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1. Editorial 
 
This is the first Newsletter this year as the one due at the end of March didn’t happen because of a 
lack of material. 
 
I was thinking last week what a super club we have. Look at what we have now. Our membership 
numbers are at an all-time high and still growing; we have a great CFI & instructor team who 
motivate and encourage us all, especially our younger pilots; we started and continue to run our 
unique gliding scholarship scheme as part of our community efforts; our Chairman is very successful 
in raising various and numerous grants; our young pilots were successful in the 4-club young pilot 
challenge in 2016; we are well-equipped both with our club aircraft fleet and our ground equipment, 
especially when our K13 (CFG) is back with us, hopefully in August and the Twin-Acro has been 
replaced; we just had an excellent Open Weekend; the facilities for glider maintenance are now 
excellent thanks to the workshop obtained for us by the late Chris Armstrong and our aircraft 
maintenance members who do so much for the club. 
 
We do, indeed, have much to be proud of, so let’s get on and enjoy the soaring season. 
 
 
 



2. Chairman’s Chat 
 

I would like to thank our Vice-Chairman, Peter, for his excellent organising of our Open Weekend. 
Thanks also go to our instructors plus all those members who helped on the airfield and not 
forgetting Ron's catering team. I believe we took over £3300. 
 
Last Thursday seven members attended Ramsey Abbey College to present the Scholarship Scheme for 
2017 – 8 to the parents of the 10 students who would like to take part in the scheme. Yvonne Elliott 
from the BGA attended and spoke about our being the only Gliding Club that is working with a school 
to introduce youngsters to our sport in this way. During the evening it was mentioned that from now 
on we will be asking for the junior membership fee to be paid by the successful scholarship students 
(or by their parents, more likely), but that all the flying would still be paid from grants. 
 
We have now been awarded £3000 from Microsoft for our Scholarships and £750 extra from the 
Ramsey Million for our ‘Bronze C’ scheme. 
 
It has been agreed by the Committee and the Instructors that we look to buy another glass-fibre two- 
seater to replace the Grob Twin-Acro, using with the insurance money. 
  

3. Ground Equipment Stuff by Peter Valentine 
 
As most will know, we have been having some cable strength/life issues. The result is that both 
cables have been changed on the twin-drum winch, although it is too early to know whether the new 
cable is any better. The problem is believed by several of us to be a brittleness in the Chinese-made 
cable which causes it to fracture under certain conditions.  
 
However, we have been most fortunate in obtaining 9,000 metres of brand new top-quality 4 mm 
steel cable through the help of our new member, Graham Hayes. Although it is 0.5 mm smaller in 
diameter it has been agreed with the CFI and others that it will be good to try it. For what it cost us 
there is no risk of a loss of money and it could save us around £3000. The strength of 4 mm cable is 
still around 20% stronger than a brown weak link and a 1000 m run of this weighs around 35 lbs less. 
It is also 11% less in terms of width so will present less drag on launches and give better acceleration. 
 
Apart from the cable issue the MT is working as well as can be expected from the old equipment we 
use. 
 
However, there is issue which is a cause for concern. Recently the single-drum winch was crashed 
into the compound gate and a buggy was scraped on the underside of the wing of the Twin-Astir. In 
both cases no-one was informed of this damage.  
 
Presumably the persons responsible simply assume that ‘someone’ will repair the damage. In the 
case of the glider, the risk potential is very high, whilst the damage caused to the winch took 3 of us 
a morning to repair (thanks to Paul Capitain and Graham Hayes for helping me with this). This is in 
addition to the damage inside the club-house, and the mirror on Disco 2 which was smashed a while 
back and I’m still waiting for the person who did this to go to Halfords and buy a replacement plastic 
mirror for c.£10. The mindset and culture of ‘someone will repair it’ is not acceptable or fair on all 
the other members. One might wonder what the culprits would do if they heavy-landed a glider and 
thought that no-one had noticed – one might presume that they would say nothing and hope.  We 
all make mistakes, but we must all take personal responsibility for them. 
 
 
 
 
 



4. Open Weekend 
 
As Michael has said, the Open Weekend went off very well, but boy, was it hot! May I personally 
offer a sincere thank you to everyone who helped in any way. 
 
