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FOREWORD

On the 30™ August 2007, a flight of 1540 Km., nearly 1000
miles, was made by John Williams, a member of the Scottish
Gliding Union, flying to and fro across Scotland, surprising
everyone, perhaps even himself. This was by far the longest
soaring flight ever made in the U.K. and put Portmoak, the
home of the Scottish Gliding Union on the map and recognised
world wide, as a premier gliding site. The flight was made
possible by using wave lift and flying at 20,000 feet. By flying
so high in the rarefied air, he gained almost 35% in speed and
so could go further compared with flying at sea level. The flight
took 102 hrs. and he averaged about 80 knots, 90 m.p.h.

This book takes us through nearly 75 years of the SGU
from 1934 to 2008 when gliding was developing from Primary
gliders making hops timed in seconds, to John Williams’s epic
soaring flight in his Antares electric Self Launching Motor
Glider in 2007. It is also packed full of interesting details of
members’ exploits.

The Scottish Gliding Union began in Glasgow with a few
members and moved around flying from different places in their
early days. They finally found Portmoak and moved there in
1957. This site had many advantages. There are two nearby
hills, the Bishop and Benarty, offering ridge lift and wave
conditions in several different wind directions. There is plenty of
room for launches and landings and it is close to the capital,
Edinburgh, and in beautiful countryside with Loch Leven
adjoining the field and making a good landmark for early solo
pilots. What a find — meeting all these requirements

| have happy memories of expeditions from my own club at
Lasham in Hampshire as flying at Portmoak extended our
soaring season into October after the summer thermals faded.
We would go to explore the wave and hopefully to fly very high
for International badge qualifications. Most of us didn’t really
take cross country flying seriously over such mountainous
terrain and with the coast so close on both sides of Scotland.



However, one of our pilots, Alan Purnell, who used to lead our
expeditions to Scotland, was one of the first to fly long distance
cross country flights from Portmoak using wave in the 70’s.
The SGU pilots showed us the potential of the site for record
attempts so that now our pilots go to Scotland to fly for both
height and distance flights in the powerful waves over the
mountains.

Often our expeditions would be fruitless because of bad
weather, but once a pilot had flown in wave, they always came
back for more. The magic of flying for hours in silky smooth air,
without having to make more than slight movements on the
controls for minutes on end, makes the experience unique and
unforgettable.

It was usual to have several days of rain or low cloud
before the weather became flyable and this made a special
bond between all who flew there, or so | thought. Perhaps it
was really the delicious Malt Whisky. Each achievement called
for a celebration and everyone joined in so that we made many
friends amongst the club pilots and instructors.

The Club pioneered giving glider training to several groups
who would not normally have been able to glide. Members
started a group known as “Walking on Air” with a two-seater
glider specially fitted with an additional hand control to replace
the rudder pedals so that people with physical disabilities, and
normally confined to wheel chairs, can learn to fly gliders. A
few years ago | flew with them in a Regional Competition at the
Cambridge Club to introduce them to cross country flying.
Several had already made their first solos and their enthusiasm
was infectious. It was a real pleasure to fly with them and share
their excitement at making their first field landings. Since that
time many other British clubs have followed their lead and
teach on similar gliders fitted with hand controls.

The SGU has for many years encouraged university
students from both the Strathclyde and Edinburgh University to
try gliding and now they have their own instructors to fly with
their student members. The club also runs a Cadet scheme for



younger boys and girls to enable them to learn to fly at
especially low rates.

Reading some of the anecdotes in the book reminded me
of being present and involved at the time and brought back
very real memories.

One of the accounts that | remember vividly was Nick
Goodhart’s epic goal flight from Lasham to Portmoak in the
1959 National Championships in his Skylark 3. Who knows
what possessed him to declare Scotland! | don’t think he really
believed he would get that far and none of us knew of his
declaration at the time. On this flight of 360 miles, he used
thermals, storm clouds, hill lift and finally wave lift to complete
the flight. That day | was flying in the same competition with
Nick and also Anne Burns, Phillip Wills, John Williamson and
numerous other names which are now legendary.

Like Nick, | fell out of the sky and needed to take a second
launch before | could get away from Lasham. | was making
good progress but after about 4 hours | was forced down by the
effects of a large thunderstorm near Sheffield whilst he made
use of it, collecting ice on the way. My retrieve crew got me
back to Lasham early the next morning but it took two days
hard driving to get Nick and the glider back from Portmoak and
the Championships were held up until he was back and ready
to fly again.

