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Surrey Club Hangar—Lasham
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No! Conder Buildings are going up
everywhere but there is nothing un-
stable about them.

In fact, Conder Buildings are going up
at the rate of one every day . . . A
factory for Rolls-Royce, a canteen for
L.C.L, the new Belle Vue ballroom . . .
Conder provides the right answer every
time, cheaply and quickly.

+ Any span up to 200 ft.

« Roof slopes 6° or 12° or 17°,

s Clean design—no lattice work.
+ Travelling cranes up to 50 tons.

We can help solve your industrial
building problem—probably at a
great saving in cost.

Comprehensive literature on request.

CONDER ENGINEERING CO. LTD. WINCHESTER (Tel. 5095) and BURTON ON TRENT (Tel 54&
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The Epilogue of the Oklahoma Cow
by Philip Wills

In the December issue Mr. Wills gave a general account of his participation in the 1960

United States Soaring Championships. Now, in the following epilogue, which is reproduced

by permission from “Flight”', he describes in deraé"a;;‘rfs memorable experiences on the *Free
Distance™ day.

I'r was a calf really which produced the
epilogue to this flight, possibly assisted by
a pony, but I don’t want my title to be
ambiguous.

Although a lot of people try and hide it,
the fact is that most sailplane pilots (and 1
am very definitely amongst them) really
adore nothing so much as a good old v'u.}_ﬁ;
down-wind dash on a corking day. i
gives the maximum amount of trouble to
everyone, including the pilot, but particu-
larly the retrieving crews, and the organisers
don’t like it much because it means
Operations has to stay up all night waiting
for landing reports, and a blank rest day the
next day whilst everyone struggles back.
So, as I say, a lot of people Fretcnd they are
superior to the siren call of Free Distance,
but I suspect that few are without the
hunger, Like sex. X

Certainly at every morning briefing at the
1960 1U.S. Nationals at Odessa we eagerly
awaited the announcement of this task, and
there was mounting disappointment as it
was delayed. For the weather situation
meant that time was not on our side. The
weather at Odessa itself, and for 200 miles
around, never altered—strong thermal and
cumulus streets building up each morning
from 11 a.m. onwards, dying between 6 and
7 p.m., but further north a giant front
looped across the United States like a
2,000-mile girdle across the stomach of a
wide woman, and this moved slowly south,
eventually reaching Odessa and blanking
out the s with clouds and thunder-
storms on the ninth day.

WHICH WAY TO TURN

Now our winds every day blew at the
surface from the south-east, 20-24 knots,
and above 5,000 ft. (8,000 ft, a.s.1.) from the
south-west 10-15 knots; thus a down-wind
dash took one up to the approaching front;
as one got nearer the winds veered or
backed so one could turn and parallel the
front either way. (See sketch map, p. 6).

In these circumstances probably either
Friday 5th or Saturday 6th August would

have been good days for Free Distance, but
our task-setters were overburdened by a
promise to our sponsors, who had required
an Air Display on Sunday 7th; so finally the
big day was announced at briefing on
Monday 8th. By this time the front was
barely 200 miles north, and the decision to
be made was whether to attempt a cross-
wind flight into the lee of the mountains to
the north-west in New Mexico (where the
upper winds were westerly), into a region of
subsiding air and dry ,Ort

Oklahoma in the north-east, where con-
ditions looked better but the cross-wind
component on the way was much worse.
After much agonising thought I and most of
the leaders chose north-east, but in the
event it made little difference, as both
contingents made almost the same distance.

SKYLARK v. FLYING BOMBS

By now the days already flown had made
it clear that, on short tasks simply involving
three hours or so flying across the best of
the day, the Skylark could not be expected
to keep up with the leading Flying bs
designed exactly for this comparatively
narrow spectrum of conditions; whereas on
long tasks using everything the day had to
offer, my ability to start earlier and finish
later than them gave her a better chance.
So this was in another sense a Big Day for
me, for by now Dick Schreder in his HP-8
had piled up a maximum score of 5,000
points in the five tasks we had flown, and I
was lying 5th, with an annoying Ka-6
(slightly cleaned up) piloted by Kit Drew
just on my toes at 4th place.

The first small cu. could be expected
exactly at 11.00 hrs., the heavy stuff to take
off about 11.30, so I put myself down for
10.45, intending to hold the air on dry
thermal for the first quarter of an hour. In
the blinding hot blue heat we dragged our
way to the head of the line, I was packed in
in my shirt and shorts, my hat on my head
over a small wet towel (a very useful and
refreshing way to keep one's senses in these
conditions), another wet towel over the
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“ .+ . round and round in plus or minus 100 ft./min. over }hé f;bo;wraue ground”.
(Courtesy of “Flight™)
brought us round over the runway again at

perspex cockpit canopy which is whipped
off at the last minute, a llxmle of d:in%:(.!)io
wrapped in a wet towel, maf
mmdinthcwpoc et.botl;
ographs installed, sealed and ticking,
oxygen on, my devoted and perspiring crew
buzzing around, running out the tow-rope,
last-minute polishing of wings and canopy,
holding the wing-tip, flagging the tow-
plane, running, letting go—we were off.
Wheels dropped, we left the runway, the
flat and chequered brown landscape of
Texas opened up and widened to the ever-
3 g dusty horizon all around. We
climbed in a wide left-handed circle which

2,000 ft., the tug w. its wings, and 1
released and turned ri Looking

1 saw a few of the earlier

struggled off d nd in a

which 1 duly found.
Dotag Jotoed 3 % cola
ing joi a
clearly destined for Oklahoma,
on time the first barel
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started to form in the sky around and
above, based about 4,000 ft. above it. The
upper wind was much stronger than fore-
cast, and retained the south-easterly
direction of the surface, so it was with a
sinking heart that I set off across and
slightly into it to the north-east. In a wild
way I had declared a goal at McAlester,
425 miles to the E.N.E., as near the line of
the advancmg front as I dare go, but I had

ngc crew that I might have to fly
north of track to begin with, and this
became clearly a must.

DAPPLED CUMULUS

The lift was still only around 250 ft./min.
but the game was on, and I struck off at
55 kts. for the shadowy hint of high white
steam some 5 miles over the mesquite bush
to the north-east, followed closely by three
or four other aircraft. Within half-an-hour
the sky had developed into the usual Texan
elysium of dappled cu. based at 5,000 ft.
above the surface, their shadows below
racingacross the ground, alas, at right angles
to my course. There was no hope of holding
my track, and furthermore I was finding un-
expected difficulty in stgiking the lift areas,
coming in as I was from the side of each
upcurrent, and suddenly I missed one
altogether, Before 1 knew where I was, I
was down to 800 ft., one hour and 20 miles
from base, in a sk looking like silent
dynamite. Only sailplane pilots will feel my

agony—was this to be the end of my Big
Day? No thoughts now of speed or holdmg
my track; I struggled round and round in
plus or minus 100 ft./m'n, over the in-
hospitable ground, not daring to go further
afield. I knew that almost certainly in one
direction or other I could find strong lift if
I could reach the heart of the thermal in
whose edge I was clearly confined, but if I
took the wrong one 1 would be certainly
swept in the strong surrounding down-
current to an ignominious—and possibly
expensive—landing.

In such a circumstance a sailplane pilot
seems to run out of eyes, All one’s attention
is needed for the instruments, yet some has
to be spared for the ground below and some
for the sky above, and suddenly in the latter
I saw my salvation. A soaring hawk on
rigid outstretched wings came into my line
of vision from the south. Clearly he had
been in my thermal, and on seeing this
Brobdingnagian brother circling in the
distance he had assumed my wisdom was

in proportion to size, and had come
over to see if I had found a better bit than
he had. He did a couple of circles just over
my head, and 1 could almost see his beak
curl into a contemptuous sneer as he tasted
memlserableragsofmyhft then he turned
and glided straight back the way he had
come. No thought of saving the face of my
theoretically superior species prevailed on
me to hesitate—I straightened up and
followed my feathered friend and in two
m.nutes was circling up at 500 ft, a mnute
to cloud base and ition again.

