













































































S&G CLASSIC

Nestling down in the seat, | suddently felt the
pricking of static electricity jumping from the lock-
ing pin of the Sutlon hamess to My neck and from
the inverter to my backside. Thus spurred on, |
saw the British aftitude record in sight and, mak-
ing some rather haywire calculations, | decided
to err on the right side and go straight up to
20000ft. The green bhall was now stuck hard at
the top of the tube, and the altimeater was winding
up at a remarkable rate, and what with a busy
session of instrument flying in turbulent cloud,
and no oxygen, the whoie situation seemed fo
me like a sailplane pilct's nightmare.

Mg T e N? 287 st 930
DRIFFIELD : .
2 \EL AW, Bedford

R HUM‘E_F in “D|}cmpi3"
™
rvonesd ' Appmmrewm:
l("-’w ,zifi'i Wary LA
b1 22 SCALE OF MILES
450 = T
Sau o 24
B0 24 DowNHAM MARKE

780
B 0
50D 2030 26 21 T
surf . &0 250 3

UpPER WINI2
Dasntn b, 13 T
“B Feal iog A
3Ce 33D 183} I3
4o 23700 12} 55

1= WINDS Eoo rﬂ;uu w2 56
arghill hra Q0 13300 194 &5
L1 Flot goé Win Lok 70 9940 199 33

134 30130 200 59 ONDdyace 6300 157 12

G 23 o1at 5’.‘1 9ty 3109 231 3
3 Qh Surf, 1203 13c 13

. 4 A t 2 LAN‘\}NLL $

o 6 96 DA FARNB OROUGH
a0 0z 3}

930 To & 13

Narf, #4200 12

At 20 000ft | realised that it would be foolish to
carry on more, but being foolish | stuck it out to
21500k indicated on the altimeter,

Assuming by now that | had run oft the baro-
graph scale and alsc experiencing mild anoxia, |
threw away this dynamic source of lift, reluctantly
extended the dive brakes and let down on a
noriherly heading 1o 16 000ft. At this height |
retracted the spoilers and flew at an estimated
60mph (1AS) still in cloud, heading, | hoped,
roughly downwind.

On this course | progressively lost height down
to 7000ft and teeling somewhat exuberant 1 cele-
brated the situation by consuming my chocolate
ration.

Availing myseif of more {iff | nipped up to
10 000H, and again flew north. Atler being contin-
uously in cloud for 1hr 30min | broke clear at
4000ft and saw an aerodrome some ten miles
ahead. 1 did not know my position but, fesling

quite happy and confident that | was roughly on
track, | overcamed the necessity of a naviga-
tional problem by entering a convenient large
cu-nim on my porl. The green ball was soon
away at 15ft/sec and at 11 000K | levelled out and
flew on north at 60mph (1AS)

Reaching 40004 in eloud, more lift took me to
6000t and ten minutes later 1 saw Waddington
aerodrome 40001 beneath me.

Towering masses of cumuius and cu-nim were
there to welcome me, and without further ado |
headed on 330" for a promising source of lifl. One
could not go wrong, and with similar character-
istics to the previous clouds | soon found excel-
lent it to B500R. At 1500hrs | broke cloud at
B6000f and was surprised to find that | had al-
ready crossed the Humber and was over Hull
city.

The conditions ahead looked rather dead, with
considerable amounts of alto-straius covering
the sky. At ihis stage | fiew back south to mark
time in the large mass of cloud | had just lef,
hoping that the formation would take me towards
my goal, but unfortunately instability faded out
norih of the Humber.

Perusing my map, i noticed Driflield marked
just outside Gold C distance. | cruised at an 1AS
of 40mph just waiting for lill. This, however, was
not forthcoming and | arrived at Dnffleld with
35001 to spare, and aller waiting 15min before
landing. in the hope that conditions would
improve, | finally touched down at 1525hrs.

The distance covered was 193 miles, in 3hrs
50min, giving an average speed of 50'/2 miles/hr.
Three hours of the journey were spent in cloud,
thus reducing the necessity for serious map
reading.

