point on
the ridge, thrusts its menacing buttress into
the ocean. At the base of the sheer one thou-
sand foot buttress, the sea explodes with fury.
It is a spectacular sight, but not a good place
to bomb out if you like staying alive.

We cross Ngala with ease, and run for
Uluwatu: the western-most tip of the Bukit
peninsula, 11km from launch. Uluwatu on
the second day; I can’t believe the conditions;
and I still can’t get that smile off my dial.
Victorids freezing winter exists in another world.

The trip back to launch is magical.
Riding the trade winds above the Island of
the Gods: blue sky and ocean surround us.
Our wings slice through the air as we enjoy
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Above: Erik Fearne soaring eastward from Timbis launch
Photo: Erik Fearne

the spectacular views, and the Island slides

beneath us. And still Agung is watching: the

Gods are happy and we are ecstatic: Uluwatu

on day two! Unbelievable!

What I had always called boring coastal
soaring kept presenting me with new chal-
lenges each day. What you could achieve
some days was impossible on others, but on
the special days you could do the lot. Maybe
that’s one of the reasons why everyone keeps
coming back every year. Or maybe it’s the
after-flight massages. Or maybe it’s the inflight
catering — courtesy of Warung Timbis!

I have described only the first two days
of my Bali experience. There is not enough
space to mention the other spectacular sites
such as Candi Dasa, Batur, Agung, and the
other volcanoes. I guess you'll just have to
find out for yourself!

Author’s note: If you want to have a great time, gain
heaps of flying hours safely, and learn how to do so
with expert tuition, you can contact Ted on the web
at [www.paraglidingbali.com] or fwww. baliparagliding.
com] or email him ar <ted@paraglidingbali.com> or
<info@paraglidingbali.com>. A special note to those
who think they know all about coastal flying. In the
past few years I have seen even experienced pilots
come to gricf on this very safe coastal site: they
thought they knew it all. Simple mistakes here can
result in serious consequences — weve seen it happen
occasionally over the years — so it is very reassuring to
have the experienced and ever watchful Ted looking
after you. Paragliding Bali provides expert tuition,
support, and truckloads of fun, and teaches you how
to fly safely on this spectacular site. See you in Bali.
Soaring Australia 3



%GLIDING
TWO DAYS AT WAIKERIE

Terry Cubley

DAY ONE NATIONALS

The task was an assigned area task, first to
the west towards Burra (50km radius) and
then south-east to Alawoona (also 50km)
with a slight dog leg to Woolpunda to make
sure that everyone comes home from the
same direction. The scratch distance was
something like 400km, but potentially up
to 600km. Given a three-hour task time,
this wasnt going to be a problem. I expected
to fly something like 330 to 350km, giving
an average speed of over 110km/h. (LS3 but
without water).

The weather briefing looked great, with
potentially thermals to 14,000ft, but in the
blue. The major issue at briefing was making
sure that we didn infringe the 12,000ft
airspace around the Burra turnpoint.

I started with Peter Buskens and Lisa
Trotter at approx 10,0001t to the north of
the river. This meant that we didn’t have to
cross the river near Morgan, a notable sink
hole. The route to Burra is quite desolate,
lots of low scrub, a single road and an occa-
sional smoother section of scrub that could
possibly be landed on. There is an airstrip
at The Gums (50km out) and then nothing
else until near to Burra. However, at 10,0001t
the world takes on a better complexion.

A couple of six to seven-knot climbs had
us well on the way. There was a band of high
cloud coming over the task area, and a really
thick band that hinted reduced climbs. Peter
and I decided to fly north of track ahead of
the band and we were rewarded with some
quite good climbs, and areas of good air —
not too much sink — which means that you
can extend your glide. Lisa Trotter and a few
others turned early but Peter and I contin-
ued on until a little north east of Burra.
Time to go back — with the joy of a tailwind.
We turned at the top of a climb at 11,000ft
and achieved a ground speed of 220km/h for
the next 50km to The Gums with a climb
of seven knots to 10,0001t again. Crossing
the river at Morgan, there were a few gliders
down low and we picked a good climb
across the river to top up height and then
decided to head south of track to a few
cumulus clouds.

This was a bit of a detour, and the first
cloud dissipated just as I arrived. I pushed
on to the second cloud and was rewarded
with an eight to nine knot climb back to
11,500ft. All of a sudden, there was a great
street towards the second turn at Alawoona,
with even better looking clouds beyond. I
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was starting to wish that we had turned
Burra earlier.

I was able to glide 65km for only 3,000ft
loss of height, achieving over 200km/h over
the ground. I was now doing the calculations
as to when I should turn back to Waikerie
so as to achieve the minimum task time of
three hours. With 45 minutes to go, and at
3km per minute (180km/h) I should b able
to travel 135km. This would mean no more
climbs, but there appeared to be good street-
ing on the way home. I took a seven-knot
climb to 12,500ft and then pushed south of
Alawoona under the streets until 40 minutes
and 120km to travel with 13,000ft. I turned
30km past Alawoona and headed home.

Heading north, now into a headwind,
there was good streeting to the East of track
but well worth the detour. I caught up to
others who elected not to make the detour
and who were previously 10 minutes ahead
of me.

The glide home was uneventful but not
quite three kilometres per minute, arriving
home three minutes over time, but feeling
pretty good. There was a lot of sink over the
last 20km which caught a few people out,
with a couple outlanding. No reason for it,
sometimes the glide can just be a problem.
Final result was 139km/h for just on 420km
in three hours. A good Waikerie day.

DAY 5 NATIONALS

This was a three-and-a-half hour assigned
area task, fairly complex with six turnpoints.
The weather predicted good lift to 12,000ft
or more, but with a front coming through
at the end of the day.

At launch time it was blue with fairly
thick bands of high cloud coming through,
but we were still getting up to 9,000ft.

The lift was quite weak below 3,000ft, and
although there were large areas of lift, the
actual cores were quite hard to find. I decid-
ed to stay above 3,000 and realised that if

I only found weak climbs that it would

be worth searching around a little to find
the proper core. There appeared to be some
weak thermal wave at 9,000ft but I only
manage to reach 9,300.

I started at 8,300ft and headed directly
to Notts Well, 35km to the south-west.
With cloud shadow out to the west we
decided to just go into the turn point and
then head south-east to Meribah. I managed
to meet up with Peter Buskens in the first
climb — seven knots for 2,000ft — and we

turned Notts Well and headed straight
to a small gaggle just east of the turn.

Chasing after the lead gliders, it was
obvious that there were long glides, and
when coming under other gliders, quite
often there was no lift at the lower altitudes.
A 50km glide and a six-knot climb enabled
me to stay above 4,000ft. There were small
cu ahead but every time I approached they
would disappear.

The task really required that I go to
the bottom of the assigned area at Meribah,
with the next leg over a large section of scrub
(40km wide) so getting high near to the
bottom of the sector was important. There
were a couple of nice looking clouds in a
direct line from the bottom of the sector.

It was going to be critical to get a climb here,
otherwise there would be problems
in getting through the scrub.

There were three of us heading to the
small cloud at the bottom of the sector. Rolf
Buelter flew under the edge of the cloud,
found nothing and headed off toward the
scrub. I pulled up under the cloud and
decided that a search was worthwhile. There
were three gliders and eventually we found
the core, starting at five knots and then
gradually increasing to eight knots through
to 9,000ft. Peter Buskens missed the main
core and was 2,000ft below when I left.
Jarek Mosiejevski in the DG300 and I flew
straight over the thickest scrub towards the
main cumulus 20km away and found a good
climb. Jarek eventually found the main core
which was 10kt, and we climbed to 11,000ft.
I headed off at 95kt over the scrub toward
the far edge of the next turn sector. A couple
of small cu provided good lift which helped
me to glide to the far edge of the sector
near Lake Culluleraine, arriving at 7,000ft.

The leg back west was under shadow
and I flew fairly conservatively through this
sector, topping up a few hundred feet in
each four-knot climb that I went through.
Over the Victorian border scrub at 3,500ft
I finally found a five-knot climb and then
a small cu formed just to the south.
Throughout this section I noticed that cu
were forming behind me — very frustrating
— so it was good that one had finally caught
up. As the thermal turned into eight knots.
Peter Buskens and Tracey Tabart pulled in
overhead — they had caught up 20km over
the past 60km.

The sky looked rather threatening ahead.
Bands of heavy cloud, some high cu, also in
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bands, and towards Waikerie the front was
rapidly approaching. With clouds over
10,000ft there is good potential to glide
through the darker areas, but how quickly
was the front coming? Three turnpoints
to go.

We climbed to 11,000ft and flew to the
back of the Taldra sector, and then along a
few cu towards Lindsay River in the North.
The sky and ground were dark but there
were good looking cu over Renmark, off to
our left. We just touched the next turnpoint
sector and turned towards Renmark. After
a 70km glide we arrived in a thermal over
Renmark aerodrome at 5,000ft. What a climb,
eight to 10kt which we worked to 10,000ft.

Once again the calculations. Twenty
minutes to go, 60km to the finish line, but
more than enough height. I decide to drive
further into the last sector to gain some
kilometres, but flying at over 100kt — keep-
ing an eye on the distance to Waikerie and
height available. Turn too soon and you get
back too early or too high, turn too late and
you are below glide with pressure to find
another climb. As it was, there were great
climbs and clouds — the best part of the sky.
120 knots on final glide, I finally came in

three minutes over time, but with 126km/h
for approximately 440km. Another exciting
Waikerie day.