I was once more in the running, but sadly
off course and perhaps half an hour of
distance lost, Lamesa was just to the north
of me, and since Distance was the order of
the day irrespective of direction, I must now
clearly reduce my attack on the wind and
alter course as far north as I dare. Poor
crew, struggling away to the east! If I had

radio, I am not sure that at this moment
1 would not have called them up and set off
for New Mexico; but the prospect of my
landing point finishing up around 800 miles
from them that evening was too daunting,
so 1 carried on.

OVER THE WET

Twenty miles covered the first hour was
followed by 42 miles the second, and south~
east of Lubbock I came over a wide stretch
of wet, irrigated land, with large round
mnddy ponds in every field, which 1 had
been warned might be a trap. But no, all
went well, and soon I flew over a line of low
hills, and for 50 mles or more a stretch of
wild bush-covered country cut into by a
series of jagged sandy dry river-beds, which
the thermals alone made safe for me. Then
we approach>d and crossed a larger river
vufhrcl!:. having clearly been discovered by
some devotee of T.V. Westerns, goes by the
name of Prairie Dog Town Fork, and the
country below greener and kinder.
We were in Oklahoma; the ground had
imperceptibly receded to onmly 1, 500 ft.
as.l., the time was 17.00 hrs., our average
specd was only 40 m.p.h. The wind had
almost drupg:d and the day was starting to
die. re was still no sign of the
dreaded front in the sky to the north.

Out of rﬂwhh:f tot theta_ngﬂ mﬁo

appeared a few high granite outcrops—t
first sign of hills we had seen in three weeks,
and south of them the last cumulus in the
dying sky lured me over the town of Altus.
There I climbed gently to 7,000 ft. and set
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off on my final glide. | was now off my
original map, so the exact direction to fly
away from Odessa as far as [ could was
rather a guess; but I set off north-east,
scanning my map for suitable airfields, and
at last it seemed as if one on the south-east
of the small town of Hobart might just
about come up and meet my skid. But as]
got lower I entered a strong southerly wind
and this carried me further than my chart
had led me to , S0 that I reached this
airfield at 1,500 ft. A comfortable and safe
landing, or another 9 miles to an uncertain
and possibly lonely one?

But this was exactly the advantage I had
over the heavy boys, who needed much
more in the way of large landing areas than
I did; so, fatigue after nearly 8 hours in the
cockpit notwithstanding, I flew on along a
main road running north, lower over fields
of cotton, maize, corn and fallow, until the
time had come. At 400 ft. I turned into
wind and landed in a large soft ploughed
field running up to the outbuildings of an
impoverished-looking single-storey wooden
farmhouse standing amongst a few trees by
the side of tl“t‘c nmin‘road. -

It was after 7 p.m. and 1 had been over
8 hours in the air; I climbed rather stiffly
out of my cockrpit onto the soft and sandy
plough, with a few old maize stalks sticking
out of it, a warm breeze from the south, and

a smell of earth and green growing things
again brought.back that feeling, known to
all sailplane pilots, that the wor
world had once more taken over, and
organising and sweat lay ahead before my
team could arrive and bear me and the
Skylark off back to base. A couple of young
men in jeans climbed over the fence ahead
of me and came ploughing through the soft
earth. There are not many sailplanes in
Oklahoma and none had ever been seen
in these parts, let alone one inhabited by an
Englishman speaking a strange and nearly
incomprehensible dialect; but in due course
| got my needs across—a telephone and
then help in derigging the Skylark and
carrying the parts out of the field to the
borders of the road before the onset of
darkness.

Eventually, however, it was done. I had
phoned Odessa and asked that Kitty, when
she got my message, should ring me and say
where the crew had got to; the wingtips and
tailplane were stowed on the lawn in front
of the farmhouse, on the very edge of the
road. The heavier fuselage and centre-
section, however, had us so exhausted by
the time we had carried them over a guarter
of a mile each through the soft earth and
up a bank that, at the farmer’s suggestion,
we had left them in a small empty enclosed
yard at the back of the farm, with a track
to the road which the trailer, when it

The approaching front and the choice of routes (Courtesyof *Flight™)
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“The road ran straight as a ruler . ., from horizon to horizon (Cnarra_y of"}:‘}t]gﬁ! <

arrived, could easily negotiate. We went
back indoors and, with typical hospitality,
I was sat down with the family at a simple
but enormous farmhouse meal, before
which, as the visitor, I was bidden to say
Grace.
After this, the farmer, his son-in-law and
I sat smoking on the veranda whilst the
womenfolk washed up (no use asking to
help in this chore in an American farm) and
put the children to bed, and we chatted on
into the gathering darkness, lit by a naked
electric_bulb, of farm prices, horses, the
ways of rattlcsnakes the price of things in
England as against Oklahoma and all the
thmgs that come up at these casual and
nexpected meetings of people from
d:ﬂ‘erent worlds. Kitty had phoned; the
team were 160 miles south of me so could
be expected to arrive between midnight and

I a.m, Icould not wish to keep my host up
so late and around 11 o’clock he asked if 1
would like to lie down for an hour's nap.
I gladly agreed, said I would get up and
wait by the roadside at midnight, and
promised not to wake anyone when the
trailer arrived, but pack up and steal
silently away.

1 was shown to the spare bedroom back
of the house, washed some of the sticky dust
off my face and hands, thanked my host for
all his kindness, and as I dozed off heard
his son-in-law go out into the yard at the
back and return to the house, which sank
into silence except for the occasional
of a prowling mosquito in the warm k-
ness around me, At midnight [ got up,
tiptoed out of the sleeping house and sat
down on the dry grassy verge of the road.

The road ran as straight as a ruler right
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and left from horizon to horizon. The
moon was nearly full and riding high, and
opposite me was etched the rounded and
rustling outline of a large tree from which
shrilled the stridulation of a thousand
crickets, From the farmhouse behind me
came the occasional mutter of a half
awakening child. Time passed on and I
thought of many things, I thought how
fortunate I was in this extraordinary sport
of ours to have seen so many lands and
scenes and met so many kind people. Of how
two years before 1 had been faced with a
similar but more uncertain wait in the
Pripet Marshes in Poland; then, as now,
Kitty had been thundering through the
night to my aid—then with Ray and Harry,
now with Gale and Bob. I thought of my
various sailplanes, and where they were: the
Scud still in England, a little anonymous
now after more than 25 years; Hjordis a
wreck in a hangar at Germiston near
Johannesburg; the Minimoa in Iceland; the
Weihe in New Zealand; my victorious Sky
in Holland; and now my dear Skylark
sitting in a field in Oklahoma bound for its
new owner in Boulder, Colorado.

The surface wind still blew lightly from
the south, but a light haze of high cloud was
drifting from the north, and the moon was
goinﬁeout of focus. The horizon was lit up
by the headlights of an approaching car,
but it was a good ten minutes before it
reached me, and swept trailer-less by and
on and over the reciprocal skyline.

1 mused on, on love, on hope and on
despair, Looking at the fading stars 1
thought on the universe, and touched on
the greatest question of all: What in
anven's] na.:inee islét;‘.ll about‘tfh'le;he crickets
chirped louder ever; knew as
much about the answer as I,

THE FRONT APPROACHES

The haze had thickened, a ragged cloud
drifted across the moon, and a distant flash
of lightning and mutter of thunder to the
north showed that the front was on the
march again, and coming my way, My
mind touched on Bills of Exchange, the
Bank Rate and four per cent Consols, by
alliteration on homs= at Kits Close, on
Krushchev, on Chris'mas crackers . . .

A few drops of rain brought ms round
with a snap, and a glow of | ght to my right
brought m= to my feet. It was after | a.m.;
this must be the trailer. It was. Ten m nutes

later, still cheerful after their 500-mile drive
and f‘az'um over.400 miles on the homeward
run, my team drew up beside me.