The raw statistics show a total cash intake of almost £3,300 with 110 launches over the two days. It 
was kind of Crowland to lend us their Grob and the T21b syndicate for the use of the ‘Barge’, for 
without them we should have been very short of capacity. However, the statistics don’t tell the full 
story and David Coker has put down his thoughts and observations as follows: 
 

The weekend of 17
th

 June was the cumulation of hours of frenetic work by many of our hard 

working (unsung hero) club members in preparation for the “club’s open weekend”, to which 

we invited the public to come enjoy the taste and thrills of flying, and spend, spend, spend!  

From the very beginning I sensed that many hours of planning and preparation had already 

been completed which was evident at the club welcome / booking in area which ran like 

clockwork, and expectant arrivals were quickly chaperoned to the launch point in our state of 

the art charabanc (a very clean Disco 3 – Ed). What a weekend it turned out to be. Yes, we 

had prayed for good weather, but had not been prepared for the 28-30
o
C which for much of 

the time was recorded on the airfield and in which we slowly baked or indeed turned many 

shades of red (I’ve still got the ankle blisters). It was good to have our younger members on 

hand as I for one would probably not have survived if I had had to complete a glider walk out 

from hanger to launch point.  

The launch point was a sheltered haven due to the gazebos and shade from the caravan, 

which itself what not the most comfortable place to spend the day. I think the “air-con” was 

malfunctioning as the internal temperature soon started to soar! We (the ground crew) were 

well looked after and like other members I seemed to be consuming more chilled bottled 

water than I can ever remember doing before. Strange through, what went in did not seem to 

be coming out. 

As the day progressed we were all kept on our toes by a steady stream of excited public, many 

who brought family members for a birthday surprise or others who had seen our gliders 

skimming over their nearby houses and curiosity at last got the better of them. Whatever their 

reasons a festive atmosphere soon prevailed as the aroma of burgers soon exuded from a 

carefully located bar-b-q, which set the saliva working overtime whilst we all scurried 

around completing our various duties. 

As the days progressed the comfort of the glider cockpit changed to that of a malfunctioning 

micro wave with heat within its confines moving from comfort to slow cook and dehydrate. 

Nevertheless, launches continued at a frenetic pace due to the pre-flight and parachute 

readiness programme which passengers received, thereby reducing launch delays. It was 

ironically amusing to see the many concerned and expectant faces of the passengers as the 

canopy was finally closed ready for launch and for me this invoked reminiscences of my own 

return to gliding after a forty year break!  

Yet after their hair-raising experiences, almost without exception, passengers climbed from 

their gliders confines full of praise and enthusiasm, many eager for their second launch. This 

clearly spoke volumes about the care and quality of their flights, which of course was all 

down to the expertise of our stalwart pilots (what do you mean, I’m not creeping). 

The unabated heat gradually took its toll and launches slowed a little as the winch team 

fought bravely inside the control cabins which predictably became a devil’s cauldron, 

offering little comfort, shade or rest. The challenge to provide a continual stream of cables 

had not gone unnoticed, but the demand at launch point was to connect, launch and connect 



again without the realization of how debilitating it was becoming for the cable recovery and 

winch team. A task which not being in the public eye did not receive the mentions it deserved 

whilst we gave our briefing and chatted to the public, theirs was all about the glamour of the 

day and flying. 

Leaving at the end of a tiring weekend I look back on the brilliant “teamwork” and 

comradeship which was displayed and felt very proud to be a member of the NVGC team. 

Thanks, David. 

 
 

5. Expedition to Eden Soaring, May 6th to 12th by Roger Gate  
 

Eden Soaring is based at Skelling Farm in the Eden Valley just outside Penrith. It is an amazingly 
beautiful place with the Lake District to the West and a huge long ridge to the East forming the edge 
of the Pennines.  

So, one Saturday morning, we all met up and off we went up the A1 to Scotch Corner and then along 
the A66 to Penrith before branching off to the more narrow, stone-walled roads of Cumbria. The 
intrepid expedition was made up of Tony Walker, Richard Aylesbury, Steve Jarvis, Tim Ward, Michael 
Muir and myself. The only real problem was a flat tyre on my K6 trailer but with the help of Tim and 
Michael we got two new ones in Grantham, which was a good excuse to have a large breakfast at 
Waitrose. 

All of us were safely up at Skelling Farm after lunch and went for the obligatory field walk.  When I say 
obligatory, I mean obligatory. This is not a nice flat field with no obstacles. The track that runs across 
the Southern end has to be missed or it makes for a very rough landing, the deep gullies particularly 
in the western side must be avoided and on certain landing runs you need to understand the way the 
land rises and falls to adjust your round out. Also, your approach needs to be into a corner with a 
stone wall in front of you. You also need extra speed most days as the curl over from the trees and 
topography can be quite strong.  Oh, and did I mention the stone wall half way down the field. 