Commenis

Cumulg-nimbus clouds are the glider pilot's
friend, provided the latter is prepared to co-oper-
ate. To approach the cu-nim problem full of
apprehension with visions of structural failures,
lightning, hail, icing and so on, is just asking for
trouble, as is, of course, the “couldn't care less”
aftitude. | feel that, provided one adopts a sen-
sible approach to the subject, and uses a com-
pletely relaxed instrument flying technique,
backed by some serious cloud flying practice,
then the battle is half ower. There are still one or
two obvious reguirements which deserve
comment,

{a) Instruments; in addition to the normal sail-
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plane instruments. one should have either an
anificial horizon, or an efficient de-icer for the
pitot systern, to ensure operation of the ASI
under all conditions.

{b) That the pilot is in reasonable IF practice
and can recover from any unusual attitude. This
lalter precaution is useful more for a confidence
poost than anylhing else.

{¢) That the pilot appreciates the conditions
likely to be encountered in such clouds, and
accordingly flies maintaining aflituge rather than
a constant airspeed. This is where the arlificial
horizon is invaluable. & good pitot de-icer would,
however, do as a substitute, provided the air-
speed was allowed to fluctuate about a mean,

{d) Oxygen is essential for any serious flying
above 150001 if one is to get the best distance
out of the available altitude. The 75001 | threw
away, with spoiters out, might have just made my
goal possible.

{e} The barograph charls should have been
smoked. A spare barograph would have been
well worth while.

Invaluable information
with Met research

Having, experienced such a flight, one feels
that, properly instrumeniated, the sailpiane {par-
ticutarly the dual version) could undoubtedly pro-
vide invaluatle information in connection with
Met research. This machine, stressed asitistoa
design ultimate factor of plus or minus 9'/2g at &
pull-out from maximurn diving speed of 130mph,
would be ideal in many respects for cu-niminves-
tigation, covering ice formation, gust accelera-
tion and the behaviour of struclures.

In addition, in these days of an All-Weather Air
Force, the glider presents an excellent opportu-
nity for pilots to obtain an interesting intimate
contact with the weather, and so 1o supply one
aspect of instrument flight alractively and
economically. - |
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Goodison
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PLATYPUS

TAIL
FEATHERS

Hope Springs Eternal

If my memory is not letting me down, this is -

at the time of writing, May 2B, as | sit nextto a
wind-buffeted north-east facing window, toiling
at the word processor, wearing long johns under
my denims — simply the worst spring 1 can
remember. (On May 12, 1958, | began my flrst
gliding course, 50 by Septernber 12 | wiil have
been in this game for a third of a century exactly.
I'll ask Ratners to strike a commemorative med-
al; please suggest an appropriate material.) Not
that it has been pouring with rain, which would at
least do something for what | am pleased to call
my garden without my having to get out of bed to
water it; no, it's just been one fiat, sunless, over-
cast day atier another, with haar' and other stuft
sweeping in off the North Sea. Last year, in the
ten days aending in the Spring Bank Holiday, | hag
done S6hrs and some vast mileage. This year in
the same period I've hed one miserable crawl
round 140km with too much of it spent under
1000t for anyone's peace of mind.

“Trends are invisible unless
you are very patient and treat
50 years as a short time ’

| could never understand the helf-witted claims
by commentators in newspapers last year that
the fine weather of 1989 and 1930 was due to
global warming; what do such peopie use for
brains? To what do they attribute this 1991 rub-
bish? For that matler, to what do they attribute
the fine summers of 1940, 1959, and 19767 I'm
not denying that a slow process of heating up
may be taking place, but | don't see that causing
colossal surges in the levels of sunshine from
one year to another. What the information tech-
nologists call “noise" simply overwhelms any
frend; frends are invisible uniess you are very
patient and treat 50 years as a short time.

That gave me to thinking about weather statis-

"o, | didn't make that up. What sounds like a grizzled
fisharman clearing his throal preparalory 10 ejaculating
alarge gob of phiegm. is an Old Norse word for sea mist.
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tics generally. Naturally we talk about “good”
seasons (1983, 1984, 1989, 1990) and “bad”
ones {no, | don't want to list them, it's too
depressing). That way of talking could suggest
that the pattern for the season is somehow set at
the beginning, so if it has been a dud by {say)
May 31, then you can more or less abandon hope
for June, July and August However | well
remember that in 1975 it was snowing in the first
week of June, and suddeniy it turned into a sen-
sational year, with nearly everybody whistling
round a 500km triangle in the Open Class
Nationals, and the sky raining Diamonds week
after week. On the other hand, people who
believe there are meaningful pafterns in the
weather said that following the drough of 1975
the ground was so dry that this made for the
amazing season of 1976, with its 9000ft cloud-
bases. What bothers me about that theory is,
why was 1977 such a poor year? The ground
was even drier afler the heat of 1876, surely? |
never heard an answer to that riposte.