In those days of free distance flights and no radios, there
was an art in retrieving. The crews would set out in which ever
direction the pilot was expected to go and had enough
knowledge of the conditions to anticipate which road to take.
Except for London, there were almost no airspace problems so
gliders followed the weather. The retrieve crews knew which
roadside telephones they could stop at with a trailer and would
periodically phone back to base to find out if and where their
pilot had landed. When the pilot finally landed, this method
shortened the time of getting to him. After de-rigging and
packing the trailer, my crew would drive back a bit, stop and
brew up some food. Then | would sleep in the back of the car,



arriving at Lasham at about 2 a.m. That was a good day and an
efficient retrieve. Talking of distance retrieves, in one week
during a competition three tasks were set into Cornwall and
North Devon and | had three retrieves from there. Remember,
in those days there were no decent roads and it seemed to
take forever trailing a glider up and down hills along the
winding roads with what would now be a vintage car.

Not long after this, free distance flights were dropped from
the list of competition tasks, and out and return and closed
circuit flights were encouraged to avoid the expense and
exhaustion of such long retrieves.

| was also present at Lasham when SGU Director, Tom
Docherty had been flying in our competition and decided to
stay on afterwards. He had planned a cross channel flight with
a view to covering more distance and waited for the
appropriate promising conditions. He was ready when the cold
front went through leaving a northerly wind and the promise of
good soaring conditions. Knowing that a high cloud base was
essential to glide over the channel and that there was no hope
of finding any lift over the sea, to increase his distance flown,
he chose to fly upwind to Cambridge first and then on to Dover
in the early afternoon by which time the cloud base had risen to
5000 feet making the crossing safer. He was able to reach
good soaring conditions over France and soared down to
beyond Paris before landing on an airfield having covered 666
Km. He was aero towed back to Lasham the next day.

The book shows that glider pilots are a willing and co-
operative breed. This is probably because gliding has always
been a labour intensive sport in which the members shared the
work. Just to launch a glider by winch or tow plane involves at
least four or five helpers. This need for co-operation
encourages a close knit community where the members all
help each other and also contribute towards the running of the
club. Through the National and International gliding badge
awards, gliding also fosters a competitive spirit and at every
stage of ability there is an incentive to achieve the next goal.



| have shown that many pilots are pioneers like Nick
Goodhart, both in their flights and in the way they care about
the movement. Since the early days, Philip Wills and the BGA
fought to give the gliding independence from the Aviation
Authorities so that we could regulate and supervise the sport
ourselves. This freedom was won and, as an organisation, we
are proud to have done this responsibly and successfully up
until now.

Sadly, being integrated into the EASA (European Aviation
Safety Agency) we have lost control and our independence.
We are already being over-burdened with new and
unnecessary regulations and bureaucracy. These do nothing to
advance our sport and only hinder it and kill the pioneering
spirit which the sport has nurtured and encouraged for so long.
It will also increase the cost of all gliding and other recreational
flying. However, my faith in the gliding fraternity gives me the
confidence to believe that the gliding movement will continue to
thrive.

This is an important book, because as well as being a
record of what has happened at the club, it also focuses on the
history of the sport of gliding. It will show future glider pilots
what learning to glide was like as a member in the early days
and how things developed over the years.

Reading this book has made me re-live my gliding years
from the early 1950's to date. | have been involved in various
aspects of the development of gliding, particularly developing
gliding instruction, testing and ensuring that gliders coming into
the U.K. were safe to fly and, of course, competition flying. |
congratulate the writer and hope you will enjoy the book as
much as | have.

Wishing you many happy landings.
Derek Piggott M.B.E. HonCRAeS



The Scottish Gliding Union — A History |
Introduction

When | first thought about writing this book | had been the
editor of the Scottish Gliding Union club magazine Portmoak
Press for about two years and | particularly enjoyed uncovering
tales of epic flights from those far-off days. | spent many an
enjoyable hour with some of those more experienced club
members who were only too willing to regale stories of their
epic flights.

In the main, this book is a collection of stories from those
intrepid glider pilots who have soared the Scottish skies over
the last seventy-five years, although the first couple tried it long
before the Scottish Gliding Union was even thought of. | hope
you get as much enjoyment from reading this book as | got
from writing it.

| feel it is important to record historic information from
various sources including, in some cases, obituaries, as these
have contained factual information that would otherwise go
unrecorded.