 

 

 

On Sunday we did our check flights and this was my first meeting with the CFI, John Castle, and his 
wife. John really has been the main reason that Eden Soaring has continued and is a great destination 
for clubs to go to on expeditions. He is an excellent instructor with a wealth of experience and 
knowledge who really knows how to make things work without sacrificing safety in what is a 
challenging environment.  

So all we need now is a westerly so we can soar the ridge, something the previous visitors to the site 
keep telling me is absolutely thrilling and challenging. However, this was not to happen as we had a 
week of southerlies plus one northerly so it was to thermals we had to turn for our lift. Overall we did 
not do badly getting some reasonable soaring flights between us and I have to say that any soaring 



there gives you some fabulous views of the valley, the mountains and this time the Lake District in 
the distance. Tim got to transition from the Cirrus to the DG, so often had a massive grin on his face 
and Michael flew the Eden Soaring K8 once we had mastered the rigging. In fact I learnt a lot about 
rigging during the week and how the Spatz fits in its trailer.  

 

 

 

On the lighter side, Tim, Michael and I stayed in a lovely modernised cottage near the site and “the 
instructors” in a 1970s-themed cottage complete with ducks on the wall and a video(?) recorder. 
Meals out are great as the local pubs are excellent and know how to feed you up. We also had a 
morning out to the local bikers haunt in the Pennines where the food portions are epic, the views go 
for miles and roads are fun. 

On an afternoon off, Tim and I went to see Walcot range where Tim had actually trained years ago 
and the “instructors” took Michael on a shopping trip to Keswick. Tim and I were out for a while and 
when we returned we found our Chairman had been left at the cottage with no key and had 
therefore adopted his natural state in the back garden. 

 

 

 



So would I go again? Absolutely, it is a challenging field to fly bringing new skills and experience, it has 
fabulous views and opportunities to go ridge flying and wave flying even if this time the weather did 
not play ball. The people are great and bent over backwards to make our trip a success. So yes, I 
would go again and would recommend it to anyone. See you all at Eden next year. 

  

6. Achievements  
 
James Thomas and Dillon Bennett have both completed their first three solo flights and thus their 
gliding scholarships. Congratulations and well-done to both of you. 
 
Paul Johnson has achieved his Bronze with cross-country endorsement. 
 
Beth Aston has got a new job with Thomson Holidays as a Holiday Rep and will be leaving shortly to 
take up her new role in foreign lands. We all wish you very success, Beth, but please come back and 
fly with us again soon. 
 
Apologies to anyone I’ve missed. 
 
 

7. Gliding Scholarship News by Peter Valentine 
 
The presentation evening for the 2017 – 8 scholarship intake took place on the evening of the 22nd 
June at Abbey College. A good number of students and parents attended and over 10 young people 
indicated that they would be applying for the 6 available places. Once a ‘short-list of 8 or 9 has been 
prepared, our instructors will fly each of them to assess their aptitude and their ground/team skills 
and attitudes will also be marked. The first of the successful candidates will be able to start almost 
immediately after selection. 
 
We have a new liaison person at Abbey College, Kate Wibberley. She visited the club a couple of 
Sundays ago when I had the pleasure of taking her for a flight in the Twin-Astir. She expressed 
surprise and delight at the way our young pilots work within our team and is very enthusiastic about 
it all. 
 
As noted above, the scheme is now fully funded for the coming year, thanks to Michael’s continuing 
efforts. 
 

8. Mr. Taylor, I’m Afraid ………   by Roly Taylor 
 
By way of introduction to this article by Roly, I would like to say that having known him for around 30 
years, he is not seeking sympathy here. He is hoping that his experience will encourage others not to 
take any chances with the ‘Big C’. Thank you for this, Roly, and I know that we all wish you the very 
best in your ‘battle’. If attitude and positivity can work, then you have every reason to be optimistic 
about your future  -  Ed. 

MR. TAYLOR I AM AFRID YOU HAVE CANCER OF THE ESOPHAGUS. 

With these 11 words my wife and I knew immediately that I was in very serious trouble with little 
chance of surviving this disease because of my late visit to see the doctor. The reason I want to write 
about it is with the sincere hope that whoever takes the time and reads it may learn lessons that could 
one day save their life or family and friends life. If I can be instrumental in helping to save a single 
person’s life from the terrible dilemma that I am currently faced with, then in my own way I will look 
at it as though I have won one little battle in the long fight against cancer. If I can help one person to 
escape and beat the clutches of this indiscriminate and unforgiving disease then what I am suffering 
from will be worthwhile.  