GLIDING%

Author’s note: The other days at Waikerie were not
as good as these two days, but these were the two
days that I won and therefore fixed in my memory.
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2005 GFA Best Distance
and Height Flight Awards

The GFA Trophies Officer is calling
for applications for the three flying
trophies contested annually for
outstanding flights made between 1
May 2004

and 30 April 2005 - the Wally
Wood, Martin Warner and Bob
Irvine Trophies.

The Criteria

Wally Wood Trophy — for the greatest outright
distance achieved in one flight within Australia
Martin Warner Trophy — for the greatest
height gain in one flight within Australia

Bob Irvine Trophy - for the greatest distance
points score after application of the
appropriate handicap factor in one flight within
Australia.

The awards are for solo flight: the pilot
must be alone in the aircraft even though
multi-seater sailplanes are not excluded.

The outright distance trophy is for any
category of sailplane. The handicap distance
trophy is intended to give pilots of less
competitive sailplanes a chance, therefore it
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will not be awarded for the same flight as the
outright distance. The handicap factor will be
that published on the GFA DCE website. If you
know someone else has made a longer or
higher flight than you, do not be deterred from
putting in your application as that other pilot
might choose, for whatever reason, not to
make a claim by the published closing date.

Applications must include normal veri-
fication details by an FAI Official Observer.

Note that these awards are not a part of
the Decentralised Competition, they are not
administered by the DCE Convener, so
separate applications are necessary.

Send your application to the GFA Trophies
Officer, Fred J Foord, 18 Fremantle Road, Port
Noarlunga South SA 5167, or email <fjpfoord@
senet.com.au>.

The closing date, which will be strictly
enforced, is 31 May 2005. Y

GLIDING FEDERATION OF AUSTRALIA

Airworthiness Inspection
FORM 2 AND C OF A NOTICE

| | A Form 2 inspection is due and
a cheque for $143* is enclosed

[ ] The C of A requires renewal. A cheque
for $33* is enclosed for renewal and the
existing C of A document is returned

[ ] Initial registration package is required
and a cheque for $363* is enclosed
* Fees include GST

A) DOCUMENTATION REQUEST

[ | Please send me a change of certificate
and owner document

| | Please send me an application to register
an aircraft form

Aircraft Type........

RegistrationiimaricS iV Ll e
Address to which documents are to be sent is:

Name ...

Address

State. ..ccceeveieeeinees Postcode .....ccccceeeeriicnniinnens
Forward to: GFA Airworthiness Secretariat,
130 Wirraway Road,

Essendon Airport VIC 3041
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% GLIDING
Performance Week 2005 at Waikerie

Catherine Love

ON NEW YEAR'S DAY I WAS FULL OF EXCITEMENT AND NERVES AT
THE PROSPECT OF PARTICIPATING IN THE SOUTH AUSTRALIAN COM-
BINED PERFORMANCE WEEK/BASIC CROSS-COUNTRY COURSE. WITH
THE BALAKLAVA GLIDING CLUB'S MINI NIMBUS TRAILER IN TOW

I WAVED GOODBYE TO MY HUSBAND, AND DROVE TO WAIKERIE.

n arrival I found my fellow Balaklava
Gliding Club members sitting under-
neath the vine-covered pergola, just as
excited but swilling some fine red. The
prospect of flying out of a new airfield and
learning new skills would have long-lasting
benefits and improve our confidence of flying
cross-country, but for now it was time to relax
before a memorable and action-packed week!
This is my record of this very enjoyable time.

First, a little background about these two
courses. The Basic Cross-country Course
(BXCC) is geared towards early solo pilots
aiming for their Silver C up to the more
advanced pilots who are planning their first
300km. This week presented an opportunity
to develop vital skills and improve knowledge.

The Performance Week (PW) is for pilots
who may have previously participated in the
BXCC and are now ready to attempt more
challenging cross-country tasks. The extent
of pilot experience found in this particular
group ranged from those with their first
300km under their belt to Australian cham-
pions, various record holders and interna-
tional competitors. All told we had close to
50 participants, partly due to the fact that
some pilots would also be competing in the
National Club Class comps the following
week. I had just completed my first 300km
and was hoping to improve my average
speed to 80km/h.

Bernard Eckey, event co-ordinator and

South Australian head coach, assembled

a remarkable team of coaches and support
staff. Bernard and David Conway headed
up the PW team, and the BXCC was in the
very capable hands of Andrew Wright and
Terry Moore. Each pilot was asked to pro-
vide information about their flying experi-
ence and what they wanted to achieve from
the week. Based upon this information and
perhaps some discussion with the pilot, the
coaches could then advise the participant on
which course would best suit their needs. In
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most cases, the decision was clear-cut, but I
made the choice to straddle both courses as
I had identified gaps in my knowledge that
the BXCC could fill while attempting some
of the PW tasks. This fluidity was encour-
aged by all the coaches to maximise partic-
ipants’ enjoyment and learning experience.
Each pilot was then paired with a coach
flying a similar performance aircraft, or,

in a few cases, sharing a two-seater.

Every day started with weather and
safety briefings at nine o’clock in the club-
rooms followed by a morning lecture. This
routine was adjusted depending on the weath-
er. Between 11 and 12 noon, we would have
lunch and prepare our gliders for afternoon
flying. After dinner (put on by members of
the Waikerie Gliding Club), wed re-assemble
for a debriefing with our group and then
further debriefing at the bar, followed by a
lecture or watching gliding DVDs, and even
further debriefings at the bar...

Through excellent safety management,
Bernard’s appeal to hold an event that was
“free of scratched gliders and bent pilots” was
achieved. Almost all participants deserve a
pat on the back for maintaining diligence
and good airmanship. This also applies to
the many Japanese pilots flying at Waikerie
at the same time. During the whole week we
saw fantastic consideration on the part of the
hotshots for the greener ones! The event was
also testing combined aerotow and winch
launching operations. Apart from a few
minor incidents early in the week this went
remarkably well. David Conway, who had
accepted the role of duty instructor for the
week, promptly and effectively addressed
these minor issues to everyone’s satisfaction.
He also ensured that new arrivals were
thoroughly briefed and kept informed
of all safety issues.

Bert Heath from BGC and various
Barossa Gliding Club members did a fantas-
tic job driving the winches. Other volunteers

Bernard Eckey receives the Bob Muller Award

for his outstanding contributions to “Soaring Australia”
and the promotion of gliding from

GFA Vice-president, David Conway

co-ordinated take-offs, ensuring that we were
all launched quickly, efficiently and safely.
Their combined efforts allowed low cost
launching which enabled pilots with limited
financial resources to attend and hence
increased the number of participants.

LECTURES AND
DEBRIEFINGS
Theory is necessary if you wish to improve
your flying; if it wasn't some of us might
never attend a lecture! Thank goodness we
had some very informative, enlightening and
interesting speakers to bring us up to speed.

We were spoilt for choice with two
lectures offered each morning and most
evenings. The topics were broad ranging,
comprehensive and contemporary. Subjects
included team/pair flying, pre-flight
planning, thermal wave, height bands, flight
computers and Macready, final glides, cross-
country psychology, increasing your cross-
country speed, how to improve your gliders’
performance, block flying speeds and
identifying thermal sources.

I floated between both courses, tailoring
my theory to fill the gaps in my knowledge.

Debriefings also proved extremely
valuable because you were able to compare
your performance with others. Inevitably,
you learnt more from a less successful flight.

FLYING (THE BEST BITS)
The first day was reserved for rigging, check
flights, getting organised and for local soar-
ing. Unfortunately Monday’s flying was
aborted as great forks of lightning speared
the sky as thunderclouds loomed ominously
from the west. The threat of squalls and hail
sent pilots scurrying to de-rig and box air-
craft. Balaklava de-rigged two ASK 21s and
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Performance Week participants

two single-seaters in record time, making it
inside their boxes just as the first spots fell.
The worst of the storm skirted the northern
boundary of the airfield, a relief to those
brave souls who had left gliders out in the
elements. The organisers quickly changed
the program and put on some lectures
originally scheduled for later that week.

Tuesday’s weather briefing told us that
the forecast 45kt westerly would produce
textbook “thermal wave”. Bernard Eckey
gave a lecture on the theory of this phe-
nomenon to prepare us for the possibility
of contacting the wave! However, most of us
had to be content with playing around cloud
base at 6,000ft, in very gusty conditions, at
times making contact with weak wave-like
conditions at the windward side of the
cloud. We struggled to find space between
the clouds and as a result gave ourselves little
chance of getting near that elusive wave.
Bernard and Hayden Dunn achieved the
only real success of the day, soaring along
bands of thermal wave at 13,500ft!

Wednesday’s weather briefing was more
promising for cross-country soaring, with
light to moderate south-westerly winds and
scattered cumulus. David Conway was my
coach for the day and despite a late start we
had a great flight with eight-and-a-half knot
thermals to 6,500ft. Our task was 245km
but due to my relight and the resulting delay
we cut the task short in the end. David is
such an easygoing guy and later reassured me
that he was enjoying the thermal practice
while he was waiting for me. I doubt I'd be
so patient! Our first leg was very fast but by
far the best part of the flight was the final
leg. Thanks to David’s advice and a tail
wind, I enjoyed a turn free, and fast, final
leg. Woohoo, what a blast!