Quickly I explained the form; we put the
wing tips and tailplane into the trailer, then
turned up beside the farm onto the track to
the yard behind. As I laboriously undid the
wire gate [eading into it, the storm broke.
A violent northerly wind brought with it a
blinding cloud of dust, and as we drove into
the yard and tried to unhitch we found it
difficult to weathercock the trailer into the
wind, and get her hoisted onto her legs.
Then I led the way to the white fuselage
looming on the ground as we got near
I heard a cry of horror from Kitty. At the
base of the rudder yawned a horrid jagged
hole; the ply in the fin was gashed. Another
shout from Gale, leaning in the streaming
dust over the centre section, signalled a
staring ragged panel in the fabric near one
tip. I stood stupidly gaping. This was
impossible—in an empty yard?—when 1 had
explained so carefully, as is my wont, how
delicately the Skylark must be handled on
the ground.

THE CULPRITS

But now cams more shouts and scuffles in
the darkness and gritting wind, and round
the corner of the trailer, in the light of
Kitty’s torch, came the flying shapes of a
small calf and a pony, racing for the open
gate behind m= and freedom. Instinctively
I shot ahead of them and closed it—I could
not repay my host’s kindness by letting the
beasts loose, whatever they had done. But
there was no more to be said. For some
reason for ever unexplained, the son-in-law,
when he went out after I had laid down,
must have turned these two frisky animals
into the yard where we had put the Skylark,
and retired to bed.

Sadly we locked up our wounded craft,
sadly we stole out onto the wind-swept road,
sadly we drove away into the night, drove
until the sky br.ghtened, the sun rose again,
the day’s heat returned; alternately we
drove and slept in the back, and about
11 am., exactly twenty-four hours and
more than 900 m les after we had left it, my
crew ard I were back in Odessa.

How we needed sleep! But we were
inexorably driven by the necessity to repair
the ravages of the night on the Skylark. In
this, Gale took the major brunt with willing
help from others, since this is a field in
which 1 am woefully deficient. Apart from
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the damages we had seen, the paint was
rasped by tongue and teeth, since dope has
a taste irrisistible to cattle; but on the whole
we were lucky. The next day the front had
caught us up and there was no flying, so by
the following and final day I was once more
in the air, and put up a reasonable flight.
As for The Day, on the whole it has been
worth while, for this was the only day in
which the HP-8 lost first place, the RJ-5
being ahead of me by 10 miles, and the

Skylark, with a distance of 298 miles,
clocking an honourable second place by
virtue of my extra hard-won 9 miles, and
ascending to 4th place in the ion-
ships, which it held to the end. But for the
Oklahoman cow, it would have been quite a
triumph.
But I am left with a serious social problem:

1 promised to write a letter to my host of the
night g,n my return to England. What am I
to say?

INTERPRETATIONS

by Chris Chapman
Reproduced from Southdown Gliding Club Newsletter

FOR the benefit of the newer members, who may be a little overawed and confused at
the statements made by the clucd—up solo pilots and winchdrivers, I am listing below
translations of the commonly heard expressions, or the true meaning thereof:

WHAT IS SAID

WiNCH DRIVERS
It was impossible to see the stop sign.

We got a bit of a snart-up on the winch.

GROUND HANDLING
What are those fools playing about at
down there?

LocaL FLymNG

1 ran into terrific sink—about 20 down,

The trouble with the Tutor is you're so
darned exposed to the elements.

That’s quite all right, old boy, you can
have my turn.

But the Tutor was miles away at the time.

INSTRUCTORS
You have to let the pupil try a landing by
himself,

Cross-COUNTRY
1 picked a wonderful field right by a road
with a farmhouse at one end.

I don’t find cloud flying at all difficult.

LocAL SOARING AT...

I cI'mbed up on the inside of the Oly and
HI::: Skylark and was soon looking down on
them.

WHAT IS MEANT

There were a couple of girls going by in
shorts,

I forgot to ask the winder-on if he had
ever wound on before,

Spoken by winch end referring to ]a.unch
end and vice versa. (New members ma
join in this one).

I didn’t realise the ficld was so far away.

I can never remember which pedal to
press in a turn.

It won't be soarable for the next hour or
50,

I knew it was Bill by the red bobble on
his hat and I thought: I'll frighten the so-
and-so out of my thermal.

I didn't take over in time, but it won’t
take a moment to de-rig the T-21 and get it
back into the field and rig it again.

Imntto]andinthe_ﬁeldtlwoﬂmrside
of the road and just missed the bus as I
came over it.

When I come out and find the sun below
me I know straight away which way up I

am,
When they saw my ﬁymg :hey thought
they'd be safer in another
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A Day of Ups and Downs

by Mike Garrod
The East African Gliding Club, based at Nakuru in the Kenya Highlands, has been operating

for about four years, but with only a
This story is about one particular day

ew low-performance gliders progress has been slow.
iring February, 1960, when a local record was broken

three times.

T was hot! very hot! The ground was

dry and dusty, the grass parched brown.
It hadn’t rained for eight weeks. Every five
or ten minutes the windsock would suddenly
leap into life and point in the direction of
a madly whirling mass of dust, which would

aloft at an astounding rate. The
sun shone down remorselessly out of a blue

“A promising day,” I mused to myself
while towing the Grunau out to the far end
of the runway. In spite of wearing the
minimum of clothing I was coming out in
a sweat just sitting in my car. In contrast,
my African wing-tip holder strode along
apparently unperturbed by the heat.

The usual trio had turned up to fly the
Grunau: Tony Stocken (C.Fl1.), Bill
Sheppard and myself. Up to mid-day
nobody got away, and the “Evil Spirit”
proved to be my oxygen set. Tony contacted
a thermal and disappeared aloft, wearing

shorts, open-neck shirt and bush hat. The
oxygen set lay on the ground!
Between circuits by the Cadet we searched

the sky for the Grunau, but in vain. An
hour-and-a-half after he had left he
reappeared, and 1 wandered over carelessly
}: the stationary glider to ask him how h}gh
got.
“Sixteen thousand feet,”” came his reply.

1 must have near Jmuped out of my
skin, “What? No"‘ I gasped. “That’s the
record, isn't it?"

It was, by 400 ft,

The prospect of a flight over 15,000 ft.
spurred Bill and myself into greater
but we failed miserably. The presence of
an oxygen set in the cockpit seemed fatal.
In desperation, as the cable tightened for
my third launch, I chanted the words: “I’ll
be back in two minutes.™

It worked! I released bang in a thermal
and rose rapidly. The “Evil Spirit” tried to
interfere with my good fortune, as my
oxygen bottle, jammed against my right
elbow,mterfemd with my stick movements.
A change to a left-hand turn made matters
easier, and the rate of climb steadied at
five metres per second.

The three record-breakers,

L. to R., Tony Stocken (in

cockpir), Mike Garrod and
Bill Sheppard.
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It was just another thermal really, but
the altimeter was reading abnom]a.ll)'. It
wound up through 10,000 ft, like the second
hand of a watch and charged through
twelve to fourteen thousand feet in the
time it took to get my oxygen mask on! It
wasn't until sixteen thousand had been
registered that the rate of climb showed any
sign of easing off, and eventually dropped
to zero wnh 17, 200 ft. indicated. Glancing
upwards, I noticed that the cloudbase was
at least 1,000 ft. higher.

Mindful of the fact that Bill might yet
achieve Gold C height, which I had achieved
some years earlier, I gave up any idea of
scraping up a few more hundred feet and
pulled at the airbrake lever. Nothing
happened! For the first time in my life I
searched for a negative thermal and circled
down in that until the brakes unstuck at
10,000 ft. My “Up and Down"’ lasted 57
minutes.

Tony came over and asked the same
question I had put to him earlier.

“Seventeen thousand two hundred,'” I
answered triumphantly.

“No, you so and so!"* he burst out.

But my record was short-lived. We rushed
Bill into the air, fully &xpecting him to be
back in a matter of minutes. We watched

his grim struggle at 600 ft. for almost ten
minutes, and finally finding some stronger
lift, he too disappeared into the dazzling,
late afternoon sky.

We waited anxiously for almost two
hours, and began to make wild speculauom.
Tony murmured somcthum about getting
the trailer ready. Bill just wasn’t anywhere
to be scen. Then suddenly, as if by magic,
he was in the circuit and down on the run-

way.

Tony and I walked over to the stationary
glider and asked the inevitable question.

*“Oh, only seventeen six!"" came the
modest reply.

Need I relate our reactions? Let it
suffice that we celebrated the day’s flying
that evening at Bill’s expense.