‘. . . they expect that next month
will be like last month, and
who can prove them wrong?

My own hypothesis, as a seasoned member of
the Dunstable poker school, is that itis all as near
as dammit random, and as devold of meaning as
a series of reds on a roulette whesel. However
that, we know, will not prevent peopie suddeniy
making plans to go abroad o avoid a miserabie
British July. People believe there are patterns;
they expect that next month will be like last
month, and who can prove them wrong?

That remarkable man of Met, Tom Brad-

bury, received the above notes by fax at 8am
on May 28 and by noon | had a return fax. Here
it is:
The global warming theory has proved a blessing
o money starved scientific establishments. By
frightening governmenis they can now obtain
funds previously denied them. Journalists are
adept at twisting handouts fo suit their market. In
previous years bad summers have been atiribul-
ed to (a) shelling in the first World War. {b) atomic
bomb tests after the second WW.

But: | stifl think there is something in the global
warming thecry. The trouble is that journalists
altribute goodibad weather in their reeders’ area
o some outside influence. They rarely notice that
one region’s good summer is another's disaster
year. Major weather patterns are associated with
the long wave undulations in the high leve! flow. If
you happen folive under a persistent upper ridge
itis usually dry: downwind there must {inevitably)
be a balancing trough which brings wet weather.
The separation is often such that a good summer
in Europe means a wet summer in western Rus-
sia and vice-versa,

Statistics are a lerrible trap into which lots of
clever people fall. | recently read that the global
temperature had risen by 0.1° in “n" years. My
immediale thought was that this is below the
noise level. Much of the data is only given in
whole degrees so tenths of a degree are jusi

*
arithmetical idiocy arrived at by dividing farge
totals by the number of days. | doubt if any data
exists whichcan confirm this degree of accuracy.

During the period under consideration old ob-
servatories closed and new ones opened, some
became surrounded by built Up areas which
warmed the whole region. For exampie, London
Airport often has unusually high femperature.
This is largely because the area is now covered
with acres of concrete and surrounded by thou-
sands of buildings all running central heating.
Most of this was not there 50 years ago.

The design and accuracy of radicsondes

varios, Slalisticians sometimes fail to take this
into account; many are guite ignorant of the fact
that the observers applied empirical corrections
to aflow for solar radiation so even the basic data
has been altered as fashions change. People
expecting fo get a consistent record over half a
century are only fooling themselves.
You find what you are looking for and miss
what you don’t belfeve in. The hole in the
ozone layer was discovered by a Brilish sciantist
working in Antarctica. When he published his
findings the Americans took another look at their
long series of satellite records. Yes, the satellite
had also recorded the hole, but the chaps on the
ground who first looked at the data thought the
instrurnent was off calibration and wrote off alt
this evidence of an ozons hofe untif it was con-
firmed by a chap on the ground.

Humidity | have written a piece for the S&G 1991
Yearbook on using media Met to pick Diamond
days. In April-May 19891 we had many occasions
when the surface charts showed ideal condi-
tions; only about one in ten of these days had
decent sparing weather. What had changed?
The mast obvious feature was the humidily in the
convective layer, (the layer in which we find
thermals).

On many days satefiite pictures would show a
decaying front over or near the UK. The highs
developed, the fronts decayed and cloud dis-
persed as expected, but only over the adjacent
seas. Over land the affemoon picture showed
the cloud had just thickened as convection took
more moisture up 1o the inversion and spread it
out like a decorator filling in a panel shaped like
the British Isles.