Thursday’s forecast was for a mild mostly
sunny day, with a mild south-westerly wind
and maximum convection height of 7,500ft.
Today I sat in on the BXCC lecture to brush
up on task planning. My coach for the day
was Terry Moore and his co-pilot in the
Twin Astir. Due to delays at the launch I had
to wait an hour-and-a-half until my coach
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Photos: Catherine Love

caught up with me, but fortunately we found
good lift to 6,000ft on task. However, poor
radio contact made it impossible to maintain
effective communication, so I made the deci-
sion to go it alone. The weather was looking
a litte claggy and when I got tired I turned
for home at Maggea. Along the way I dug
myself out of a hole from 1,300ft, my lowest
point so far on a cross-country flight. Just as
well I had a thermal marker — three eagles to
be precise. Thank you eagles!! Today had not
been a successful one for me but others in
the BXCC managed to complete the task.
Some encouraging remarks from our club’s
CF]J, John Wheatcroft, helped to ease the
disappointment.

Friday’s forecast was similar, but minus
the clouds. I put theory into practice and
spent some time in planning my task, and
practiced some pre-launch meditation/
relaxation/visualisation. I even imagined
seeing the turnpoints and completing the
task. This was a first for me, prompted by
a suggestion from Andrew Wright. I don't
know what was going on in my head but
by the time I was in the cockpit on the
grid I was itching to go, eagerly anticipating
the flight.

Today was my day. This may sound a
licdle fluffy but the task seemed to unfold
itself before me. I felt comfortable all day,
never dropping below the second height band
of 2,000ft (thanks to a Peter Busken’s lecture)
and staying mostly above 3,500ft on a 6,000ft
day. Before breakfast, Andrew Wright had
coached me in using Macready and the final
glide computer. The National Coach, Bruce
Taylor, had arrived the day before and prompt-
ly presented a lecture on finding and using
the best thermals. He talked about locating
thermal sources, urged us to take our time in
making decisions, fly positively and believe
you will get to a thermal. With these sage
words in my head, I flew well and achieved
my personal best of 77km/h, not a bad result
for the day.

Fine, sunny and warm conditions for
Saturday, another ‘blue’ day as we set out on a
200km speed task set for both groups. All got

around at least once in reasonable conditions.

GLIDING%

PRESENTATION NIGHT
Everyone attended a fantastic final wrap
dinner. Wine and chocolates were awarded
to people who had made significant con-
tributions to the week’s operations, includ-
ing coaches, lecturers, catering staff and
airfield staff.

David Conway, GFA Vice-president,
presented the “Bob Muller” award to
Bernard Eckey, for his series of articles in
Soaring Australia, and for his promotion
of gliding in Australia. Bernard also deserves
huge praise for his outstanding effort pulling
this event together. Gratitude and thanks
also go to the unsung heroes of the week,
the crews, who assisted with rigging,
de-rigging, towing and retrieving, and pilot
maintenance.

Some further achievements during the
week are worth noting. Tim Bates and Albon
O’Brien from Adelaide University Soaring
Club each gained their Silver C distance and
height in the club’s Arrow with a glide ratio
of 24:1.

Colin Stauss, on only his third solo flight
with Coach Merv Lindner, (both members
of the Balaklava Gliding Club) flew a 240km
task in the ASK 21. Colin flew most of the
time while Merv navigated with a 1960s map!

It was the first time the Balaklava Glid-
ing Club had brought their entire fleet and
probably a first in the clubs history to have
so many club members attend such a course.

CONCLUSION

I attended my first Performance Week in
2004 as green as you could imagine with just
45 hours flying time. This year I felt a lictle
more capable and yet was still blown away
by the depth of knowledge and experience
demonstrated by the participants. The
support and encouragement we received
from our coaches and more experienced
pilots was fantastic, and will continue to
inspire us as we practice our newly acquired
skills. This is a brilliant event and I can’t wait
for it to happen again in January 2006!

Catherine Love in Balaklava Gliding Club’s
Mini Nimbus at the start of the week
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PARAGLIDING
NORTH BROTHER RECORD

Jason Turner

THE DAY AT NORTH BROTHER HAD STARTED A LITTLE ORDINARY LOOKING, WITH CLOUDS ALREADY
OVER-DEVELOPING AT 9:30AM AND A LOW CLOUDBASE OF 2,000FT. BY THE TIME THE DAY'S PARAGLIDER

PILOTS ASSEMBLED ON LAUNCH IT WAS 10:30AM AND THINGS DIDN'T LOOK MUCH BETTER.

fter briefing the pilots on what to expect

I helped launch Dave, one of our recent
students. He quickly found some good lift

and was joined by a couple of visiting

French pilots. I had planned to drive to

Queensland after lunch to visit my mother,

so I hastily set up my paraglider for just

a quick fly, launching to discover some

nice one to two metres per second climbs.

For those who haven flown North
Brother before, it’s a 1,500ft north-east
facing launch about four kilometres from
the coast, with spectacular views stretching
up past Port Macquarie, NSW. Endless
beaches, tidal lakes, coastal headlands, and
the Camden Haven River snaking through
the town of Laurieton and out into the sea,
make this one of the most beautiful flying
sites on the east coast.

After cruising around for about 45
minutes the sky had cleared over the back
to reveal a sea of cumulus stretching inland
down past Taree, about 30km away.
Hmmm... Drive to Queensland to visit my

Jason checks out conditions at North Brother
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mother, or turn tailwind and fly towards
Sydney? Sorry, mum!

Big Jeff from the Central Coast had only
just launched and was still climbing; he was
keen to follow, but I just couldn’t wait any
longer. After an easy glide over the back I
stayed on the east side of Middle Brother
Mountain. Cloudbase was slightly higher
at 2,500ft as I headed down the highway,
avoiding some over-developing cloud to
the west.

The clouds were working well and 1
hopped easily from one to the next, still
following the highway towards Taree. Up
until now I hadn’ really considered where
I was going — I was just bouncing along
enjoying the view — but the further I went
the more I realised that my dream flight
of reaching Gloucester, 85km from North
Brother, could finally be achieved. But now
I was low. Really low. I'd hit nothing but
sink on the last glide and was about 300ft
off the deck! I could see by the wind on the
Manning River that the seabreeze was in so
I had to get further inland fast. Just when

I needed it the canopy kicked around and

I stumbled into some weak zero lift, allowing
me to drift slowly closer to some scary look-
ing clouds over downtown Taree. Suddenly
the lift turned to two to three metres per
second up and I climbed to base at 3,200ft.

I made my way past Taree, joining up
with the Wingham to Kramback road. Now
I was having some serious fun. At 45km out
and no higher than 4,000ft asl, I had long
since lost radio contact with the others, but
was enjoying the peace and quiet. I waved
goodbye to the coast and wiggled my toes
to try and get them warm because I had only
worn sandals. Ahhh, you idiot!

Base was getting higher now and at
Kramback I was able to climb to 4,500ft. I
looked back towards Taree, only to see cloud
closing in behind me 1,000ft below. With
nothing but sunshine and scattered cumulus
ahead I stretched out on the speed bar and
closed in on the last ridge before Gloucester.

After a rowdy climb into the Gloucester
Valley I heard the jump plane for the para-
chutists climbing out and realised I had
about five minutes before they dumped the
next load of meat bombs on the airstrip. The
sky still looked great, and I'm sure another
30km would have been easy, but I needed to
pee and the thought of a human being
hitting my canopy at over 200km/h helped
me decide that it was time to get down.
After a few spirals and wingovers I couldn
resist nailing the big X in front of the
hanger, to a round of applause from the
jumpers who had gathered to watch.

Chris the jumpmaster, who I had met
previously while acrotowing hang gliders at
the strip, recognised me and congratulated
me on my flight. There I was, 85km from
home, a North Brother record flight on the
score board, and an extra two hours drive
from Queensland... Maybe I'll go visit mum

~

tomorrow... Or the next day...

Thanks to Michael Cameron for giving up his
afternoon, and a chance to fly Katabunda for
the first time, just to pick me up.
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HGFA Editor’s Choice

This issue brings us up to date with Angelo
d’Arrigo’s Metamorphosis Project, showing
a side of hang gliding as seen through the
eyes of some young crane fledglings
(Siberian Migration). We also get a glimpse
of hang gliding through no eyes whatsoever
— Adam Thomson explains what it’s like to
literally fly blind (Hang Gliding Without
Sight). Kerry Bradley might need to get his
glasses checked (Top Landings — Irish
Style) — don’t try this at home! Jason
Turner, on the other hand, flies far from
home, setting a new North Brother Record
in the process. Also far from home is Peter
Christian, making us wish we were soaring
the Island of the Gods with him. More
exotic still, Taff takes us to a land far, far
away, Terry Pratchett style (The Birdman of
Ankh-Morpork), while John Shannon
discovers that there’s no place like home
(Journey Home).

This month’s $100 prize goes
to Lisa Miller, conquering all personal
challenges in her journey to become
a competition pilot (Ever Thought of
Competition Flying?).