And the moral to this story? Well, one
might say: *Don't count your chickens
until the day after they hatch.

= AVIVAY

Three climbs on one barograph.

Crossfell Electric
Variometer

* Five inch long linear szale to 10
F.P.S.

* ‘Scale X 3’ Switch on Indicator,

* Accurately controlled response
time — variable if required.

* Recently proved fully effective
in soaring flight at 28 000 ft.

* Used in competition flying
throughout the world.

The Crossfell is the vario that
means what it says

Ex Srock from

Crossfell Variometers,
I Lyndale Avenue,
London, N.W.2

Alexander SCHLEICHER
K.7

HIGH PERFORMANCE TWO SEATER

Min Sink 2ft. 6ins./sec. at 42 m.p.h.
1in 26 at 50 mp.h.
1in 20 at 74 mp.h.
1in 17.5 at 82 m.p.h.

Suitable from ab initio training through to
500 Km. distance. British C of A.

Price £1150 approx.

(DUTY AND FRE:GHT PAID)

Demons.ration aircraft seen at
London Gliding Club, Dunstable

APPLY

P. A. HEARKE & PARTNERS
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GLIDING SITES IN

Club Name of Sie Tel. No. Position f!a‘elgk; Lat. and Long.
. as.d.
ARMY ; ScouTs; | Lasham Herriard 270 | Between Alton 600 | 51.11 N,,01.02 W,
Crown ACENTS; Im- and Basingstoke
PERIAL ’
Pousa A.F.A.;
SurRRrEY; LasHam Gi.
BrisToL Nympsfield Uley 342 SSmmﬂﬁudS.W. 400 | S1.43 N., 0217 W,
CAMBRIDGE Cambridge Cambridge Marshall's, 2 m. 50 | 5212 N, 00,11 E.
UNIVERSITY 56291 E, Cambridge
CORNISH Perranporth i 7 m. N.W. Truro 320 | 50.20N.,05.11'W.
COVENTRY Baginion Toll Barr 3377 3 m. 5.E. Coventry 270 | 5222 N,, 0129 W,
COVENTRY Edgehill Sm. N.W. 640 | 5205 N, 01,28 W,
Banbury
DerpySHIRE & Camphill Tideswell 207 8 m. N.E. 1,350 | 53.18 N.,01.43 W,
LANCASHIRE Buxton
Kent; RovaL No fixed site
ENGINEERS
Dunstable Dunstable 2 m. SW. 500 | 51.52 N,, 00.32 W.
M Loog Mynd | Linley 206 | 4on S 1,500 | 52.31N., 02.53 W,
IDLAND g m. S.W. 1 N .
Church Stretion
NEWCASTLE Carlton Moor —_ 12m. 8. 1,200 | 54.24 N.,01,12'W,
Stockton-on«
ees
OxFORD \mn on the _ 10 m. 'l:.E. 260 | 51,53 N., 0114 W,
ScorrisH GLIDING Portmoak Snoﬂ“ andwell 1 m.‘!’iE.. Loch 400 | 56.12N.,03.20W
NION ven
SOUTHDOWN Firle Beacon —_ 4 m. N.E, 700 | 50.50 N., 00.07 E.
W
YORKSHIRE Sutton Bank Sutton 237 6 m. E. Thirsk 900 | 54.15N.,0L13 W,
ABERDEEN Dyce —_— G;n. N.W. 340 | ST.I3N., 02,11 W,
AVRO Woodford Bramhall 1291 | 5 m. N. 300 | 53.20 N., 02.09 W,
Macclesfield
B.E.A. SnLvER WING R.A.F. Booker H\E?h 2m. ES.E. 51,37 N., 00.47 W.
: ‘;:‘om High Wycombe
BrLackrooL & FyLpe | Squires Gate Sg;st}zu;hm 2 m. S. Blackpool 30 | 53.46N., 03.02' W,
COLLEGE OF Cranfield —_ 8 m. S.W, 360 | 50.04 N., 00.37 W.
AERONAUTICS Bedford
DoncasTer & Doncaster Doncaster Eastern outskirts 5332N.,0L12'W,
DisTrICT Airport 56066 of Doncaster
Dumeries & Districy | Thombhill - 19 m. N. 55.15N., 03.50 W.
EasT MIDLANDS b —_— Nr. Leicester 52.I1SN.,00.14 E.
rome
GuLascow & West oF | Bankhead Farm — 1m.S. 5544 N.,03.35 W,
SCOTLAND - Camworth
HALIFAX Ringstone Edge R;p 5 m. W. Halifax 53.39 N., 01.56 W,
HANDLEY PAGE Radlett Radlett 5651 2 m. S. St. Albans| 290 | 51.39 N., 00.19 W,
KES Tebay Gill — 15 m., S, Penrith 54.251‘!..0135“’-
NORTHAMPTON Podington —_— 5 m. S.E. 5214 N,, 0048 W.
Aerodrome Wellingborough
NORFOLK Tibenham Tivershall 207 | 15 m. 5.W. 52.28 N., 01.0S E.
Airfield Norwich
NomrroLx & Norwich | R.A.F. Swanton | Swanton 15 m. W. 52.45 N., 00.55 E.
lorley Morley 274 Norwich
PerkINS S.A.G.C. Polebrooke i 4 m, S.E. Oundle 220 | 52.28N.,00.22 W.
ROYAL AIRCRAFT Farmnborough Farnborough | Farnborough 51.15 N., 00.50 E.
ESTABLISHMENT Aerodrome 1800
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THE UNITED KINGDOM

Description Aero- | Service | Days operating Slopes
rows | or Civil
3-runway aerodrome, some acroplanes | Yes | Civil Every day Nooge
Grass strip N.E.-5.W, on hill top. No | Civil Weekends and kday N.&W.
Large grass airfield with single tarmac | Yes | Civil Weekends and most weckdays None
m& :‘.ﬁﬁm"ﬁm top Yes | Civil | Weekends and summer courses W,
Grass field, light aircraft Yes | Civil Weekends and some weekdays None
3-runway acrodrome Civil Weckends and some weekdays
Grass strip N.-5. No | Civil Weekends and some weekdays W, &5,
Undulating grass field at foot of Downs | Yes | Civil Every day w.
Heather-covered hill-top No | Civil Every day W.&E,
Heather-covered hill-top No Civil Weekends and some weekdays NI.\}VE:'.&
d-runway airfield * No Civil Weekends None
2 grass strips N.W.-S.E., W.-E. Yes | G " | Weekends and W. &N.
Undulating grass field on hill-top ! No | Civil Weekends I;L .I-’;&
Heather field on hill-top No | Civil Weekends W. &S5,
Runway aerodrome Civil Weekends and summer courses None
Used for testing Civil Weekends None
R.A.F. active aerodrome Yes | Service | Weekends
or Civil

Runway a¢rodrome, other aireraft Civil ‘Weekends None
Runway aerodrome, training flying Weeckends None
Runway airport, Clubhouse, Bar ﬁumng Civil ‘Weekends, some weekdays None
Rough heather land No | Civil Weekends Yes
Active aerodrome Yes | Civil Weekends
Rough moorland Ne | Civil Weekends
Smooth moorland, Clubhouse No | Civil | Weckends S.Ir\-vlzo
Runway aerodrome, test flying Civil | Weekends None
Rough moorland No | Civil | Weekends Yes
Runway aerodrome Civil Weekends
Ruoway aerodrome, Clubhouse Yes | Civil Weekends
Runway aerodrome, active flying club | Yes | Civil Weekends and weekdays
R Yo | W | oo N

-—]F—




- GLIDING SITES IN THE

Club ! Name of Site [ Tel. No. Paosition er{eJrf’ I Lat, amf Long,
| 1 1. .54,
SHorTs, N. IRELAND = Newtownards N_cw'towuards _g m. S. 5435 N, 05.41 W.
Aerodrome 3327 Newtownards
SWANSEA Fairwood — Nr. Swansea 51.38 N., 04.05 W.
Airport
SWINDON Sou:goMarston | Swindon 2684 = Nr. Swindon S51.35N,, 0145 W.
TaunToN Vale Dunkeswell — 5 m. N. Honiton | 840 ' SO.52 N, 0314 W.
Essex North Weald? 15 m. N.E. ' 3144 N, 00.20 E.
(subject 1o satis- London
factory comple- | !
tion of negotia-
| tions) ' |
WesT WaLES Withybush ' | Haverfordwest | | 5145 N..04.45 W,
Ai d ! '
BORDER SOARING | Croshy 5 m. E. Carlisle | 54.50 N.,02.50 W.
CENTRE Acrodrome | | } |
SouTH WaLES Eglwysilan i , 1 m. N. Bedwas l

NOTE—The above table is continued on next page

ROYAL AIR FORCE GLIDING & SOARING ASSOCIATION CLUBS

Every one of these Clubs is based at an R.AF, Station. They all operate at weekends, and aero-tows are

laid on.