Itis possible that some extra heating evaporat-
ed mere moisture in the tropics or subtropical
regions of the Atlantic. The winds carried this
round the high and down across the UK. Never
mind the ground boing “dry"... there was a stea-
dy supply of moisture aloff which meant that
cumulus tops did not evaporate but spread out
iro a continuous layer. Each liftfe thermal added
to the blanket of cloud. However, | would not
atiribute this to global warming; it has happened
in previous years long before global warming
existed.

Dry Ground? Yes, this certainly helped to give
high cloud bases duning the summer but a single
winter can casily replace the moisture. In early
autumn 1976, as soon as a Minister of Droughts
was appaointed (and at about the same time as
some Indian Fakir had offered up suilable
prayers) the heavens opened and heavy thun-
dery rain fell, replenishing aimost empty reser-
voirs astonishingly fast. | am not sure whether
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MARY MEAGER

Wave was the fast thing we expected forthe

Eastern Regionals from May 18-26. We thought
we'd be lucky to get thermals. The fens are not
noted for early moming lift. And yet. and yet. The
farmer's forecast said it was going to be a good
week in East Anglia. As we drove round the M25
spectacular castellanus boomed on every side.
The further east we went the better it looked.

I'm going to design a T-shirt that says on the
front “You Should Have Been Here Yesterday"
and on the back “It Will Be Better Tomorrow!”
They could have set a 500km the day before the
Comp. They set a 300km the first day, but no-
hody launched. That was Ken Spark's influence;
he was lurking arocund to give good advice to the
Norfolk GC as this was their first Regionals. |
came to spy as well as to fly. (We're running our
first Regionals at Edgehill in August.)

Woe practised gridding that Saturday and Sun-
day, and by Monday we actually launched in
incredible murk, It didn't look soarable to me so |
craftily remained on the ground. A palt of smoke
rolled aver the airfield. Visibility went from bad to
zero, Eventually, Alf Warminger, their president,
radiced from his Ventus . . .

"Tibenham, 44. How many idiots are flying up
here?” and from base came the response
{anon). “Only cne, Alf."

Later on itimproved a bit, so other people got
airborne but didn't get anywhere, | decided at
4pm it was a non-starter, so wenthome to Oxford
for a bath. Gary McKirdy won the day with 75km,
hut only 78pts. Hardly worth the troubie.

Actually, | wasn't just being crafty. | was
twitched. Locking at the choice of crop on the
way from Booker everylhing locked exceedingly
well grown. Tall corn. Tail wheat. Giant stalks of
rape. Gary landed out in a sugarbeet field and
came back with the good news. If it's brown, you
can land in it!

| was out of practice, too. Done plenty of
instructing, in the back of K-7s and K-13s. Even
power flying. But | hadn't even strapped into the
Pegasus until the week before the Comp. | ook a
launch at lunch time, while course instructor at
Booker. And before the admiring eyes of my
students and DCF| Dave Caunt, landed 987
wheels up. The humiliation! | didn’t even realise
at first why the landing felt bumpier than usual
and a bit closer to the ground than usual
Thought the tyre must have blown. And then
tooked down at the undercarriage lever, firmly
and reproachfuily set in the wheel-up position.

Forlunately it was on the grass and the belly of
the giider was hardly marked at all.

On Tuesday | did at last get my nerve up to set
out on the task. Flew over Diss, following the
railroad. Not much else to follow in East Anglia.
Got as far as Stowmarket. Had to be lifl over a
nice big town like Stowmarket. There was, but
not inthe middle. A convenient hawk turning over
the sewage plant east of the fown centre saved
me from a despserats scrabble. | made the mis-
take of calling up Wattisham and mentioned my
whereabouts. "Keep clear of the ATZ" growled
Wattisham, and sure enough, there was a tank-
buster trundling down the stub. Well if that's
Watlisham down there, Rattlesden must be over
there, and it was, and nearly sucked me down —
strange how a hospitable gliding site can attracta
struggling glider. But sornebody else in an Open
Class ship turned up. and | set off when he did
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MARY GOES

TO NORFOLK

“Have you heard about the Norfolk wave?” Mary asks. “Did
you know that Norfolk GC’s Tibenham is a wave site? What’s
there to produce wave? Nothing sticks up in East Anglia!”

though he was much higher.