As you would expect, no history is complete without the facts
and figures but | have tried to keep these to a minimum.

So, let’s start at the beginning...












The Scottish Gliding Union — A History 1
Chapter 1
Wandering in the Wilderness 1934 — 1937

In Glasgow, in 1934, the place to be “seen in” was one of the
many Tea Rooms popular at the time. These usually took four
or five floors in elegant buildings in the style of the great
Glasgow architect and designer Charles Rennie Mackintosh.
Customers could expect to sample fine teas from across the
globe, feast upon multi-tier cake stands of pancakes, scones,
cake and chocolate biscuits, and were waited upon by ladies in
smart black and white uniforms.

So it was, on 7" July 1934 in Miss Buick’s Cranston Tea
Rooms at 147 West George Street, Glasgow, a collection of
gliding enthusiasts met to form the Scottish Gliding Union
(SGU). Records don’t show how these people were invited to
this momentous event but it was obviously not by accident.

The Honourable Alan R. Boyle was elected Chairman, John
(Johnny) W. Gardner the Secretary and Hugh M. Berry the
Treasurer. The rest of the Board was made up of A.T.H. Tilson,
E.T.H. Godfrey and W. Cameron.

During the year, the club progressed steadily along the
administration route with occasional sorties into the countryside
to look for suitable sites. The first site given serious
consideration was Cairnoch Hill in the Campsie Fells, between
Carronbridge and Denny, but the proprietor refused to
negotiate. One land owner of a flat site at Grangemouth was
keen, but his charge of £7 per month was deemed as too
expensive [this land later became part of the refinery site at
Grangemouth — probably generating considerably more than
£7 per month!].

Other activities that year included fixing annual subscriptions
at:

Flying Members £3 3s 6d
Associate Members £11s0d
Entry Fee (Both) £0 10s 6d



2 SGU

The Constitution of the Glasgow Gliding Club was adopted
and the Board of Directors discussed the possibility of
engaging Mr G.E. Collins, from the London Gliding Club, as the
SGU instructor. The club also agreed to support the governing
body, The British Gliding Association (BGA), in their
representations to the Air Ministry over a proposed subsidy for
gliding.

The club’s second year, 1935, was another busy year with
the highlight being the receipt of a BAC Primary Glider,
donated by the Crieff Gliding Club. Most weekends were spent
visiting possible sites which included: Kilsyth, Denny,
Sheriffmuir, North Lethams, Wetherhill near Saline and Fairlie.
At these sites ad-hoc board meetings were usually held in
someone’s car and were not minuted. When they could all get
to Glasgow they met in Central Halls, 25 Bath Street. The
Honourable Alan Boyle, still Chairman, was appointed as the
SGU representative on the BGA Council.

The following year, 1936, was marred by the death of
founder member Adam Houston Anderson. He died in the
crash of a ‘Flying Flea’ at Renfrew. There seems to have been
more actual gliding during the year, albeit most flights were
measured in seconds. Test flights were carried out at Lurg
Farm, Gartcarron, near Fintry on 23" and 24™ April in an RFD
Primary:

Saturday 23™ April J.W. Gardner 29, 31 and 33 secs.
Sunday 24" April  J.W. Gardner 62 secs.
Mr Sinclair 33 secs.

Flying was curtailed on the Sunday when Mr Littlejohn
crashed on take-off causing damage to the fuselage and
completely writing off the port wing. The pilot and Mr T.
Graham received minor head injuries and the aircraft was
taken to the rented workshop in Stirling for repairs, estimated at
around £20.
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The club seemed to have been fairly ambitious in those early
years and the cost of equipping it in line with their objectives
was estimated at around £4000. Donations totalling £58 13s 6d
had been received, including £50 from Lord Waeir.
Representations for changes to gliding subsidy rules were
made to the Secretary of State for Air, Lord Swinton. Grant
conditions were:

Clubs to be Limited Companies.

Clubs to hold lease of five years tenure of a soaring site.
Clubs to be affiliated to the BGA and requiring a minimum
of 25 members.

Clubs to submit receipts for expenditure.

Clubs to have BGA approval of site, ground engineer and
flight instructor.