The bright ones among you will
be aware that our year of $100 prizes is
coming all too quickly to an end... Let’s
make you work a bit harder for the last
carrot or two: the July issue prize (deadline
25 May) will go to the best “technical”
article submitted (exploring, in an
informative and educational way, an aspect
of our sport or equipment).

Richard Lockhart, HGFA sub-editor
<soaring.australia@hgfa.asn.au>

2005 Paragliding Worlds

Taking place 13-27 March in Governador
Valadares, Brazil, 600km north of Rio de Janeiro,
the comp had the following results:

GENERAL RANKING

1 Steve Cox (SWI) Advance Omega
2 Christian Tamegger (GER) Gin Boomerang 4
3 Stephan Wyss (SWI) Gin Boomerang 4

FEMALE

1 Louise Crandal (DAN) Gin Boomerang 4
2 Ewa Cieslewicz (GER) Advance Omega
3 Elisabeth Rauchenberger (SWI) Gin Boomerang 4

COUNTRY

1 Switzerland 2 Germany

Advance congratulates Steve for his victory
and Ewa’s second place in the female category, on
their Omega wings. Thanks to Steve’s victory,
Advance has become the first brand to twice win
the PG Worlds: 1993 in Verbier, 2005 in Brazil.

In the tenth and last task, after a very long
fight, Steve Cox was able to change the final
ranking of the world championship. Consistent
since the beginning of the competition, Steve
passed, during the first nine tasks, from 4th to 2nd
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place, and then to 1st. After numerous second
places in international events (2nd in PWC, Vice-
European champion) and a title of Swiss
champion, Steve arrived “on top” of the world elite
by winning this difficult competition.

The “rising star” of last year, German Ewa
Cieslewicz also changed her ranking in the last
task from 4th to 2nd position.

The Advance Team also congratulates all its
pilots and all pilots and persons who were involved in
the success of the 9th Worlds.

For further details and task rankings visit
[www.abvl.com.br].

Valéry Chapuis, Advance Team

CLUB NEWS
NEVHGC Annual General Meeting
Notice of Annual General Meeting for the North
East Victorian Hang Gliding Club Inc.
Where:  Wandiligong Pub
When: 7 May 2005, 7pm sharp
Agenda as per normal. Notice of motion to
adopt constitution. Constitution available at [www.
hgfa.asn.au/~nevhgc].
Paul Harrison, President NEVHGC
Ph: 03 57501613 or 0428 356239

High Adventure

Flights are filling quickly for Bali and the travel
agent says ‘get in early, otherwise package rate
will change by 7 May.’

We are also in the process of arranging a PG
tour to New Caledonia. Flights are from $690
including taxes, and accommodation is from $50
per night twin share. I've hired a French-speaking
guide to show us around the island. September is
their best month and they do a lot of XC flying
during this period. Please register your interest
with Lee Scott on 1800 063648.

NEW PRODUCTS

Pro-Design Thesis
Production of the THESIS 60, the smallest size in
the new THESIS series, has started. First gliders out
soon!

DHYV test reports for the Thesis 80
and 100, as well as the B-Safe Bl tandem reserve,
can be found on the website [www.dhv.de/typo/
Technik_Datenbanken.
438.0.html].

For more information visit [www.pro-design.at].

FAl NEWS

L
“ Kalps

Red Bull X-Alps

850km along the Alps,

day and night, on foot

or by paraglider, gruelling
hours, tremendous pain — one
of the world’s toughest adventure races.

On 1 August 2005, 20 athletes will launch into
the air from Austria’s Dachstein. Participants have
to cross the Alps from east to west by paraglider
or hiking and without help of other means of
transportation. Monaco, the destination, is about
850km from Dachstein and must be reached via
Zugspitze and Mont Blanc in three weeks or less.

Red Bull X-Alps is a teams competition (the
pilot and support person). The supporter can use
any means of transportation except flying and help
with the supply of food, equipment and
information.

Media coverage will include mini DV cameras,
MMS mobile phones carried by competitors for
website diaries; a helicopter with Wescam following
the teams’ progress; real-time website GPS team
positioning.

Online registration for athletes opens 25 April
on [www.redbullxalps.com].

Ratified World Record
Claim number: 9951
Sub-class 0-3 (Paragliders) — General
Type of record: Straight distance to goal
Course/location: Patu, RN (Brazil) —
Indenpendencia, CE (Brazil)
Performance: 308km
Pilot: Marcio Nascimento Pinto (Brazil)
Paraglider: Sol Paragliders Dynamic AR
Date: 29/10/2004
Previous record: 285.2km (22/06/2003, Josh
Cohn, USA)

FAI congratulates the pilot on his splendid

achievement.
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6 HANG GLIDING
Ever Thought Of Competition Flying?

| e

Lisa Miller

WHEN I FIRST BEGAN FLYING BACK IN MARCH
2003, I WAS OVERWHELMED WITH THIS

NEW EXPERIENCE AND THE FREEDOM AND
ENJOYMENT THAT FLYING A HANG GLIDER
PROVIDED. HOWEVER I SOON BEGAN TO

HEAR ABOUT COMPETITION FLYING AND MY

COMPETITIVE STREAK SPARKED INSIDE ME.

Lisa (right) and driver Monica Barrett after reaching goal at Sportavia

he big question that plagued my mind
for a long time was how on earth was I
going to become part of this? After all, I only
had about 30 hours at the time and was fly-
ing a Sting 140. Was I worthy of competi-
tion flying yet? All the competition pilots I
knew were flying a high performance glider.
So my quest began in September last year.

I heard that a group of pilots were heading
to Queensland to compete in the Canungra
Classic. I sheepishly rang up Stuie Coad and
said, 7 heard that you are going to Canungra.”
He gave a very enthusiastic response and
asked if I was interested. I explained that I
didn’t believe that I was confident enough to
fly, but did they need a driver? This is where
the journey began...

For any of you that are interested in com-
petition flying, I recommend that being a
driver for a competition is one of your first
steps. I had no idea what to expect heading
up to Canungra, but what unfolded was one
of my greatest learning experiences and a
wonderful introduction to competition flying.

On a brisk morning in September,
Rohan, Paul, Stuie, Meeks, Andy, Sammie
and myself loaded our gear into a mini bus
and made the trek to sunny Queensland. It
was a very long trip, so I armed myself with
a million questions that I planned to ask
along the way. After all, I had no idea how
to use a GPS, what they were going to say
to me and what they expected of me. By the
end of the trip I felt a little more at ease as
to what I would need to do, and as Paul kept
saying, ‘Lissie, you will be fine,’ I figured
that I would be okay.

The first day of competition had passed
and even though I was not flying I was just
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as excited to be a part of this team. Being the
first person to a pilot when they have landed
somewhere by the side of a road is some-
thing very exciting. They are just bursting

to share their experience, being a tale of woe
or excitement. I just loved hearing what each
person had to say. There was always so much
to learn from these stories, the reasons why
someone landed so early, the little mistakes
that were made, how each flight could have
been made better.

As I collected each pilot along the way,
we were always headed for goal. This was
always done in anticipation by all of us, as
we could not wait to hear the stories and
probe the pilots that made it with questions
as to how they got there. Having a pilot such
as Rohan Holtkamp on your team is some-
thing very special again. Someone whom
you have held in admiration for their awe-
some ability, now sitting on the bus with you
sharing the struggles and successes of their
flight. As I was not flying in the competition
I felt that I was able to absorb more
information and ask more questions by
being stress free.

By the end of the Canungra Classic I was
totally hooked and couldnt wait to fly a
competition myself. I now understood what
competition flying was about, knew all the
rules, knew about a GPS, understood what
was expected as a pilot and felt confident
that I would be able to do this someday.

I had also overcome the belief that
competition was only for advanced pilots
with their advanced gliders. Competitions
are for anyone who wishes to have a go.
Floater pilots are encouraged to compete and
even have a class of their own, which means

Photo: Carol Binder

that you actually compete against gliders
with the same performance.

So on returning home the first thing
I did was enter my first competition: the
Australian Open in Deniliquin. It was not
going to be until January, however that
gave me time to prepare and even have
another chance to be a driver at the com-
petition in Gulgong,

By the time I arrived in Deniliquin, I felt
really comfortable with the notion of flying
in my first competition. I understood what
flying to goal meant, what a turnpoint was,
how to report my position to my driver,
what to pack, and what it would be like in
the first gaggle leaving the start gate (this
was often very hectic!). I felt that so many
hurdles had been overcome and many
lessons learnt already through my experi-
ences as a driver.

On the second day of competition,
after landing out, I stood at goal and said
to Monica, ‘One day this will be me. She
laughed and said, 7 know, chick’

On the third day of competition I
managed to climb out on my first tow to
8,000ft. As I looked around at the other
pilots I realised that I was in the main gaggle
that was about to leave the start gate. This
was exciting in itself. As they all headed off
at a million miles an hour on the open task,
I headed off towards goal on the task that
was set for the floaters. The flying was beau-
tiful this day, and I remembered everything
that was said to me in the bus and in the car
as | retrieved pilots. Never leave lift, look for
certain triggers, search in a certain pattern.