I am resigned to the fact that I may die soon and my wife and I have accepted that this may be a 
reality, in this situation your wife/husband and children face up to exactly the same as the patient. I 
am afraid this is the hand I have been dealt and it is the hand I must play and take what is coming to 
me but I most dearly wish to prevent anyone else walking into the trap that cancer laid for me.  

As I said previously I am not afraid to die, but naturally do not wish to do so – believe it or not I want 
dearly to gain my gliding cross country endorsement and if what time I may have permits me to also 
gain my Silver “C” qualification then that would be great, you never know they may have gliders up 
there. I am not being flippant when you get into a position like this you must look it in the eye and be 
very, very positive – there is no room for sympathy and I think most major cancer patients feel the 
same. Of course, the real tragedy is that it need not have come to this had I forced myself on my 
doctors earlier. There were 4 consultation with 3 separate doctors and all diagnosed the same ailment 
based on the symptoms I was giving to them. 

It all started off very innocently when in September 2016 my wife and I were having a meal in a fish 
restaurant when I had some food stick in my throat and a severe pain in the middle of my back slap 
bang between the shoulder blades which I cleared very quickly and was able to eat immediately 
afterwards and though nothing more of it. No recurrence in the weeks following until about 6 weeks 
later, on a cruise to the USA & Canada, it happened again and like the first instance it cleared and I 
carried on as normal as both time it was battered fish I had eaten and thought the batter was to 
blame. A couple of months later it re-occurred but this time more frequently and it was obvious that 
something was not right – all the weeks and months in-between I had no pains, no symptoms and felt 
strong, fit and in good health this was the trap I was walking into. It is the trap many people walk into 
and is the trap that I do not want others to walk into – hence the need to pass on my cancer story. 

SUGGESTION: I think the only way to gain an advantage over this totally indiscriminate disease is to 
persuade your doctor to send you for specialist consultations very much sooner rather than later. As 
we all know NHS is under pressure but if you suspect something like cancer then government policy is 
that you must been seen within 10 working days, in my case 8 days. It is unlikely that you may die from 
runny noses and rashes on your bum so those with such minor ailments unlike the ones that I was 
faced with will in my opinion just have to take 2nd place to my more serious problems. 

MISTAKE NUMBER 1 – I explained to a friend what was happening and the response was ‘I should not 
worry too much about that. My wife/husband had the same problems which turned out to be Reflux” I 
asked what this was and it was explained to me that it was a very common ailment and could be made 
easier by sipping water with meals or taking Rennie’s indigestion tablets. I had also suffered in the past 
with Indigestion, took the easy way out and listened to them instead of going to see the doctor. 

MISTAKE NUMBER 2 – I followed this advice which was also echoed to me by so many others that I 
knew and again sipping water genuinely helped me so I was confident that there was nothing to worry 
about – BIG MISTAKE. I also think it was an easier decision for me rather than go back to the hospital – 
maybe a chicken out! 

Eventually I was forced to call the doctor as an emergency and had a 20 minute telephone 
conversation the result being that I was diagnosed with (Yes you have guessed) Reflux/Indigestion and 
I was given Omeprazole 25 mg tablets to counter stomach acidity returning again 1 month later to see 
the doctor again. The tablets helped and swallowing became easier. But unknown to me at this time I 
already had Esophageal cancer for months. Things could only get worse and I was ignorant to that. I 
returned for my appointment one month later and was seen by a different doctor who decided that 
because the symptoms had receded somewhat then the tablets were working and I should continue 
with them even though I was still regurgitating some of my meals and the pains in my back were a 
little more severe (They were just part of the illness|) they were after all only short duration pains that 
disappeared as soon as I finished regurgitating my food. 

MISTAKE NUMBER 3 – I allowed the doctor to persuade me to continue to take the tablets for a 
further month and go back for a new appointment in a month’s time. The tablets were still helping 
me, but I felt the doctors knew what they were talking about as they were all very experienced 



doctors – ANOTHER MISTAKE – they were actually prescribing tablets to fit my symptoms and in so 
doing overlooked the real cause, the root cause of my problem. 

One month later I returned and saw yet another doctor who decided that blood tests were in order to 
try and disqualify cancer telling me “you know some of these throat cancers are very aggressive so 
come back in seven days time and we should have the results of the blood tests.  