These conditions seemed to have spurred the club on and,
on 27" July 1936, agreement was reached to register the SGU
as a Limited Company. A suitable site was pursued with vigour
and Gartcarron Hill near Fintry was secured for a five-year
lease at £15 per annum. All was not well however. The BGA
stated that the SGU did not yet merit a subsidy, as none of its
members had gained their gliding certificates. A new set of
conditions was negotiated, which could result in a 50% subsidy
to cover machines, ground improvements, land purchases,
hangars and clubhouse. These were the same conditions as
before but with the SGU proving that they had the ability to
meet the other 50%.

Mr E.C. Gordon was elected honorary member of the SGU
and was invited to represent the club at Board level at the
BGA. Founder members of the SGU were invited to take out
two £1 shares and pay a first Annual Subscription of £1 1s 0d.
Ordinary members were offered a single £1 share and asked to
pay a £3 3s 0d subscription. Twenty five members were
needed to take up the capital offer which had been registered
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at £200. The landlord of the club workshop in Stirling was
asked to defer rental payments until June 1937.

A meeting on 25" April 1937 agreed on the appointment of
Ada Dunlop as Flying Instructor and Reginald Brazier as
Ground Engineer, with the flight instructor having seniority over
the ground engineer. A committee, consisting of A.Aitken,
T.Graham, J.Campbell and D. Campbell, K. Martin and W.R.
Orme, was formed to arrange the erection of a hangar at
Gartcarron Hill. A proposal was made that Johnny Gardner
should attempt a demonstration soaring flight at Gartcarron Hill
using the Campbell brothers’ “Hols der Teufel” sailplane.

At around this time, another band of gliding enthusiasts was
looking to quench its thirst. On Monday 12™ July, at 7:30 p.m.,
the inaugural meeting of the Fifeshire Gliding Club (FGC) took
place in the Rialto Tea Room in Kirkcaldy. By the 24™
September the FGC had been established with Andrew J.
Thorburn, Henry W. Thorburn, Alex M. Aitken, R.S. Miller,
Andrew B. Rutherford and William Neith holding office. Their
early training flights had been attempted in a field near
Kirkcaldy but operations were soon moved to West Feal Farm
on the Lomond Hills. The owners, Mr and Mrs Nicol, were very
enthusiastic and supportive even going as far as allowing their
farmhouse to be used for meetings and meals.

Towards the end of the year, office bearers from the SGU
and the FGC met in Central Hall in Glasgow and agreed to
consider the merger of these two clubs as part of the Limited
Company. Following the resignation of Johnny Gardner as
Secretary, a provisional Board of Directors was elected.
Although administrative activities had been going on during the
previous years, it was this merging of these two clubs, and
particularly, as we shall see later, the flying leadership of
Andrew Thorburn that was to be seen as the true beginning of
the SGU in the early months of 1938.
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I'm sure many of today’s glider pilots who have visited the
SGU’s present site at Portmoak are familiar with the ‘Bowl’ on
Bishop Hill, but | wonder if they know that the first soaring flight
from the Bowl was made away back in June 1938!

Having visited the SGU site at Gartcarron Hill, and not
thinking much of it, Andrew Thorburn invited some of their
members to come and inspect the possibilities of the Lomonds,
and when they came on Sunday 5" June, he was at last
fortunate to have a good westerly wind. Launched from White
Craigs (O/S ref. NO 840 034), at the south end of the bowl on
Bishop Hill at 17.05, he flew for 1 hour 16 minutes and reached
a reported height of 3000 ft., although it is not clear whether
this was above sea level or above the 1100ft launch point. He
finally landed about a mile further east in a field adjacent to
West Feal farm (O/S ref. NO 201 034), which he had already
selected as the training site for the Fife club.

The visitors from the SGU were impressed — so much so
that they were back the following weekend, training with the
Fife club at West Feal. Things moved pretty quickly thereafter.
Gartcarron Hill was abandoned, and the amalgamation
between the SGU and the Fifeshire GC was finalised. Also
included in the merger was the Dumbarton Gliding Club, whose
instigators, John and Donald Campbell, had previously become
impatient with the lack of progress made by the SGU. The new
organisation was incorporated as The Scottish Gliding Union
Limited on 15" July 1938, with the liability of each member
limited by guarantee to one shilling.