Two and a half hours passed, and as
looked at my GPS I saw I had flown 62km,
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which meant I was only eight kilometres
from goal. The excitement was unbelievable;
I could not believe that I was going to make
my first goal. As I circled above the landing
I could see Monica run out onto the strip

at Sportavia. “Oh my god, its the pink Sting,”
she screamed as she waved her arms around.
I landed and collapsed absolutely exhausted,
but I had done it, and as we jumped around
in exhilaration the first of the open guys
began to land. Johnny, Kraig and Curt all
flew in, landed, and greeted me and shared
in all the joy. This was one of the greatest
moments of my life.

After competing in another competition
at Manilla, I now have 80 hours airtime.
Hence flying in competitions has allowed me
to almost triple my airtime in under three
months. Manilla provided me with many
more wonderful learning experiences, and
after winning my first hang gliding trophy,

I am looking forward to the next season
more than ever.

HANG GLIDING@

As T look back, this was the beginning
of my obsession with a life that is full of
dreams, fun and an achievement of goals
that are far beyond what I ever thought I
could once achieve. This is the life of flying,
and I know that you all, as fellow pilots, will
totally understand where I am coming from,
but for the general public who have not
experienced such a life changing experience
it is a difficult concept to grasp. I always
enjoy the comment from my peers, “When
are you returning to the real world?” I shake
my head, and with a big grin on my face,
reply that this has now become my real
world. For me, the experience of compe-
tition flying has provided more personal
challenges and the opportunity to achieve
more personal goals than I otherwise may
have achieved in my life time. I have chal-
lenged my fears and beliefs further than
I thought possible, and as I now integrate
back into my work and school life, I feel
a new sense of power and direction.
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Flying the ASW 28-18E

gh Hofmeister

=

t the Junior Nationals

IN EARLY DECEMBER LAST
YEAR I HAD THE OPPORTU-
NITY TO FLY IN THE FIRST
AUSTRALIAN JUNIOR
NATIONALS SOARING
CONTEST, AFFECTIONATELY
KNOWN AS “JOEY GLIDE".

I WAS FORTUNATE ENOUGH
TO BE GIVEN THE OPPORTU-
NITY TO FLY THE LATEST AND
GREATEST STANDARD CLASS

SHIP OUT FROM THE

ALEXANDER SCHLEICHER FACTORY IN GERMANY, CURRENTLY ON A DEMONSTRATION TOUR

DOWN UNDER. THE ASW28-18E IS A 15SM/18M SHIP THAT CAN BE FLOWN IN EITHER THE

STANDARD CLASS WITH 15M SPAN OR IN THE 18M CLASS. THE GLIDER THAT I WAS FLYING

WAS THE “E” VERSION THAT COMES WITH A SUSTAINER (OR TURBO) ENGINE.

rior to the Dalby Nationals, discussions

arose about the ASW28-18E being brought
to Australia by the Schleicher agent Bernard
Eckey. I heard that Bruce Taylor was planning
to fly the glider at the Club Class Nationals
in Waikerie and thought it was certainly
worth a shot to see if I too could fly the glid-
er at a contest. After contacting Bernard he
kindly agreed to hire the glider to me for the
competition. It so happened that the glider
would be visiting my home club (Darling
Downs Soaring Club) on arrival from
Germany which would provide me with
an excellent opportunity to get some time
in the glider before heading to Temora.

I had one short flight in the glider the
weekend it arrived in 18m configuration and
was instantly impressed. I was certainly going
to be spoilt flying this glider with its fine
leather interior and cockpit comforts to match
its equally amazing performance both in
cruising and climbing. I also arranged to fly
the glider mid-week in 15m configuration.
This was to be the configuration that I
would have to fly the glider in at Joey Glide.
I had two flights for the day, one unballasted
and one ballasted for over six hours flying.
There were a mix of conditions on the day,
starting weak at 9 o’clock in the morning
developing into thunderstorms in the after-
12 Soaring Australia

noon when I was flying with water. At times
I had to fly through dead air caused by large
areas of rain having to do one 70km glide
through still air to get home. My thoughts
after flying the glider were that it was a super
machine and once I had become familiar
with the glider I was sure it would really go.
Unfortunately by the end of the contest I
had only spent about 25 hours in the aircraft
and was still not hitting and centring
thermals as well as I do in my own glider
(Kestrel 17), this is to be expected though.
After a couple of flights in the glider in
Queensland I was beginning to feel comfor-
table about competing, despite the uncer-
tainty caused by bureaucratic paperwork
right up until a couple of days before the
contest scheduled start. It really taught me a
lot about planning and preparation required
when flying borrowed gliders. I was lucky
enough to have the company of Garret and
Renee from the US along with my crew
(brother Rowan) for the approximately
15-hour trip to Temora. I had met Garret
a couple of years earlier when he attended
the George Lee Plain Soaring Course. We
had kept in lose touch over the past couple
of years and I was excited to hear that he was
coming to Oz to fly the junior Nationals.
Garret and Renee spent some time catching

up with the Lee’s, scuba diving in Cairns
and chilling in Brisbane before heading
to Temora with us.

Unfortunately the contest became an
anticlimax to all my preparations, with only
three contest days, all being devalued. This
was made even worse for me, with a terrible
first day result. This flight however provided
me with many valuable lessons to lock away
in my contest flying memory bank. The day
was affected by storms and the launch time
was delayed significantly. When we finally
launched the day proved to be quite good
in areas.

Soon after the start I found myself in
the company of Adam Woolley and Dave
McManus in an LS8 and ASW20 respective-
ly. We flew together about halfway down
the first leg until we separated nearing the
decision point of when to fly into the first
sector. The turnpoint had a 40km radius
circle around it and was in completely dead
air. I chose to follow a cloud street along the
left edge of the circle which, according to
my instruments, had me four kilometres
from the sector edge. I planned to clip the
sector once I had found a good climb to get
me back up to base.

While continuing along the cloud street
what I didn realise was that I was quickly
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throwing away all chance of doing well for
the day and the contest. What I was soon
to find out was that I was misinterpreting
distance data from my PDA. T was in fact
17km outside the sector and would require
an over 30km round trip glide into the sec-
tor and back to soarable weather conditions.
A much different picture to the planned
eight kilometre round trip. As soon as I had
realised my mistake, whilst climbing and
preparing for the glide into the sector, a cold
shiver instantly went down my spine. As

I set off on my long glide into a stiff 15kt
headwind through dead air I could do little
but sit tight and contemplate the mistake

I had made and its implications on the rest
of my contest. I persevered though and put
this to the back of my mind as it would
require my full attention to get out of this
situation and home again.

I already knew that all racing speed
points had been lost and that I had to avoid
outlanding at all cost in order to save as
many points as possible for the remainder
of the contest. I struggled in climbs of less
than two knots between 900 and 2,500ft to
get back to good soaring conditions. When
I finally did reach the edge of the cumulus
I was at 1,000ft with cloud base at 8,000ft.
This made it hard to find the core going up,
which below 3,500ft was very broken. After
struggling for about half-an-hour with great
patience and persistence I finally made it
back to cloudbase.

All this time I could see pretty good
conditions heading home, however they
were slowly deteriorating as every minute
passed and I still hadn’t made the second
sector. Finally at cloud base I had about
140km to run and the time was about 6:45.
It was going to take patience and some good
decision-making still to get home. From

home. The cumulus were well spread apart
with only the odd cumulus located over
rocky outcrops and hills on the ground. I
glid over 100km to home at 65k, carefully
following any lines of zero lift.

Gradually I started to make up my final
glide till I had a bare 0.2kt Macready setting.
With fading light and some less than ideal
terrain to cross in the final 10 to 15km I
wanted a slightly healthier final glide. There
was a dying cloud street starting about 25km

GLIDING%

Photos: Hugh Hofmeister

from home which I had been watching
carefully for the past half hour. This I hoped
could provide me with the last bit of height
for a safe final glide. I reached it at 2,000ft
and carefully worked a couple of knots think-
ing that has got to be the best I would find
low at 8pm. It was at this time the sun dis-
appeared behind clouds on the horizon so
I figured I should continue along the cloud
street and hopefully pick an energy line. I
was worried that I might not beat last light
home and would lose all points that I had
saved. To my surprise the street worked quite
well for 8pm and I flew through about five
kilometres of four knots up to finish at
130kt. What a flight. My thoughts as I exit-
ed the glider were mixed. I was completely
exhausted and relieved to be home however
I knew that I had really ruined all chance
of success and could not wait to find a bed
and some sleep and to forget my ordeal of
the past five hours.

The following days were flown with
storms, with one heavily devalued day and
a scrubbed day where no one flew further
than 100km. We finally had another racing
day, which was day three and it turned out
to be our last. I managed a third place with

OAMPS Insurance
Brokers Ltd

ABN 34 005 543 920

Let us set a better course for your GFA Glider insurance

OAMPS Aviation
Australia’s Aviation
Insurance Specialist
ACN 005 543 920
PO Box 2481

North Parramatta
NSW 1750

Fax: (02) 8838 5770

Email: aviation@oamps.com.au

OAMPS

GFA Glider insurance packages
are the only option approved
and 1initiated by the GFA for
the benefit of members.

Why pay more than you need to?

Call OAMPS Aviation now

02) 8838 5760
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Part of the fleet at Temora

a reasonable flight and a speed of 97km/h.
The racing was certainly not as fast as I had
hoped and, after Dalby and finally with a
glider that could achieve a reasonable wing
loading, I was hoping to have flights where
we could average 140km/h. Unfortunately
the big days didn’t come till the day we
drove home. Well, that’s gliding I guess. On
the two storm-effected days I got to use the
28s motor and can say with confidence that

operated the engine start-up sequence with
my left hand, which is a very simple four-
step method. Anybody can operate the
engine and no previous powered aircraft
or glider experience is required.