I knew these cancers were very aggressive as only 3 months previously one of my old RAF and work 
colleagues and next door neighbour died of the same cancer and as I attended his funeral, wondering 
why on earth he had allowed this to go so far, little knowing at that time January 2017 I myself had 
already been suffering from the same disease for about 6 months. Seven days later I went back to the 
doctors as requested  “Well, your Leukemia is OK (I also suffer from Chronic Lymphatic Leukemia) and 
judging by your blood results and no sign of anything else of a sinister nature – (sigh of relief) I suggest 
we just continue as we have been doing and continue taking the Omeprazole 25 mg tablets – another 
MISTAKEN ASSUMPTION. 

I decided that at this time as the symptoms had not completely disappeared that I would ask him to 
send me to the hospital for a camera “I agree says he” and within 8 days I was in Addenbrookes 
hospital having a camera inserted into my throat to see what was going on. It was very clear to my 
wife and that something was wrong when after an hour or so all the other patients were told they 
could go home and I heard the dreaded words “Mr. Taylor the doctor said “can you please come into 
my office”? Then, “Mr. Taylor, I am afraid you have cancer of the Esophagus” I was shattered. 
Naturally the first question from me was “how bad is it”? I was told that they thought the cancer was 
already travelling through my body and there was little they could do about it, that being the case they 
arranged 2 scans. One with the help of a radioactive injection and the other a 45-minute whole torso 
scan to have a thorough look around – I hated that camera linked to many blood tests and was now 
feeling punch drunk. 

At this time only Palliative care was on the cards so if their suspicions were true about the cancer 
travelling to other parts and organs of my body were correct then they were genuinely helpless to 
help me – in other words we will help you to die comfortably, that was not the words they used but 
the meaning was unmistakable. 10 days later I was back for the final scans under sedation – keeping a 
longish story short the doctor in charge told me “I will be there when you wake up and tell you the 
outcome”, i.e. if you will live or die. True to his word he was leaning over the bed when I came round 
and he had a smile on his face, “Looks good so we can now begin to look at curative care and see what 
we can do to help you. 

I came gliding the next day when a call came through from the surgeon at the hospital, “could you 
come in tomorrow and see what options are open to us for your treatment?” I readily agreed and 
along with my wife, who never missed any one of the 14 previous hospital visits, went to see the 
surgeon – up to now no life-saving treatments had been mentioned – I can guarantee I was first 
through the hospital doors with my wife the following day. A lengthy conversation ensued about the 
seriousness of the disease in my case and then he said “there may be an operation we can offer you 
but it is a major operation (well I knew it was hardly likely to be key hole surgery) we set you onto 63 
continuous days Chemotherapy then take scans and if the cancer has responded positively to the 
Chemotherapy we will remove your Esophagus, raise your stomach and connect it to the throat (gulp, 
I was numb) and then you will require up to one year to recover”. All this because I did not go to see 
my doctor early enough. 

In conclusion to this rather long tale may I ask every member of the club to look at the 5 DO’s listed 
below: 

DO not let symptoms continue for to long.   

DO not allow the doctors at the first indication of symptoms which are not beginning to get easier 
after a month or so to simply continue to prescribe the same medicines unless it is on the basis of a 
confirmed medical diagnose backed up by investigation and clinical reports from specialist physicians. 



DO not be fobbed off with “keep taking the tablets for now and we can review next time – you do not 
have a lot of time with cancer. 

DO not listen to other peoples stories if they have similar symptoms – after all you would not take 
their prescribed medicines – would you? 

DO stop smoking if you are a smoker – not a lecture here because I smoked 20 or so a day for about 25 
years on and off – they tell me my condition that I an suffering from is probably related to smoking – 
no argument here as I did know the risks when I smoked. I believed it would always happen to others 
–what an  idiot because I am as vulnerable anybody else.  

DO not allow yourself to fall victim to a dreadful serious cancer, which is avoidable, a lot of cancers are 
benign or curable but major organ cancers are not so easy. 

THE OUTCOME: If my cancer does not react to the 63 days of Chemotherapy then there is nothing 
they can do except give me Palliative cancer care until I die. I have told them I do not want to know 
how long I have to live if this is the final option – a little cowardly perhaps but I will not allow cancer to 
keep me worrying or fretting about the time I may die. 