The first Board of Directors of the new SGU Ltd. were:

President and Chairman Alan R. Boyle

Vice Chairman W.R. Orme
Secretary R.B. Rogerson
Treasurer A.T.H. Tilson

Chief Flying Instructor Andrew J. Thorburn
Ground Engineer T.P. Graham

Public Relations Officer John W. Gardner
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Joint operations started at West Feal late in the year with
around 20 FGC members and 15 SGU members taking part.
Word had spread around gliding circles that the SGU site held
many possibilities and distinguished guests soon turned up to
sample the delights of Scottish soaring. Visitors included Ann
Edmonds (later Welch) with a Grunau Baby and the then
holder of the World Two-seater gliding record, W. Bentley-
Murray with a Falcon 3 two-seater. J. Davie of the Cambridge
Gliding Club also visited with his Hutter H.17. These visits
coincided with the club’s most recent acquisition, its first winch,
from the defunct Hartlepool club. This consisted of a large
Studebaker saloon car which would be jacked up and have one
rear wheel replaced by a drum of cable. It is not clear if there
was even any form of pay-on gear, but the device seems to
have been effective enough to launch gliders into the lift from
the top of the hill.

Saturday 20" and Sunday 21%' August saw several soaring
flights, including club members, and members of the public, in
Slingsby’s Falcon 3 demonstrator. By this time, the club had
two primary trainers in operation, one of which was fitted with a
nacelle cockpit and used for soaring flights when the occasion
arose. Most of the instruction was carried out by Andrew
Thorburn with Johnny Gardner deputising from time to time.
Soon, members were starting to qualify for their “A” certificates,
awarded for a straight glide of over 30 seconds. These were
only just achievable by “hops” and “slides” and were usually
launched by tow-car. The “B” certificate required a flight of one
minute duration and had to include two turns. These were
bungee launched from higher up the slopes above West Feal.

Flying operations ceased for the year on the 25" of
September, but a lot of work took place on the ground over the
following winter. The club was now outgrowing the facilities
which could be provided by the Nichols at West Feal, so they
obtained the use of a disused shepherd’s cottage a mile further
east, at East Feal. This was made habitable by Gardner and
Rogerson over the winter, and a hangar was also erected. This
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may have been the building previously erected at Gartcarron
Hill, but unfortunately no photographs exist of the exterior.

The remote location of the site, together with the fact that
several of the members had to travel from the west of Scotland,
meant that there was an urgent requirement for overnight
accommodation. The solution was the erection of a dormitory
hut, some 40 x 17 ft in size, and capable of sleeping twenty
[male] members. [Females were quartered safely a mile away,
with the Nichols at West Feal!]. As we shall see, this building
was destined to serve the club in many different capacities over
the years, and would easily become the club’s longest serving
asset, still in use in 2008.

Several notable events occurred in 1939. The club fleet was
strengthened by the arrival of a new Tutor from Slingsby’s, at a
cost of £130. The first ‘home grown’ C certificate was flown by
Alex Aitken in the nacelled primary, and the first Scottish wave
flight was made by Andrew Thorburn in his Falcon 1, when he
used smooth lift to gain a height of 5,500ft over Scotlandwell
and Portmoak Farm.

The club’s first residential courses were held in July and
August, with seven trainees attending at a cost of 6 guineas for
14 days, including food and accommodation. The club at last
qualified for a share of the Air Ministry subsidy, and was
awarded the sum of £150. This award was probably the reason
for a visit by the Secretary of State for Air, Lord Trenchard, on
July 1%, following his opening of the new Central Scotland
Airport at Grangemouth.

After four years of stagnation, the SGU had made great
strides forward during its first year of operation at Bishop Hill,
but progress was brought to an abrupt halt with the outbreak of
war in September. Although it had been assumed that all
gliding in the U.K. ceased immediately, it would appear that the
SGU were still flying up to the end of the year, although this
may have been limited to ground slides and low hops. Despite
many key members, such as Andrew Thorburn, having
departed to join the forces, an attempt was made by the
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secretary, R.B. Rogerson, to keep operating as a social club for
the duration of hostilities, with activities such as Christmas
parties and Burns Suppers. These efforts were brought to a
halt in early 1941 when the landlords of East Feal, who were
Kirkcaldy town council, served an eviction notice on the SGU,
due to Department of Health regulations which prohibited
gatherings of people in reservoir catchment areas. Despite a
vigorous campaign of objections and representations to
Members of Parliament, the club was unable to prevail, and
was forced to cease all operations.