Club | Name of Site Tel. No. ' Pasition . Lat. and Long.
BANNERDOWN R.A.F. Colerne | Nr. Chippenham I' SLA N, OIS W,
CHILTERNS R.A.F. High i 3 m. N. High | 51.37 N,, 00.49 W.

| Wycombe Wycombe !
CHILTERNS R.A.F. Benson | 3 m. N, Wallingford | 51.36 N, 00,40 W.
CLEVELANDS R.AF. L " Northall 440 | Nr. Northallerton 54.20 N., 01.30 W.
EAST ANGLIAN R.A.F. Duxford Royston 2291 8 m. S. Cambridge 52.15 N., 00.15 E.
EAST MibLANDs | R.ALF. Swinderby | Swinderby 241 | 7m. S. Lincoln | 53.15 N, 00.38 W,
EastT Yomkswire | R.A.F. Driffield Drifiteld 2274 | 2 m. WS.W. Drifficld| 53.59 N.,00.29 W.
Fenpanp R.A.F. Marham Narborough 261 | 5 m. 5. SwafTham 5239 N, 0035 E.

Four COUNTIES
Home CounTies
MOONRAKERS

R.A.F. Wittering
R.A.F. Hornchurch
R.A.F. Upavon

L} m. S.E. Grantham |

6 m. E. London
3! m. 5. Pewsey

52.54 N., 00.40 W.
51.36 N, 00.20 E.
SLITN,, OL46'W.

RED HAND
SUFFOLK
Wissex
WINDRUSHERS

WHITE Rose

R.A.F, Ballykelly
R.A.F. Wattisham
R.A.F. Andover
R.A.F. Bicester

R.A.F. Finningley

20 m. N,W, Belfast

Needham Mkt. 237 | 2 m. N.E. Ipswich

Andover 2381

. Bicester 501,

Extn. 36

1} m. W. Andover

2 m, N.N.E. Bicester

2 m. N. Doncaster

| S4.45N.,06.25 W,

52,08 N.. 01.25 E.
SLI3N.,OL33 W,
51,55 N.,01.08 W.

5332 N, 0112 W.

NoTe.—Will Gliding Clubs (both Civilian and Service) please let us know if any of the above information
needs revision, as we hope to publish a similar table each year in February,
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UNITED KINGDOM (contd.)

Description Aero- | Service Days operating | Slopes
Tows | or Civil!
Active acrodl;ome Yes_ . i .
Active airport Civil Weekends None
Active aerodrome, test flying Civil Weckends None
Runway aerodrome No Civil Weekends None
R.AF. active airfield Civil Weekends | None
Xrunway airficld No Civil _\;'u.::kemh T 1 I None
Active airfield Yes | Service | Weckends and weekdays All direc-
& Civil | Llions
Rough heather land No Civil | Weekends Yes
Gliding Muse
by A. Klinge

In summer when round about 10,
The sunshine starts its warming

We see a few small clumps of Cu
Around the airfield forming.

We study parts of weather charts
Excitedly exploring,

Surmising where some rising air
Will supercharge our soaring.

We plan a flight way out of sight
But soon lose our elation—
The sun has passed, it’s overcast,

With great precipitation.

Up and down,

To and fro,

Eyeballs glued to the vario.,
Circling, ing, seems eternal—

How I wish I could see a thermal.

A north-west wind upon the Mynd
Gives soaring to perfection.

How I despair—when I am there
It’s from the wrong direction.

Twinkle, twinkle, Silver C,
How you stay away from me;
Got my height but what a laugh—
Didn't start the barograph.

—15—

A large Cu-Nim looks rather grim
But offers lift ecstatic;

I clearly see it’s not for me—
I'm much too scared of static.

If I were brave I'd try the wave,
But I am just a floater.

I have no heart to fall apart
Rotating in the rotor.




PERFORMANCE

With it's Gipsy Major Mark 7 Engine the
“Tugmaster” tows two (single-seacer)
gliders 2,000 feet up in approximately 7
minutes. This time is almost halved for one
single seater glider, Time for one double-
seater glider is approximately 9 minutes.
Airborne time for solo flying can be
achieved in B-5 seconds whilst rowing
airborne times are as low as 12-14 secs.
{single glider) and 17-20 secs, (2 gliders)
Mo special technique is required.

ECONOMY
Low running costs, simple maintenance

and first class spares service are features
which make the "Tugmaster” the propo-
sition.

COMFORT

Closed-in cabin with heater and adjustable
seats make tug flying a pleasure.

RELIABILITY

Based on tried and trusted Mark VI A.O.P.
Military Auster Engines and Airframes for
these aircraft have a record for reliability
under str milicary iti

PRICES FROM (995

AUSTER AIRCRAFT LIMITED

REARSBY, LEICESTER, ENGLAND




Dunstable to Cranwell in a Kirby Cadet
by John Jeffries
The Kirby Cadet, of 40 ft. span, was produced by Slingsby in 1936 (with the spelling ** Kadet"')

as a s

ry Iraining machine, a category which was first introduced in 1926 with the

German Priifling 1o enable “ab initio™ pilots to reach the soaring stage, For many years the

Cadel was widely used in the Air Training Corps as a primary solo trainer under the name

“Cadet Mark I'". But now, with an 130-mile cross-country fo its credit, as described in this

article reproduced from the “London Gliding Club Gazette™, it has left these inadequate
classifications far behind,

HE ranks of those who can recall with

affection that one-time high-perfor-
mance sailplane the Kirby Cadet Mark 1
are, alas, becoming sadly depleted. Even
more sad perhaps is the increasing scorn
with which such relics of the “bad old days™
are regarded by the unfeeling new generation
of self-styled pundits, and by the old hands
who choose to forget. Personally, the
Cadet symbolises the passing of the fun,
sport and amusement era of gliding, so that
I jumped at the opportunity to fly Peter
Fletcher’s version in the of recap-
turing something of the excitement of the
past. To be a little more honest, I have to
admit to engineering the opportunity by
the well-tried flattery process—carcfully
camouflaged, of course. Perhaps the
flattery was a bit overdone, because Peter
was soon imploring me to fly the machine
away just to prove once and for all that the
performance of this Cadet was at least
cqual, if not actually superior, to that of
the Skylark 3. I egged him on further by
suggesting that the Long Mynd, a mere 120
miles away, was a task well suited to the
machine. But even Peter was a little
sceptical of such a suggestion and, falling
beautifully for the bait, laid a wager that
not half the distance could be covered. To
impress me still further with the capabilities
of his machine, he modified his flutter by
allowing 60 miles to be covered in any
direction. This was good because my
navigational prowess is limited, and the
whole five shillings might be very useful to
help towards the retrieve, Thus morally
fortified, we dragged the Super Cadet to the
launching point.