I certainly consider myself privileged
to have been given the opportunity to fly
an ASW28-18E in the first Australian Junior
Nationals soaring contest. The 28 is certainly
a high performance dream machine and had

feel a part of the machine. The cockpit is
also very well sealed so high speed cruising
becomes quite relaxing with only the odd
rough bump that reminds you that you are
cruising well over 100kt.

Schleicher claim that the best L/D of
the ASW 28 is 45. I had to push some long
slow glides and can certainly say that it glides
and glides and glides. Unfortunately, with
low contest numbers I spent nearly all of
the time out on task on my own and could
not really compare the glide performance
to other gliders. I did get one opportunity
to glide with an LS8 and ASW20 on the
first day, I was certainly gaining in the glide
however I was losing a little in the climb due
to trouble I was having with getting my
302 vario working properly and finding the
correct C of G location. I have total confi-
dence though, after having achieved a better
glider setup later in the week, that it would
have easily climbed with its competition.
On those booming days it would have to be
the glider of choice with its thin high aspect

it is a great setup and very easy to use. On I more time to become as familiar with the ratio wing fully ballasted. I certainly know
both occasions I started the motor at 1,000ft
and did not feel flustered at all. T just kept

flying the glider with my right hand and

28 as my beloved Kestrel I'm sure I would which standard class glider I will be putting

on my shopping list when I have some lazy

~

only become more convinced that it truly
is the ultimate standard class glider. The cash to play with.

cockpit comfort is great and you really do
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FINAL GLIDE

Ray Baird

13 NOVEMBER 1925 TO 14 FEBRUARY 2005

A tribute by Kevin Saunders

here are many words used to
describe those who have made
significant contributions in their
particular fields.

Very few people can truly be described
as legends or pioneers, but Ray Baird was
one of that small group.

A founding father of the gliding move-
ment in Western Australia, his efforts were
vital in establishing not only GCWA, but
other clubs that later evolved in the State.
Ray wasn't just involved, he had a lifetime
commitment.

I first joined GCWA in November 1969.

During four years gliding in the UK,

I had amassed around 100 launches and
a longest flight of 26 minutes. I thought
I didn’ really have much more to learn.
I met Ray shortly after that: introduced
to me as ‘the instructor’s instructor’. He
had just flown the club’s new Blanik, GXB,
for the first time, and was asked what he
thought in particular of the 3,000ft per
rev altimeter that was fitted. He replied,
“its a fruit salad”. That was Ray, straight
to the point.

Ray and his team soon showed me there
was plenty more to learn, in fact it was over
two months before I was sent off solo again,
much the better pilot for the experience.
Ray expected a high standard, both in effort
and flying proficiency. If you did something
wrong, you were left in no doubt as to what
you needed to do to lift your game. If you
did something right, he was just as quick to
recognise, to compliment, and to encourage.

He was also good at fixing gliders to
keep them flying, but always with safe air-
worthiness in mind. On one occasion, some-
one suggested they fix a battered wingtip
between flights with a handkerchief, but Ray
insisted on a proper job. He didn't blow his
trumpet, he let his actions speak for himself.

After he was elected to Life Membership
of GCWA in 1963 he did very litte personal
flying, since he somehow felt uncomfortable
flying aircraft that other members had to
pay to use.

Ray liked things to be shipshape, and
came onto the committee again in 1999,
as amenities officer because he felt he could
May 2005

Ray Baird
with his GB2
at Caversham

make a difference — 55 years after he was
first on the committee. He took to the job
with his customary zeal and in no time at

all the hut floors were cleaned up and re-var-
nished during one of a series of working bees.

He led from the front. Both he and
Gloria could often be seen tidying the
hangar, amenities block and anything else
that needed doing,

Ray was a natural public speaker.
Whether it be running a gliding course or
giving a eulogy for a dear departed gliding
friend, he would hold everyone’s attention.

It was great to see Ray and Gloria
at the club’s recent 60 year celebration.

That Ray left us on St Valentine’s Day
was just the way things turned out, but
surely no greater love had any man for
his family, his friends and his chosen sport
of gliding.

His legacy will always be with us, and
our sport is much the richer for his efforts.

Significant Dates

1944-46: Treasurer of the then Perth Flying
School, just formed and based at Lake Pinjar,
north of Perth. The title was later changes

to Perth Gliding Club and then, in 1944,

it became GCWA.

1949: Vice-president of the GCWA, based

at Caversham.

1950: President of GCWA.

1958-1964: Chief Flying Instructor of GCWA.
1978-79: Chief Flying Instructor of GCWA,
making a total of nine years.

1999-2001: Committee member and
Amenities Officer.

Some Notable Achievements

27 December 1945: First logged glider flight
at Caversham.

1 September 1951: First aero tow in WA

in GB2 VH-BEK at Caversham behind

a DH 82 Tiger Moth piloted by Jim Pekin.

8 September 1951: Flew first cross-country aero
tow in WA, from Caversham to RAAF Pearce
Jor their air display.

June 1952: Performed a record number of
39 loops in GB2 from 4,000ft at Caversham.
4 January 1953: First aero tow over Perth

in GB2.

15 February 1953: Ray Baird flew the longest
aero tow to date, from Maylands aerodrome
to Busselton via the city foreshore in his GB2.
The tow plane again was the Tiger Moth, this
time piloted by Cyril Flood.

1958: Designed the first winch ever to be used
in WA.

1958: Attended the first National Gliding
School at Gawler to represent WA along with
Neville Wynne. Attended further schools in
1965 and 1968.

1959: Active in the clubs move to Cunderdin
and the re-establishment of gliding operations
there.

21 January 1962: Ray and Neville gnined
the national two-seater goal and return record
in Kookaburra GLA (26 miles).

1963: Elected to Life Membership of GCWA.
1964-1965: Organised instructors and air-
craft to establish the operation of Narrogin
Gliding Club.

1965: Supported the formation of Kulin
Gliding Club.

7 March 1965: Test flew a new Ka6, GQK,
at Cunderdin.

1966: Test flew a new Boomerang, GQY,

at Cunderdin.

1971: Ran the State Instructors Course

at Cunderdin, one 0f many.

20 July 1997: Aged 71, flew solo 300km ferry
Slight of Blanik GGI from Stirlings Wave
Camp back to Cunderdin. I was the tow pilot
in Pawnee FS]. The flight took three hours
with headwinds — and I had Rays lunch in
the tug! I never once felt him get out of station.
17 July 1999: Rays last recorded glider flight
(No 4935) in GCWA Blanik, GGI, with

a guest. Towed by K Saunders in FS].
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Hang Gliding
Without Sight

Adam Thomson

HAVE YOU EVER WONDERED WHAT IT'S LIKE TO TAKE TO THE
AIR AS EASILY AS A BIRD, SOAR AND TURN GRACEFULLY OVER
THE SEA FOR OVER HALF AN HOUR, AND LAND SO GENTLY
YOU HARDLY FEEL IT? DESPITE BEING TOTALLY BLIND FROM

BIRTH, I NOW KNOW THOSE SENSATIONS INTIMATELY.

s a blind person, I felt I'd be in an
ideal position to savour the unique
and quite literally uplifting sensa-
tion of taking to the air in the
best imitation of the birds that a human
being can currently manage — hang gliding.
My instructor, Tony Armstrong, describes
it another way: surfing the sky, which, as
you'll see, is right on target.

As T expected, it was a wonderful expe-
rience, and this one will be the first of many.
Having said that, I was in for a few surprises,
one of them being what the glider actually
felt like. Having felt aeroplane wings, I'd
imagined a hang glider would be made of
smooth, rigid and heavy plastic. It actually
feels like a thick sail, internally reinforced by
a parallel series of thin metal rods running

Are you sure you really want to do this?

3 Photo: Tony Armstrong
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a fair way from one wing tip towards the
other, with a metal pole running across the
narrower end. The pilot steers it by holding
a rail underneath it, tilting and turning it
left or right to guide the glider accordingly.
The hang glider has a lift drag ratio of
nine to one, meaning that for every nine feet
of forward travel we descended one foot.
Some gliders have a lift drag ratio of 16:1.
As both my eyes are artificial, I'd expect-
ed to have to wear skydiving goggles to pre-
vent them taking a tumble over the sea, but
as wed only be travelling between 30 and
50km/h, we correctly decided to leave my
eyes uncovered. It’s usually compulsory to
wear a helmet, but as I'm a bit hard of hear-
ing, I'd have found it difficult to hear Tony’s
instructions with a helmet on. So, for safety’s
sake, he allowed me to fly without one.
Another surprise was how amazingly
easy it was to take off. All it needed was
for Tony to take a couple of steps with me.
Then, with an abrupt jerk of harness straps,
we were floating upwards.
“We're in business!” 1 called joyfully, and
with a further exchange of adrenaline yells,
we were off.
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Before that, the harness had been put
on over my head like a neck high cocoon.
Having become airborne, I had to play hide
and seek with the feet stirrups for a few
moments until, with careful directions and
elaborate ankle wriggling, both feet were
in place.