All assets were sold or became requisitioned by the forces.
The three club gliders, the dormitory hut and the hangar went
to the Air Training Corps, who were just commencing gliding
training at the time. The Studebaker winch became an
ambulance, and was subsequently destroyed during an air raid,
while beds, bedding and cooking utensils were donated to
hospitals. However, the club was able to pay off all of its debts,
and was left with the grand sum of £17 12s 6d in its bank
account.

For the remainder of the war, the club was kept going by
arranging the AGMs to coincide with the home leave of a
quorum of members, many of whom were now gaining skills
and experience in the service of the Crown which would
subsequently prove to be invaluable in gliding club operations.

During my research, | discovered the following article,
written by Andrew Thorburn, and summarising those early
years:

The spike-like grass on the hill top stirred, the gentle
breeze took on a new texture as surge after surge of the
west wind rolled up the hillside. The promised westerly
blustered and pushed, warm but powerful. Rising from
the small group of supporters clustered around the
Falcon |, it took only a few steps to reach the edge of
Bishop Hill and look down the steep slopes to
Kinnesswood and Scotlandwell nestling a thousand feet
below, and ahead to the expanse of Loch Leven with
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Benarty, Cleish and the Ochils and even the Campsies
visible on the horizon. The scurrying clouds two
thousand feet above cast moving shadows which added
to the chequered pattern of the fields below.

At last, after years of investigation, learning and
construction, things could be said to be — all set for go!
All that now remained to be done, was to test out the
natural resources of lift which the airs around Bishop Hill
offered.

Turning back to the glider with a call of “Ready to
go”, the gossip and speculation was silenced as
everyone moved to their allotted task. After sliding into
the open cockpit and settling comfortably into the seat
below the swept-back wing, safety harness adjusted,
freedom of movement of the control surfaces checked,
there came a pause for final instructions to the ground
crew. Then, when the wing-tip and tail holders had
rotated the nose of the glider into the wind, the two
launch teams firmly grasping the twin lengths of elastic
launch cord were lined up ahead on each side of the
glider. The large diameter ring which connected at the
centre — both sides of the V-shaped cord, was placed in
the open hook on the nose of the glider and it stayed
there — only by friction. Final instructions to the anchor
man who tightly grasped the tail-skid as he lay prone, on
the grass, and then the launch commands were barked
out.

“Walk!” The teams moved — the ropes began to stretch
and the tail holder held the glider stationary. The launch
team disappeared over the crest of the hill.

‘Run!” and as they moved fast down the slope, the
elastic reached maximum tension.

‘Release!” and the tail holder relaxed his grasp.

The Falcon lurched forward with alarming
acceleration and immediately becoming airborne in the
strong wind, dropped the rope on the sprawling group of
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launchers who rolled over on their backs to observe the
progress of this — the first soaring flight of any
worthwhile duration in Scotland.

The quality of the lift was soon very apparent from
here, the engine-less aircraft was gaining height rapidly
at what was proved afterwards to be a vertical speed of
about twenty feet per second. Pilot's weight — 168Ibs,
plus 380Ibs for the Falcon |, making 548Ibs in full being
wafted aloft with the greatest of ease.

A gentle turn to starboard, took us northwards along
and above the hill slope, to Carlin Maggie — a large out-
crop of rock, then an about-turn to port brought her back
along the hill to Scotlandwell. Several beats in this rising
airflow took the Falcon to 2,500ft above the villages, and
at last, Scotland had found and used its own soaring
facilities.

The lift on that day was smooth, powerful and
widespread on a far more generous scale than that
experienced on other sites.

Fascinated by the beauty of our local landscape,
seen for the first time from this new vantage point, it was
some time ftill | settled down to make comparative
checks of the various areas which promised soaring Iift.
The section of the hill between Scotlandwell and
Kinnesswood, gave the best results as it funnelled the
west wind high into the sky. Though not so good, the
lower slopes north of Kinnesswood stretching to Glen
Vale and the West Lomond were better than any | had
used south of the border. Flying westward into the wind,
the lift proved to be operational right out to the shore of
Loch Leven, and we now know that on occasions it goes
much further than that.

Reassured by the simplicity of the effort required to
stay airborne, memories came to mind of the trials of the
past four years devoted to the search for this form of
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inexpensive flying. This was 1938 and soaring could be
had on our own doorstep, so to speak.