Perhaps it might be as well to explain to
those few who do not already know that
the Cadet in question is named “It”. This
rather curious name is derived from its
recall sign (which just proves its soaring
ability), 1If, therefore, I refer to “It”, I do
not mean to be derisive. Anyway 1T and 1

were eventually lined up for the second
aero-tow of the day, after a protracted wait
for cumulus to form. Donned in lightweight
goggles and sitting on a lightweight foam
plastic cushion, fully half an inch thick, the
IT and I took the air,

The first part of the launch was a trifle
hairy, not, of course, due to the superior
handling of the machine, but to the fact that
the wind was easterly and take-off was
towards the hill. Surprisingly enough, the
remainder of the tow was exceedingly
smooth and pleasant and I completely forgot
what I was flying. This was really rather
carcless because, on casting off in the first
thermal we struck, I perceived that we were
at a mere 900 ft. and only marginally within
gliding range of the Club. Fortunately the
thermal did its stuff and lifted us to 3,000 ft.,
albeit rather slowly. At this height I left to
try my luck with another cloud before
setting off, and after a rather embarrassing
scrape at no great height and out of range
of the site, achieved a more satisfactory
rate of climb. Estimating a vertical height
of 1,000 ft. from cloudbase (I hope not too
inaccurately), we thundered off in true
competition style in the direction of down-
wind, which by a strange coincidence,
corr;(:sponded roughly with the intended
track.

One lesson was very quickly learnt, and
that was that if we were to remain airborne
at all, the nearest source of lift had to be
utilised whether or not it lay on course.
Hence we pursued the sort of route that
might well have been taken by a drunken
fly, only we doubtless flew more slowly and
frequently a little higher. The M1 appeared
beneath us, disappeared and then re-
appeared. Woburn Abbey slid by at a good
15 knots, hotly pursued by a mess of
unidentifiable acrodromes until, at long
last, Edgehill hove into sight on the star-
board tip about one Cadet-year away. This
was something of a shock, since it should

ot



have turned up on the port tip, but then,
when your life consists of a series of highs,
very lows and shattering slows in between
you just can't be too fussy.

Things now began to get really difficult.
A sheet of rapidly thickening high cover
was approaching from the south and
thermals were becoming more and more
dismal. Fortunately, during a perfectly
miserable climb from an all-time low, a
promising patch of cu started to form over
the southern end of Edgehill, and as soon
as I judged there was the remotest chance
of reaching it, we left our thermal and
pushed off at max. glide. Now the one really
good feature about IT is that any form of
speed chart, glide chart or computor is
completely unnecessary, since max. glide,
max. cruise, min. sink and stall all seem to
occur at exactly the same speed. 1 will
admit that the precise speed for these
conditions of flight is difficult to determine,
since the A.S.I. needle has long disappeared
backwards off the scale; but if a single hair
on your head moves, you are going too fast,
and if you feel a breeze from behind, you
may be a trifle too slow. No other indica-
tions of the correct speed can be expected,
At all events, a final glide ensued, except
that by a gnat’s whisker it wasn't final and
we were soon grinding merrily away again
in § ft./sec. up, some 200 ft. above the
ground.

We slowly drifted past Edgehill, which
was being rapidly consumed by a giant
earthwork pincer movement, and on towards
the end of No. 1 runway at Gaydon, where
V bombers seemed to two a penny.

couldn’t help lapsing into the realms of
conjecture (Heaven knows there was enough

time) as to what would be our fate should a
state of Natianal Emergency be declared at
the precise moment that we drifted across
the end of the runway. Would we be
escorted down by fighters with a stalling
speed at least twice as great as IT's max.
permitted, or would we be dispatched
without ceremony with one well-directed
shot! 1 was really quite glad when we
cleared the airfield with a more comfortable
height margin and the thermal gathered
more momentum.

By now a bank of high stratus, which
had been approaching rapidly from the
south, had reached my intended track and
effectively masked the sun. However, there
was a “corner” to the cloud blanket and 1
pressed on in the fond belief that things
might be better further west. The actual
break back occurred at Stratford-on-Avon,
but by this time I could see that the sky ahead
was pure blue and not very inviting. Never
mind: the river and the Memorial Theatre
looked most attractive, and even though
this was probably our final glide (apparentl
now dead into wind), the view was
worth the trip.

During the course of the glide a few new
cumulus began to form to the north of
track, and we eventually contacted lift at
no great altitude over Snitterfield, achieved
a quite acceptable rate of climb, and arrived
at cloud base (I think) at no less than 6,700
ft.—the best height of the voyage. By now
the clamp was well and truly overhead and
all thought of the Mynd vanished, and the
task was converted to a free distance in
the direction away from the clamp, i.e.,
roughly north, But I had left it too late and,
unable to overtake the clamp, was soon

Peter Fletcher’s Kirby Cadet outside the London C‘ub bar.
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J.R.JEFFRIES IN
KIRBY CADET M«

APPROXIMATE ROUTE -
OF FLIGHT ‘.

DUNSTABLE TO ’
CRANWELL ~

s
#
7
F sl
DRECTION oF # F

searching for a suitable landing field, Asa
last desperate resort I investigated a patch
of shadow a lighter shade than the remain-
der which lay over the village of — ?
Without daring to breathe, we slowly
girated in zero, centred on it and, according
to the altimeter, climbed in it until after an
aeon we reached 4,000 ft. and hurried off
to the nearest obvious lift. Since by now I
had nothing but a purely academic interest
in our whereabouts, serious map-reading
didn’t come into it. But because I thought I
recognised a series of small lakes in the
vicinity, I made some slight effort out of
idle curiosity to check our position, and
sure enough I was right to within the nearest
10 miles—we were somewhat north of
Northampton, although what had happened
to the M1 is anybody’s guess.

The next cloud took so long to reach,that
it was on the decay when we arrived, so we
left again for the nearest, smallest wisp we
could see. Unhappily we again were not
over-blessed with height, so I kept my eye
glued to the little cloud, hardly daring to
look at the ground. Just to be difficult, the
cloud sat on the far side of a reservoir,
which from 900 ft. took on the proportions
of the English Channel, and it was not until
dead mid-stream that a welcome surge
raised my spirits. Since at last we had

reached the sunlight proper, the thermal
was a marked improvement on what we
had become used to, and in a matter of
minutes we were looking down proudly
from cloudbase.

Off once again, we pursued our roughly
northerly course on the descents between
climbs until I suddenly became aware that
we were not only maintaining a northerly
heading but also a northerly track. How-
ever, | was lost once again, so it didn’t really
matter. All I knew was that I was now going
down-wind again, which was very satis-
factory. Casually I glanced down at an
airfield as it slid by at a snail’s pace far
below, and observed, I thought, that the
windsock pointed towards us. Perhaps I
had not seen correctly—I dismissed it from
my mind. Another airfield hove in sight,
and here gliding was in progress. Everything
looked horribly uniform and, concluding
it must be an R.A.F. club, we sailed over
their winch in fine civilian style, observing
also that we really were flying into
wind. An Olympia was launched almost
beneath us and began circling a few hundred
feet below. Since we were at the end of a
short cloud street, I elected not to join him
and pressed on upwind until we found a
really meaty piece of lift which rushed us
up to cloudbase. Much to my unsporting
delight, I saw that the Olympia had failed
to soar and had landed, not once but three
times.

Then I was on what was definitely m
final glide over Barkston Heath, alt
I didn’t know it at the time, still into wind—
on toward a large acrodrome with parched-
looking grass around the runway. The
closer we got, the more convinced 1 was that
this was Cranwell, There is, after all, only
one aerodrome in the country that looks
like Cranwell—Cranwell, The next cloud
was a good twenty miles away with clear
blue sky in between, so that there was
little hope of our journey continuing, so
amused myself by flying locally over the
College buildings until finally we ran
aground in front of the old control tower,

There followed a pleasant though rather
distracting wait due to thunderstorms and
constantly changing wind direction, during
which I was royally entertained in the Mess
until the retrieve arrived. The excitement
seemed to have been too much for poor
Peter who, after waxing very voluble during
the loading-up operation, curled up in the
back of the Land Rover and wasn’t heard
of again until on the outskirts of Dunstable,
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Outlook for Standard Class Sailplanes

by Boris Cijan

Boris Cijan, designer of some fanmous Yugoslav sailplanes such as the Orao and Meteor, is

a member of the Boar

of OSTIV. This article, which not only discusses the Standard Class

but envisages an eventual One-Design Class for World Championships, is reproduced by
permission from the OSTIV Section of the Swiss ““Aero Revue”.