That done, we lay face down in the
refreshing sea wind and got on with the
marvellous business of surfing the sky.
That's really what it feels like! Quite often
during the 35 minute flight, we were lifted
gracefully on the crests of small waves of air,
falling smoothly down into their cushioning
troughs: a truly thrilling sensation which
takes place whether you're ascending,
descending or turning. More forcefully
steered sky surfing feels as if you're being
swept up and carried high on the crest of
a surging wave before plunging down into
the softly enveloping ocean of the sky.

Banking and diving also has a wonder-
ful effect. The steep, powerful ascending
and descending turns give you a marvellous
feeling of momentum and release. When
banking more quickly, the accelerating
momentum at the top of the turn makes
you feel virtually weightless, which makes
the increased speed all the more exhilarat-
ing. As Tony put it, A taste of zero gravity
Jor you.”

During the flight, we travelled about
a kilometre from the hilltop to the beach,
although we moved back and forth a fair
bit along the shoreline. The strength of
the wind blowing up the hill determines
whether you glide (gradually descend) from
take off point to landing point, or soar
(maintain or increase height). If your lift
generated by the wind speed turns out to
be greater than your sink rate or speed of
descent, you can soar above the hill. When
you gain height, you drift gently upwards,
smoothly riding the many swift waves of
the sky as you do so.

The wind for our flight was an ideal
one, enabling us to soar around 200m up
from our take-off point, which was about
150m above the ocean.

At 350m above the sea, many miles of
coast and sea were spread out below us, and
Tony very thoughtfully described how beau-
tiful the view looked from that height, also
telling me the names of the various suburbs
which could be seen in the distance. Thats
an aspect of hang gliding I know I miss out
on. Having said that, however, I can picture
a far below scene in my mind’s eye as a kind
of clear, but distant miniature.

I was a bit concerned about how I'd go
hearing instructions, but the noise level was
no louder than walking into a strong wind.

May 2005

Touchdown

And a certificate to prove it

Also, as Tony and I were harnessed right next
to each other, with my hands on his
shoulder and hip, I had no problems at all.
The descent to the beach had the same
gentle grace as the ascent from the hill. For
the final few minutes I could hear the deep,
constant roar of the sea below, blending
with the higher, more muted gusting of
the wind all around. These sounds, together
with the invigorating coolness and clean,
salty smell of the seabreeze on my face,
all combined to create a profound sense
of openness and freedom.
About half a minute before coming
in to land, you wriggle your feet out of the
harness stirrups and start moving your legs
at a brisk walking pace. A moment later,
they’re walking on sand and you come to

Photo: lan Thomson

Photo: lan Thomson

a stop, touching down so gently that you
hardly feel the impact. It’s as enchantingly
simple as that.

The hang gliding experience is a unique
blend of excitement, freedom and relaxation,
which stays with you long after you're back
on the ground. The sense of well-being and
release it gives you is as uplifting to the spirit
as the flight itself is to the body. Just remem-
bering it is a joy in itself. Like any long
sought after achievement, it gives you the
confidence to move on to new ones, and
opens new avenues of opportunity such as
motivational speaking. Finally, it tells people
more clearly and powerfully than any words
can that having a disability does not stop
you from having a full, rich and happ}%ifg,
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6HANG GLIDING o PARAGLIDING o MICROLIGHTS

THE BIRDMAN OF ANKH-MORPORK

Taff (with apologies to, and permission from, Terry Pratchett)

he Patrician of Ankh-Morpork was pay-
ing his daily visit to Leonard of Quirm’s
rooms, when he got rather a bad shock.

Even if Leonard was not free to wander
the world, his mind still roamed the galaxies,
often returning with weird, dangerous, ideas,
some of which had produced somewhat
unwelcome consequences. Once it had even
returned with a nasty rash. But the price of
containing Leonard within the cell, rather
than, shall we say, “humanely dispatching
him to pastures new’, was the need to give
him the materials he needed to occupy his
time. This produced, on far too frequent
occasions, things that the Patrician would
rather had not been brought to fruition,
as was the case today.

I call it my ‘wind assisted air travel device,”
said Leonard of Quirm, without turning.

The Patrician smiled, “Saw my reflection
in the window, did you Leonard?”

“The window, as you can see, is wide open,
your lordship, and beyond even my capacity
to reflect on.”

The Patrician pondered this for a
moment. Leonard, for all his many capa-
bilities (designing weird and wonderful
new craft, formulating substances that
would remove unsightly mountains, painting
images of people so realistic that, not only
did the eyes follow you around the room,
but whose tongue would emerge to lick your
ear if you passed too close to them) was not
capable of mind reading. Indeed, Leonard’s
mind was so full of things, bubbling torrents
of thought and insight, ideas inventing
themselves, redesigning themselves, being
created, illustrated, filed and categorised,
that there wasn't the energy left for it to read
most of what went on within itself, let alone
branch out into another’s mind.

“So how did you know what I had picked
up?” The Patrician had given up trying to
work it out for himself, a most rare event.

“Quite simple, your lordship. It was the
sharp intake of breath upon your coming to
a stop within the room, the relative distance
it was possible for you to have travelled into
the room within that time, and the novelty
of the various items available at that point,
which gave me the variables, and it wasn’t
a huge deduction to make from that.”

The Patrician pondered this. Astute
deductions were so common for Leonard
that hed learned to ignore them at his peril.
But it was the reason for his sharp intake
of breath, and what Leonard would make
18 Soaring Australia

of the implications, that worried him. One
look at Leonard’s face told him he had no
cause for concern. Leonard’s thought pro-
cesses had seized onto the last deduction
like a drowning man grasping at a tree
floating past him; they were off into a world
of manipulative thought and would possibly
end up resulting in a design for a ‘device ro
measure distance by reflecting sound’, or, and
this was just as possible, a new and more
effective design for the teaspoon.

The Patrician returned his attention to
the device in question. Made of tiny wooden
spars, all finely modelled by Leonard’s crafts-
man’s hands, it looked curiously like a
skeleton of a bat, but covered in fine silk,
and with a model of a tiny man suspended
in some form of harness beneath it.

“So then, Leonard,” the Patrician oiled
his voice carefully, “have you made one of
these interesting devices yet?”

I haven the space in here to make a full
size one,”was the slightly petulant return.

“So I can assume, if youve not mace
a full size model, then theres no way anyone
else could have, is there Leonard?”

I very much doubt it. The angle and
alignment of the spars, and the way the device
uses the natural strength of the silk in its con-
struction, took some calculating. If you combine
that with the way in which I used the natural
curves of a birds wing to maintain aeronau-
tical stability, and the design of the rear wing to
control direction as well as ascent and decent,
then I think I can say without boasting,” he
said, rather boastfully to the Patricians ear,
‘that it could be safely said
that only I could manage to design the full size
working model.”

The Patrician sighed with relief. Having
the design of this craft available to anyone
other than himself could cause no end of
trouble for him, and as an inevitable conse-
quence, everyone else. In fact, a great deal
of trouble for everyone else would be rained
on the population of the city until the
Patrician was once again untroubled.

“But it would fly if a full size model was
made, even supporting the weight of a man?”
the Patrician asked, knowing that the answer
couldn’t be anything other than yes.

“Ob, indeed.” Leonard smiled to himself
at the thought of one of his designs having
the temerity not to work. A/l the models have
been very successful. T've tested 24 various
designs so far, just to see how they flew. One
is still flying out towards the city gates even as

we speak. I launched it from this window, as
1 did with the others, just as you entered the
room, and still it flies on!”

Leonard turned to find himself speaking to
an empty room. “He left in a hurry, how odd?”

Commander Sam Vimes lit a cigarette
behind his cupped hands, ducked down into
the recess in the wall he had concealed him-
self in, and swore that one day he'd have the
bloody Patrician locked up as a danger to him-
self. Himself being Sam Vimes, in this instance.

Here he was, up a tower whose walls had
proved unscaleable to even Ankh-Morpork’s
most determined burglars, walls that hed
taken the precaution of pouring an extra
couple buckets of pig grease down this
morning, and of all things, on guard duty
like a common watchman. Life could be
good sometimes.

The yard around its base was being
patrolled by Corporal Carrot, who was walk-
ing his young lady around its perimeter
out of courtesy. The courtesy being a conse-
quence of it being the night of a full moon,
and Corporal Angua’s tendency to adopt a
rather less than feminine attitude, or, as most
people would call it, ‘turn into a werewolf”,
at what she called, without apparent irony,
her ‘time of the month.”

Vimes had also sent Nobby Nobbs and
Fred Colon to guard the gate on the far side
of the city, to minimise the chances of them
getting involved in any robbery here. This did
not rule them out of getting involved in a
robbery over there, but it made life more sim-
ple, and vastly more safe, for all concerned.

As a final precaution, hed had Detritus
the troll replace the only door into the tower.
Or, to put it another way, where there once
was a door, there now sat Detritus. People
who opened a door and found Constable
Detritus on the other side of it, tended to
have very nasty, and very messy, accidents.
This usually happened before Detritus even
had a chance to smack them. It was therefore
an easier, and far more hygienic plan, just
to remove the door and have Detritus sit in
plain view of all who were considering enter-
ing the place. Few considered it for long.