In 1933, a search of the numerous gliding clubs
started in Scotland. Disappointing news of dismal failure
as clubs closed down following several years of heavy
damage to gliders brought on by a combination of the
wrong choice of site, and lack of knowledge about the
fundamentals of Gliding. Edinburgh, Glasgow, Falkirk,
Stirling, Perth and Dundee — all met the same fate, after
numerous crashes interspersed with weeks of rebuilding
and flights of only up to 35 seconds, and 100ft in height.

In 1934, a few of the more persistent members of
these declining clubs formed a study group which met
for four years, first in Cranston’s Tea Rooms in Glasgow
and later on a hillside near Fintry. Investigation by this
group in 1935 did not offer any possibility of a short cut
to soaring flight.

Fortunately, information about a small group of
enthusiasts who operated at Sutton Bank near Thirsk in
Yorkshire filtered through. Most interesting was the fact
that they were already soaring, and had become
Yorkshire Gliding Club. The group included some who
were well known in aviation circles, such as Amy
Johnson — the Atlantic Flyer, Fred Slingsby — who
eventually became the best glider manufacturer in the
U.K.

A quick trip South one weekend in July 1935 brought
the satisfaction of joining that group and several years of
learning about soaring from that source had its rewards.
By the end of 1936, an advert in the Kirkcaldy press
soon brought twenty Fifers together who wanted to learn
to fly gliders. The Fife Gliding Club was formed, and
elementary gliding started in a field at Chapel Level,
Kirkcaldy. Instructing beginners is one thing — soaring
another. In 1937, Fred Slingsby offered a second-hand
Falcon | for £60 — so after some trouble with the
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Customs authorities at Kirkcaldy harbour (the machine
came as deck cargo in a box, from Hull and they thought
all gliders were German made), | at last was the proud
owner of my own sailplane.

Having flown this machine before in Yorkshire, all
that was necessary was to get it established in a mobile
trailer in some sheltered spot on Bishop Hill. The usual
practice in pre-war years was to launch into soarable
upcurrents, from the top of the hill.

After a study of Ordnance Survey maps of the
Lomonds, the most likely route to the top was via the
Hazels towards the waterworks, then westward over the
gently rising ground past East Feal and West Feal
farms. Mr. and Mrs. David Nicol of West Feal befriended
us and we soon had the Falcon in its trailer on the hill
top sheltered from the strong winds in the Clatteringwell
Quarry. And now, at last, we were airborne. After one
hour and ten minutes, a landing back at the hill top was
made, and the glider stored in its trailer — everybody
keyed up with excitement.

From that time on, gliding moved rapidly forward on
the Lomond Hills. Further soaring flights brought
newspaper publicity and visitors from the Dumbarton
Club, which was making “low hops” on the very field
near Cardross, that had been used more than forty
years earlier by Percy Pilcher. Soon, a joining of forces
with the Fife Club was arranged and the collective name
of Scottish Gliding Union Ltd adopted when the club
became a Limited Company in 1938.

Andrew Thorburn
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Chapter 3
A New Beginning 1946 — 1951

The club archives do not show what happened to many of
those early gliding pioneers during the war years but a few of
them did get back together in the early months of 1946.
Andrew Thorburn (Fit. Lt.), Bill Lawson and Robert Parker met
in the Lomond Hotel, Kinnesswood and decided to re-form the
club. At that time, the Loch Leven Aero Club flew out of Balado
Airfield near Kinross and it was agreed that they should
approach the Aero Club with a view to sharing their facilities at
Balado. Their negotiations were successful and on the 25"
July, 1946, the first glider, a Kirby Cadet was winch-launched
from Balado.

Later in the year, the SGU was the benefactor of some
welcome publicity. This time in the form of an article in the
internationally read “Sailplane & Glider”, affectionately known
as the “S&G”. The article sang the praises of the intrepid band
of aviators and enthusiasts, and included a detailed drawing of
the layout of Balado with West Lomond, Bishop Hill, Loch
Leven and Benarty. There is no doubt that this article put the
SGU well and truly on the ‘Gliding’ map.

1947 saw the serious business of club activities return with
the A.G.M. being held at Balado on Saturday 26th April. R.B.
Rogerson retired after nine years as secretary, and was
elected the first honorary life member of the club. T. Graham
was elected as chairman with Andrew Thorburn as secretary,
and James Adam continued as treasurer. James had been
treasurer since 1940, but subsequently retired on 14th August,
and Johnny Gardner had moved to London with his work as an
Admiralty Armament Supply Officer. The main topic of the
A.G.M. was the recruitment of new members and the retention
of existing ones.