Our club, with the exception of one liar and bully boy who I wanted to arrange some dental treatment 
for, has been good for me. I have enjoyed being a part of a very good friendly and safe gliding club due 
mainly the vast experience of the ‘Old Guys Rules Club’, I had an indifferent start with one of these Old 
Boys Rulers at the club who is now one of the people I most respect and that is the strength of the 
club to which you all belong. Treasure it and sustain it. Many of you have contacted me to see how 
things are developing and in doing so have given me a great deal of support – NVGC as a really good 
gliding club and I shall continue hopefully giving the club as much help as I can for as long as I can.  

From the top to the bottom NVGC have good people and I am sure that the club will, under current 
management, continue to grow and prosper and offer great opportunities to the young pilots and 
private members alike. Please take note of the above – I sincerely hope it will hopefully some-day save 
your life if you are one of the 1 in 3 unlucky persons to develop a major cancer diagnosis during your 
lifetime. 

ONE REQUEST – IF ANY OF YOU ARE UNFORTUNATE ENOUGH TO GET A LIFE THREATENING OR 
TERMINAL CANCER PLEASE DO NOT SAY “WHY ME” – MY REPLY WOULD BE “WHY NOT”. THIS 
STATEMENT SETS YOU ON THJE WRONG ROAD – WHY NOT SAY “DAMN IT, I WILL PUT ON MY SUN 
HAT AND WALK ON THE SUNNY SIDE OF THE ROAD”. THIS WILL HELP YOU COPE BETTER THAN 
WALKING ON THE DARK SIDE OF THE ROAD, IF YOU CAN THEN BE OPEN AND TALK ABOUT THIS 
TERRIBLE DISEASE THEN I ASSURE YOU IT WILL ALSO HELP A LOT – YOU ALSO FIND OUT WHO YOUR 
REAL FRIENDS AND THOSE WHO CARE ABOUT YOU REALLY ARE. 

 
9. Up-Coming Events 

 
The 4-Clubs Young Pilot Challenge will be at Bicester on the 3rd and 4th of August. Our final team has 
yet to be confirmed, but it is our intention to win again this year. Some of us will be going along to 
help on the days and to support the NVGC team. If you want to come along, please contact Michael 
who is organising our team efforts. 
 
Our Task Week is the first full week in August starting on Saturday 6th. Let’s hope for good soaring 
weather all week and let’s plan our intended tasks now. Our Social Team will announce the evening 
plans soon, one might be sure. 
 

 
10. And Finally ………………….. 

Dracula’s younger brother had the same name. He was into cocaine. He was known as “Vlad the 
Inhaler”.  



I was stopped outside Boots this morning by one of their market researchers who asked me what 
products I used for grooming. She was somewhat surprised when I responded “Facebook”. 

 
 

 
 
From Brian: “This is the field to land on, the one with the stripes. Not the one on the right, crop 4 ft  high, or 
the one on the left, sugar beet, where JB landed a couple of weeks ago”. 
 

My definition of an optimist has to be the Luftwaffe F-104 pilot who gave up smoking 

******** 

Airline P.A.: Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to Glasgow, we hope you enjoyed your flight and thank 

you for flying EasyJet. If you didn’t enjoy your flight, thank you for flying Ryanair 

******** 

When I was in the pub I heard a couple of guys saying that they wouldn't feel safe on an aircraft if they knew 
the pilot was a woman. What a pair of sexists. I mean, it's not as if she'd have to reverse the bloody thing ! 

 



My neighbour knocked on my door at 2:30am this morning, can you believe that 2:30am?! 
Luckily for him I was still up playing my Bagpipes. 
 

****************** 
I was driving this morning when I saw a parked RAC van. 
The driver was sobbing uncontrollably and looked very miserable. 
I thought to myself, that guy's heading for a breakdown. 

 
***************** 

 
 

 
NVGC at Eden Soaring.                          Photo: Tony Walker 
 

  Last Issue we had 

Glider Flight (Last issue we had ‘High Flight’) 

Oh, I have slipped the surly bonds of rope 

A few feet from “The Road”. 

I whip the Schweitzer ‘round so fast 

Exceeds the maximum load. 

I’ve slipped, I’ve stalled, I’ve spiral dived, 

Spun past the sixth full turn. 

“You can’t do that!” the new ones say, 

They’ve got a lot to learn. 

I find a thermal, turn in it 

To try and gain some height. 

I mustn’t beat the tow-plane down 

Or this is my last flight! 

On 23 fly a crooked base 

Then crank the plane around. 

Or 29: pass the hangars then I dive straight for the ground! 

But the best is 36 final when I know I should be higher, 

Put out my hand and touch, the passing telephone wire! 

 