So here was Vimes, sat up the most
heavily defended tower in the city, guarding
a small box covered in velvet, without the
foggiest idea what was in the box that made
it so important to guard, freezing his bits off
and getting more and more angry by the
minute. His anger was not at being there
— Vimes was a watchman from his balding
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head down to his thinly soled boots — but
because the bloody Patrician wouldn' tell
him what he was guarding. This was a situ-
ation only the Patrician, or someone who
was very very far from the tower, preferably
on a different continent, dare find amusing,

Sucking hard at the glowing ember of
his fag, Vimes stared up at the darkening
sky. Through the window opposite he saw
a lone bird circling high above. “Thats a
big bugger,” he thought. “Shame I don’t have
my crossbow to hand.”

He was almost asleep (though youd not
have dragged the admission of this out of
him, even with Detritus wielding the pliers)
when a sound had him slowly opening one
eye. From the tower roof, someone was slow-
ly making their way down. One brief scuffle
later, short, sharp, and with his truncheon
used to maximum effect, Vimes looked down
at the sorry sight lying at his feet.

“Far Albert, as I live and breath,” said
Vimes, as Carrot and Angua appeared
behind him with torches. The man on the
floor, who Augua noticed with some disdain
had less meat on him than Carrot had in
one of his eyebrows, looked up, slightly
dazed, and very bruised.

“Its a fair cop, Mr Vimes, take me in.”

“Not before I see how the hell you gor
up here,” replied Vimes, still wondering,

“I flew of course,” laughed Fat Albert.

That night, after Detritus had transport-
ed Alberts flying machine down to one
of the palace cellars, by his standards only
“slightly” breaking it in the process, the
Patrician and Vimes stood in silence, and
wondered at the machine.

The Patrician compared, in his mind,
the design of this full-size, working model,
with that of the other 24 of Leonard’s toy-
sized models he'd acquired. He had them
all now; no chance of them falling into the
wrong hands. Getting them had cost him a
relatively small amount in bribes to parents,
gifts of goo to kids, and one rather large
bruise on his shin where one uppity young-
ster had given him a good kick for taking
away his new toy, but they were all safely
locked away.

Vimes broke the silence. “The box was
empty, wasnt it?”

“What? Oh yes, I thought you might have
Sfigured that out. Theres nothing like a bit of
mystery to up the attraction to a thicf, is there?
But, as I find it impossible to believe Far Albert
not only devised the plan to steal the box, but
also manufactured and flew this contraption,
have you managed to find out who the
instigator of this crime is yer?”

Vimes thought he'd have a bit of a strug-
gle to identify the crime in this case. There
wasn't any law against flying above the city,
May 2005

and drawing one up would have the vam-
pires up in arms. Mainly their own. And as
Fat Albert was arrested before he even touched
the box, nothing had been stolen. Flying
onto the palace without landing permission?
“Not yet. We haven’t been able to shut
Far Albert up yet. Hes been rhapsodising about
flying over the city, becoming a creature of the
air, and how he wished he hadn’t bothered
to stop and try to get the box, but flown on
forever. He thinks hes become a bird. Hes
always had the brain of a chicken, I suppose.
He did let slip the name of Greasy Finnegan
at one point, but we couldn’t nail him down.”
Greasy Finnegan was a local “artisan”
who produced lightweight jemmies and
high-class coshes for the discerning mugger,
as well as being a fence, collecting money
with menaces, and acting behind the scenes
at various nefarious deeds. The watch had
been trying to nab him for something for
years, but he always eluded them, or some-
one, usually someone with broken fingers,
confessed to the crimes he'd been charged
with. His child was the spoilt brat who had
kicked the Patrician’s shin. It hadn't slipped
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4th International Berchtesgaden PG
Open

4-10 May 2005

Schonau, Germany. Prizemoney of €2,500. The

Registration and training day: 4 May. First competition

day: 5 May. Registration is now open online, with
English registration found at [www.
dhv.de/typo/Online_sign_in.1336.0.html]. At
least 25 places reserved for international pilots.

Red Bull X-Alps
1 August 2005

Dachstein, Austria. Participants race across the Alps

from east to west by flying their paraglider or by
hiking and without the help of any other means of
transportation. Monaco, the destination, is about
850km from Dachstein and must be reached via
Zugspitze and Mont Blanc in three weeks or less.

the Patrician’s attention that the child was
wearing a silk hankie on his head either.

“Of course, itll have to be destroyed,” said
the Patrician, nodding at the contraption. “We
don’t want any more airborne thieves, do we?
The city has enough problems with earthbound
ones. And before you even think of using this as
an excuse for asking for the watch to be allowed
to recruit more vampires, well leave it at that
shall we?” This was a statement, not a question.

Vimes stomped off, muttering under
his breath.

The Patrician stood alone, his mind filled
with the possibilities such a machine offered.

The next day two events, separate but
related, happened in the city. Greasy
Finnegan was found dead at the base of a
20ft high wall. He must have fallen off it,
repeatedly, to have become that flat. And
Vimes, out for an early morning stroll,
saw the same big bugger of a bird circling
high over the city. Lucky for all concerned,
he didn’t have his crossbow to hand.

(With respect and apologies to Terry Pratchett, creator
of the Discworld’ series of novels, from
where this pastiche is taken.)

Calendar

fee discounted, ie: 4 nominations = free entry.
Payment per nomination must be received by
10/12/05 for the entry and discounts to be valid. For
international ladies, should you not have enough
pilots coming with you, we can find

local nominations for you and in return these local
pilots on your “team” will assist you with local site
knowledge. As this is a winching event there will be
limited entry space available, so don’t leave your
planning too late. Contact us for more information:
Des and Arnold ph/fax: +27 (53) 631-1555, web:
[www.pottiesbnb.co.za].

IGC World Gliding Calendar
2007 and beyond

2007 WGC — Juniors, Bid selection 2005

2007 WGC — Women’s, Bid selection 2005

2007 Alternative Events, Bid selection 2005
2008 WGC — 15m/18m/0Open, Bid selection 2005
2008 WGC — Std/Club/World, Bid selection 2005
2009 WGC — Juniors, Bid selection 2006

Teams consist of one paraglider pilot and one support
person. For the pilot, mobilised transportation of any
kind is forbidden. The support person can use any
means of transportation except for flying, and helps
his/her team mate with the supply of food, equipment
and information. Online registration for athletes opens
25 April on the competition website [www.
redbullxalps.com].

Ladies Open Distance Comp
11-16 December 2005

De Aar, South Africa. This Cat 2 competition is not
restricted to women only, but they do hold the upper
hand! Every woman who enters the comp gets 4
nominations. These nominations can be used at her
discretion; for every spot used (male pilot nominated),
she gets 1/4 of her entry

2009 WGC — Women’s, Bid selection 2006

2009 Alternative Events, Bid selection 2006

2010 WGC — 15m/18m/0Open, Bid selection 2007
2010 WGC - Std/Club/World, Bid selection 2007
2011 WGC — Juniors, Bid selection 2008

2011 WGC — Women’s, Bid selection 2008

2011 Alternative Events, Bid selection 2008

2012 WGC — 15m/18m/0Open, Bid selection 2009
2012 WGC — Std/Club/World, Bid selection 2009
2013 WGC — Juniors, Bid selection 2010

2013 WGC — Women’s, Bid Selection 2010

2013 Alternative Events, Bid Selection 2010

2014 WGC — 15m/18m/0Open, Bid selection 2011
2014 WGC - Std/Club/World, Bid selection 2011
NOTE: Shown as running through 2014 for illustrative
purposes only. Calendar and

structure of the World Gliding Championships

will continue on as shown after 2014 (until changed
or modified by the IGC Plenum). y
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DREAM OF FLYING A GLIDER WITH ALPINE

e

SOARING FROM THE OMARAMA AIRFIELD.

*' NO SMOKINC

had previously emailed Doug Hamilton at
Alpine Soaring about which day I would be
driving through on the way to Queenstown.
He replied that we would probably go up in
a Twin Astir, which was fine by me.

Landing at Christchurch, New Zealand
at 11:30pm , I picked up a near-new Holden
Astra hire car and had a few hours sleep in a

w T

* ASHZ5 at Omarama Afrfie

20 Soaring Australia

hotel right on Cathedral Square. Then up
early for the stunningly beautiful long drive
through the central regions of Canterbury to
ascend to the upper plateau where the main
Southern Alps mountain ranges, pierce the
clouds.

After stopping at the famous Hermitage
Hotel village and gazing at awesome Mt

=
‘4“

Downwind leg, airfield on the right

Cook (3,754 m), Mt Sefton (3,157mt) and
the surrounding snow and ice-covered
mountains and glacier valleys for several
hours, I then drove back along the winding
Mt Cook road toward Omarama, with the
stunning turquoise-blue Lake Pukaki on the
left and the incredible snow-covered Ben
Ohau Range on the right.

After about 90 minutes I pulled into the
clubhouse at Alpine Soaring and was greeted
by Doug and after some chitchat we wan-
dered outside to search for a suitable two-
seater. Surveying the glider ‘parking lot,
Doug announced that we would have to go
up in the ASH25 as it was the only glider
left on the ground. I could hardly contain
myself, how lucky was I. Here was a beauti-
ful glider I had seen in Soaring Australia,
perhaps the best two-seater in the world
(no letters please), and often dreamed about,
never thinking I would ever get to actually
fly in one.

Doug quick