HE Standard Class came to maturity in

the F.A.I. World Championships which
took place in Leszno and Butzweiler, an
can now stand by itself, Of a total of 61
sailplanes at Leszno, 39 per cent were
Standard Class, and of a total of 55 sail-
planes at Butzweiler 63 per cent were
Standard Class. At Leszno there were
eleven different Standard Class designs and
at Butzweiler twelve different designs, and
of these five were sailplanes which had not
hitherto been seen,

New designs are being built to the F.ALL
Specification and efforts are being made to
minimize the fuselage cross-section but still
keep within the requirements. Even so, one
still has to stuff a 1.9-metre man into such
a super cockpit, assuming the normal
cockpit as that in the Weihe, The “Draft
Specification for F.A.L. Standard Class
Gliders™ defines no limitations on cockpit
dimensions and, for example, the Polish
Foka was within its rights in competing in
the Standard Class despite its low, narrow
cockpit. But the F.A.L Specification does
recommend as follows:

“Design and construction to be cheap,

safe and easy to maintain and repair, in

an effort to encourage soaring through=-

out the world”,
so here is some sort of technical incon-
sistency. To what extent should one try to
improve the performance and produce a
racing machine only for World Champion-
ship purposes? The Foka which appeared
at Butzweiler can, in journalistic jargon,
be considered to be a “Super-Kite", but
from the technical point of view it is
certainly a positive effort to see what one

Key T10 Inmiais: F A.L—Fédération
Aéronautique Internationale.

C.V.S.M,—Comunission du Vol Sans
Moteur (Motorless Flight Commission of
the F.A.L).

OsTiv—Organisation Scientifique et Téch-
nique Internationale du Vol a Voile,

D.F.S.—Deutsche Forsdumgsmsmm fiir
Segelfiug.

can actually achieve. This positive effort
must be superimposed upon the idea of the
Standard Sailplane, and one could develop
from the “Super-Kite"” an “F.A.L. Kite”
which would have a far better performance
than, for example, the Olympia. The
positive merits of all these super machines
should have their applications to the simpler

types.

The deviation which the designers of the
Foka made in connection with the fuselage
cross-section as far as the F.A.IL. Specifica-
tion is concerned must be rated as “Super™”.
Where is the border between the design of a
“Super-Kite” and a normal Standard Class
sailplane? The answer is simply a more
precise definition in the F.A.L/Osmiv
Specification, but there is another question,
Should one rush in with administrative
rules and immediately make limitations on
the fuselage cross-section instead of recom-
mendations? People believe that the Open
Class should be used for unlimited technical
developments in new aircraft, and one tends
to forget that there is no reason why such
freedom of development should not be
given to the Standard Class, and for this
reason we should not rush in with
tions of the specification in order to clanfy
the difference between the Super and the
normal types. Today we have in many
countries very superior Standard Class
sailplanes which are in every way consistent
with the Standard Class idea. The Ka-6

See Ken Fripp at Lasham for

10 YEAR INSPECTIONS
C. OF A. OVERHAULS - REPAIRS
MODIFICATIONS - RE-SPRAYING
FULL B.G.A. APPROVAL

SonthAotyn Aers Services

LASHAM AIRFIELD, ALTON, HANTS.
Phone : Herriard 359
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and the Standard Austria which have gained
design prizes, and the Breguet 905 Fauvette,
the Zugvogel 1V, Skylark II, the Pik-3C, the
ltalian aircraft M-100S and E/C 39, the
Mucha Standard and American SGS 1-23
and many other 15-metre aircraft are already
not only outstanding all-round club aircraft
for high performance flying and training,
but also outstanding contest aircraft. If one
considers that, in the case of all these
aircraft, there are still many improvements
that can be made in performance, then the
C.V.S.M. and Ostrv have what
was desired. The technical development
must be encouraged and a few “‘Super-
Kites” will stimulate and influence this
development.

During the Ostiv General Conference in
Cologne, a proposal for a monotype (one-
design) sailplane was made by the Polish
Aero Club. The idea was that everybody
would fly under the same technical con-
ditions in order that one could evaluate
purely sporting performance. This well-

known Olympic idea will come to pass one
of these days. The introduction of a One-
Design Class would mean, however, the
immediate end of the Opcn Class. In
Cologne we had several illustrative ex-
amples. Two outstanding Standard Class

sailplanes—the Ka-6 flown by Jensen
(Denmark) and Tandefelt (Finland)—
operated in the Open Class and Jensen
actually came 7th. This does give some
indication that, from the purcly sporting
standpoint, lhe Open Class has lost its
importance. If in addition we take, for
example, Witek with the Foka as if he were
flying in the Open Class, to which nobody
could object, he could have been the
absolute World Champion (Hossinger
gained 5,102.9 pom:s and Witek 5,201.9
points, although they were in different
racing categories), but according to the
F.A.L requirements, the Foka was entirely
within the requirements for the Standard
Class.

In SAILPLANE AND GLIDING, April 1960,
R. E. Schreder (U.S.A.) proposed that
during the World Contests all competing
sailplanes should be evaluated under the
same points system, and that there should
be only one World Champion, who would
have the highest number of points, quite
regardless of class of aircraft he flew. This
suggestion is basically sound, not only from
the technical but also from the sporting
point of view, and it would be wise for the
C.V.S.M. to give careful consideration to
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l9 kle.l.and.ou..w.
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the suggestion for the next World Cham-

ionships. If they accepted it, it would be a
urther step forward in the direction of
preparation for a One-Design Class. If we
could gather a background of statistical
information, it would ease the problem for
the selection of the best design for a One-
Design Class.

This automatically raises the question:
When should the decision on a One-Design
Class be expected? We know that the
optimum aircraft is a function of the state
of technical and meteorological develop-
ment. If in the year 1938 the DFS-Meise
(Olympia) with 15 m. span had a gliding
angle of about 1:25, we now find that a
present-day aircraft of the same span has
a gliding angle of 1.35, One must therefore
realise that a given optimum is only valid
over a certain time interval. In the year
1957 it was publicly suggested by a number
of people that it was too early for the first
Standard Class World Championships to
be held in 1958, but in fact it was not too
carly. Even in the year 1958, suitable new
designs were at the starting line, and proved
themselves as worthy performers in the
World Championships.

In the year 1962 the percentage of
Standard Class sailplanes will be at least as
great as that at Butzweiler. We must not
forget that designers of the existing success-
ful Standard Class sailplanes can make
many improvements and achieve much
better performance without a great deal of

effort or cost. Development will advance
and new protot¥pes will be built, and all of
this, of course, will result in greater approx-
imations to the optimum solution and
provide a wider choice for the future
One-Design aircraft. It is far too soon for
us to put any stop on development. Until
we reach the final selection of a One-Design
aircraft, we need a lot of time, a lot of
tion and a lot of hard work, It is
E;dly likely that it will be possible before
the year 1968 to organise a successful and
properly developed One-Design sailplane.

It would be a good thing if C.V.5.M. and
Qstv were to form a permanent committee
which would study this whole problem for
the future and at the same time would form
an international jury for the Standard Class
sailplane, Ostiv has already formed a
permanent committee of international
experts on airworthiness of Standard Class
sailplanes and has completed with success
the first work on the subj Only the
closest collaboration by best experts
from various countries in the area of
interest of C.V.S.M. and Ostiv can solve
this problem and all its ancillary aspects.
By such work one will be able to devise the
optimum conditions for world-wide soaring,
and that means a lot of work and clear
thinking and careful analysis and collection
of the widest possible views and ideas. This
new concept would then be quite easily
agreed administratively, if it is worked on,
on two fronts—scientific and sporting,

First Impressions
by Tony Goodhart
Britain’s representative in the Standard Class tries out other Standard Class machines after

the World C

Am the World Championships were
over, aero-tows were offered by the
organisers so that pilots could fly gliders of
other nationalities, and I hastened to accept
invitations to fly the Polish Foka, the
Austrian Austria and the Italian M-100.
Unfortunately, time did not permit of
flying the M-100; a great pity, as this clean-
looking ightforward design by the
Morelli brothers appeared to offer much in
its_‘fi':rvour as a good sensible Standard Class
21lSZD Foka.—This and its open class
opposite number, the Zefir, immediately
caught the eye with their rakish lines and
remarkably shallow fuselages. At first sight

‘hampionships are over.

the fully reclined position looked most
uncomfortable and unnatural, but proved,
when one was installed and had agreed to
lay one’s head on the pillow provided, to be
perfectly satisfactory—in fact, so relaxed as
to be almost somniferous, The im-
mediately important question however was
what of the forward visibility? In the
version flown so ably by Adam Witek, the
moulded double curvature perspex canopy
had been replaced by singly curved sheets
very neatly welded together, and the visi=
bility (only tried on the ground) appeared
acceptable. The earlier version offered for
trial flights, however, had a canopy which
had been rather poorly moulded so that the
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Left to right: George Burton, Tony Goodhart
(in cockpit), Toby Harrison.

perspex had a certain amount of rippling
with the result that visibility directly for-
wards was negligible—it was distinctly
alarming not to be able to see the tug as
one started to take off; however, once air-
borne one could quickly pull over to one side
and look through less depth—in perspec-
tive—of perspex.