Ended up in a beet field. It was big enough -
180 acres the farmer said. And excellent tilth,
smooth in any direction. A posse of old age pen-
sioners helped me trundle the glider to the edge
of the beet field - | had played it absolutely safe
and landed in the middile.

Wednesday presented a strong norlherly air-
flow, which soon swept the early morning cu
aboutten miles south of the airfield, bubbling just
out of reach. The directors were persuaded 1o
offer us —at no exira cosl — 30004t launches. That
shook us out of our despond, and the first glider
to go up called back in surprise “I've got 2kt in
wave up here!”

‘In places where the
waves assisted thermals
it was booming!’

Beiore long everyone was climbing in swast
wave directly over the girield. | went up behind
the Condor, which takes so long to get up you
have the opportunity to sample conditions over a
sizeable area. Climbed to 4000ft and set out on
track, tiptoeing downwind, trickling along to con-
serve every inch of altitude, and over Diss met
the wave again, topped up once more to 4000ft,
ancther slide to Ashfield and wave again! The
area of cumulus was now within reach! In places
where the wave assisted thermals it was boom-
ing. And in other places it was incredible sink. |
connected nicely with a boomer over Rattlesden,
and thundered down to Lavenham church, losing
10001t with wild gyrations over the TP which
unfortunately was on the downside of the wave.

Never mind, got back on frack to Bury St
Edmunds, and was then confronted with heap
big smoke from a brush fire. It wasn't going up, it
just sat there on track. | slid on through it and
came out the other side. Something came
unstuck. My sense of direction. When | saw the
railroad frack across my line of travel, instead of
parallel to it, | thought the map was mistaken.
And carried on east and ended up in a beet field
on the road 1o Great Yarmouth, | went furiher
than anybody that day, but got no credit for it.

Mark Taylor went shopping in Diss that morn-
Ing, convinced the day was a write-of. When he
gat back everybody was off on the task. Nobody
toid him we were entitled to 3000f1 launches.
Mark thought he was getting away with some-

thing when the tug didn't wave him off. He pulled
off at 2200ft, went to 5000% in the wave, got
round the task in record time and won the day —
but alas, the truth came out that night. He had
turned 20fl short of the church, according to the
photo assessor. Mark Taylor is, by the way, a
professional photographer . . .

Thursday | took my crew, Derek Stalf, to Diss
to catch the London train. He promised faithtully
to he back in time to retrieve me should need
arise. Nothaving a crew on site does concentrate
the mind. | tock one launch and fell down. It
looked as though the thermals would be wiped
away once more by see air. 1 took off again,
floundered about, down to 800fl before discov-
ering something useful downwind. | got an excel-
lent climb to 45000, zoomed back for a starl
photo, returned to the same downwind corner for
atop up and set oHf for the western end of Watton
aifield. Going great!

Some bonehead in a Jantar tried to cut me up,
but | was in the core and outclimbed everybody!
Dolphined west, just steaming along. Laken-
heath on the left. That must be Feltwell, down
there. Now where's this TP — Littleporl, Liverpool,
or some such place. | had Downham Market
identitied, its got to be that village down there.
Doesn't look guite right. Maybe it's that gne over
there. A10 river brdge. Helf! Stop dithering.
Photograph both of them and let's go home. |
took a picture of Brandon Creek and one of
Southery, and went home, averaging 67km/h,
joint 2nd for the day and 4th over all. | still have a
copy of those provisional results, rescued from
the dustbin of history. Short-lived glory. | knew in
my heart | hadn't got it right, but it was really
satisfying to get back to the airfield and hear
those sweet words “Good finish, 987!

Fhit Jones of the well-known Jones tribe, flying
a Ventus, called five minutes. They told him East
Anglia TV was filming the finish line, by a litte red
car on the grass triangie. Phil knew what he had
to do. {Phil is a fighter pilot by profession.) The
cameraman never flinched, Possibly he didn't
conneci what he saw through his viewlinder with
reality. The spectacular resuit was featurad on
Anglia TV next day. Local cameraman Tony
Scheuregger realised what was happening and
featured a shot of the grass as he prudently hit
the deck.

That. as things turned cut, was the last scoring
day and the local tads won — Tony Walsh (Norfolk
GC) the Open and Paul Rice {Essex & Sutolk)
the Sporls Ciass.
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