The compulsory-in-Standard-Class fixed
wheel is well behind the C.G. even without
pilot, so that on take-off the glider starts
resting heavily on the skid; this presents no
real disadvantage and has the distinct ad-
vantage that the skid quickly provides a
good braking force on landing.

On tow, the Foka handles well and can
easily be trimmed to no-stick load. Once
released, it was necessary to trim back con-
siderably in order to settle down to the
circling speed of 70-75 k,p.h. (38-41 knots).
At this speed, particularly when circling,
one had the impression that one's feet were
higher than one’s head, and I think it would
take several hours to become really accus-
tomed to the fully reclined position.

The :;tal‘l’y at s?:i?umbso k.p.b. (33 k&o&s} was
preceded i ut noticeable eting,
and was then quite remarkably docile
without tenden:y to drop a wing; stalling
off a turn was also quite gentle,

Rate of roll appeared similar to Skylark 2
and general handling entirely satisfactory,
The rapid increase in speed when the nose
was only slightly lowered was most im-

pressive.
The instrument panel was away beyond

ong’s knees, to allow forward visibility and
room for the knees of specially long pilots;
and virtually unreachable to set speed-to-fly
scale. I believe this could be adjusted fairly

siu_la%gr. ;

dive brakes on this prototype were
not nearly effective enough, and had been
considerably increased in area on the version
flown by Witek; the approach to land was
interesting in that, in order to see the
ground, one had to side-slip hard and look
out of the side of the perspex and then
straighten up at the last moment. Once
arrived on the ground, one quickly came to

a halt on the skid.

I am forced to admit, however, that I
would not relish the idea of trying to sneak
into a small field with such marginal for-
ward visibility, and even less so if it were
raining, It would be very interesting to try
again with the much better canopy as seen
on the competition version.

_The demonstration of rigging and un-
rigging of the aircraft showed that this
matter bad been given careful thought and
presented no problem.

Altogether the Foka is a most interesting
aircraft with good flying characteristics,
an excellent flight performance, workman-
ship beyond reproach—and the less said
about visibility the better!

Standard Austria.—My flight in this
aircraft, the winner of the Ostiv Standard
Class design competition, followed im-
mediately on that in the Foka, and one was,
of course, immediately struck by the good
visibility forward, as well as in all other
directions. The seat position is semi-
reclined and the cockpit generally com-
fortable, with the instruments easy to reach.

Take-off and tow were quite straight-
forward, and after release the aircraft was
easily trimmable to its circling speed of
70-75 k.p.h. (38-41 knots), though if
anything it appeared to need a slightly
higher speed for the same angle of bank
compared with the Foka—this may have
been due to the marked buffeting on ap-
proaching the stall which occurred at about
60 k.p.h. (33 knots) and was itself rather
fiercer than desirable—but nevertheless
easily le from.

recoverabl
Rate of roll was up to standard, the
machine generally handled as a good sail-
plane should, and one was quite unaware
that there was an all-moving V tail behind
one.
Trimmed to 140 k.p.h. (75 knots), the

T



Austria was still nice to fly and had ap-
parently a very good gliding angle—I was
assured that the curve in the handout issued
by the manufacturers is an hopestly tested
one, giving best glide ratio of 1:34 at 105
k.p.h, (57 knots) and 1:28 at 140 k.p.h (75
knots) with minimum sink of 0.7 m/sec. at
70 k.p.h. (2.3 ftfsec, at 38 knots.)

The workmanship on the Austria is very
good—the wing contour giving the ap-
pearance of being quite exceptionally accu-
rate. The cockpit and nose is in fibre-glass
with no skid, though I would prefer to sce
a small skid to take the brunt of landing in
rough ground. For the same reason 1
would prefer a tail skid of the Slingsby type
rather than the rather large tail wheel.

The rigging in 2 minutes and the un-
rigging in a few seconds over 1 minute
were quite remarkably simple,

Comparison.—To compare the Austria
and the Foka from the point of view of a
prospective private owner is not easy. Inthe
Foka, I liked everything except the forward
visibility, whilst in the Austria the whole
aircraft appealed, except for the minor
points mentioned above. Performance-
wise, according to the information available,

the Foka has a slight advantage at hig
speeds. Price-wise it is not possible to
comment, since prices were not quoted.

Since every flight should end in a normal
landing, and since many of these will be in
small fields, I believe forward visibility to be
one of the major criteria in the ideal sail-
plane. 1 have been back-of-envelope
sketching out a scheme for lifting the pilot’s
head and shoulders together with the rear
portion of the canopy to give him a good
view forward for approach and landing;
however, this might be classed as an
auxiliary lift device and therefore not
permissible in Standard Class!

I have just started to build a trailer which
will take the Foka, the Austria, the Olympia
460—or any other Standard Class sailplane;
1 am therefore at the moment open-minded
on the subject.

ConcLusion.—Two very interesting air-
craft with fine performance—but (bearing
in mind import duty) I am, at the moment,
open minded on the subject of a new “'ship™.
The inverted commas because, by the time
this article is published, if ever, I shall have
retired from the Navy and be thinking of
things other than ships.

“COOK” COMPASSES

*
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British Gliding Association News

Annual General Meeting

The Meeting will be held at Londonderry
House at 10 a.m. on Saturday, |11th March.
This will be followed by a meeting of
Instructors at the Kronfeld Club at approxi-
mately 11.30. Sandwich lunches will be
available as last year, if you let this office
know in advance. At 2 p.m. there will be a
meeting of the Secretarics, Managers and
Treasurers at 71 Eccleston Square, in a
room which has been made available to us
by kind permission of the National Playing
Fields Association.

Council News

The Council approved in principle the
suggestions made by Chris Riddell in his
letter to the Editor of SAILPLANE AND
GLIDING, October issue, in which he suggests
that to enter in the National Championships
it will be necessary to have flown in com-
petitions or rallies during the preceding
year. Naturally a detailed scheme will have
to be evolved and carefully studied, so that
the competitions in 1962 will qualify pilots
tg_cnter in the 1963 National Champion-
ships. B

(E‘,zuncil discussed the paper on Handi-
capping that appears elsewhere in this issue,
and thought that it should be tried out for
one year. If Championships are more fun
for League 2 pilots with handicapping, then
it can be i for another year. It
will be up to pilots to make their opinions
known.

Addition to Operational Regulations

1. All pilots joining an affiliated club
shall, before flying solo, sign a Declaration
of Physical Fitness.

2. All pilots shall, before starting to give
instruction in gliders, have their Declaration
of Physical Fitness endorsed by their own
Dector.

3. All the details have been circulated to
Club Sccretaries. It is left to the discretion
of each Club, but it is recommended that
(2) above should apply to all solo pilots.

1961
BRITISH GLIDING ASSOCIATION

ANNUAL BALL

al
LONDONDERRY HOUSE
19 PARK LANE, W.1

FRIDAY, 10th MARCH, 1961
B.30pm —2am.

Tickets £1 5s. 0d. [inclusive of supper|

Obtainable from the
B.G.A. Office

19 Park Lane, London, W.1
and your Club Secretary
(Presentation of Annual Awards})

New Gliding Clubs

The WEeST WALES GLIDING ASSOCIATION
has been affiliated to the B.