After much deliberation, it was agreed that entry fees and
subscriptions would be reduced to pre-war levels. Two more
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why people would be asked to pay 4 shillings for the year. The
following is a reprint of the March 1950 issue of Uplift and it
gives an insight to the goings on at Balado at that time:

Saturday flying seems to have waned in popularity;
perhaps it is a hang-over effect from the days when to
go up on a Saturday was to invite the utter frustration of
only getting a total of half a dozen launches — if you
were lucky. Now, the sure-fire combination of Alex Fyffe,
Hamish McAskill and a Duty Pilot has made Saturday
flying a pleasure. February 18" was typical of the
modern variety, when, with only seven people present to
face up to the cold and blustery conditions, and with two
pauses due to hail and heavy rain, twenty six launches
were obtained. On Sundays, by comparison, with many
more members present, and with two or three machines
in use, the average is somewhere between 30 and 40
launches, giving the satisfactory total of over 60
launches for the weekend. That, at any rate, has been
the situation recently. Two reasons have been
suggested for the relatively better Saturday
performance; that the smaller number of people makes
for greater collective efficiency, and that the absence of
a lunch-break on the Saturday compensates for the later
start. The latter point does provide a case for an
amendment to the present lunch arrangement. A snack
meal served on the field at lunchtime, with the hot meal
served after flying had finished would save anything up
to an hour and a half of flying time. Alternatively, the
lunch hour could be staggered, and the risk accepted of
bedevilling the catering organisation.

Last week-end, the Olympia made one of its brief,
butterfly like appearances, but its pilot was able to make
no better use of the conditions than those who flew the
Tutor. Perhaps the Olympia syndicate’s views are
summarised by Manclark who has so far achieved the
club’s greatest distinction with this machine. Interviewed
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by our chief reporter on a Fifeshire-bound ferry, as to
when we could next expect him at Balado, Manclark
sniffed at the North East wind and concluded that we
would have to wait until the weather was a great deal
warmer. When it was suggested to him that the Olympia
should take part in the next National competition in July
as the representative of the SGU, he gave a cordial
response. This is a suggestion that should be followed
up with enthusiasm.
Blow Hot, Blow Cold

Last month it was reported that the Directors,
assailed by a mood of pessimism and an unnatural
humility, had shelved the idea of purchasing a two-
seater. This decision has now been reversed and the
aircraft has been ordered in the high hopes that it will be
delivered in time for the seven summer courses. These
courses can give an immense fillip to our membership,
now creeping steadily upwards towards our target figure
of 120. But all members should do their best to inveigle
their friends into the financial ruin of first having a
course, then joining the club.

First of all we need more instructors, and we feel
that one of our correspondents has hit the nail on the
head when he says;

“At present, only Andrew Thorburn and Tom Davidson
carry out primary instruction. At various times, possible
new instructors have been suggested; several of these
have agreed to become instructors, but in spite of this
the situation remains unaltered. On inspection of the
Balado log book, flying seems to have taken place on 43
Sundays in 1949. On 38 of these, Tom Davidson was
present. It is proposed to hold courses this summer but
who are to be the instructors? In addition, new members
must be constantly recruited if the club is to continue as
a live concern, and these must be instructed from
scratch in probably at least 90% of cases. Again, who
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are to be the instructors? What about some members
taking an interest in instructing without being chased into
itl”

High Finance

The launch rate in February has shown a welcome
return to a reasonably high average. But, even so, this is
only covering the present expenditure of something in
the region of £12 per week, omitting any question of
capital depreciation. With the present membership, an
extra thirty launches a week will be necessary to sustain
the cost of the two-seater when it is delivered. On the
other hand, this machine should cause a considerable
interest in our membership. The situation is that the club
is committed to a policy of steady expansion, because it
is only by a greatly increased turnover that the present
expenditure can be justified. On this basis, the next
logical move would be to purchase a Tiger Moth, which
in all probability, would easily cover its costs.

The financial position is relatively satisfactory. In
“Gliding and Advanced Soaring”, the authors deal with
the question of costs in the following manner:

“The usual entrance fee and subscription to any of the
main British Gliding clubs in 1939 averaged £1 1s
entrance and £2 2s to £3 3s per annum for full flying
membership. These have unfortunately doubled
themselves under immediate post-war conditions, due to
the considerably increased cost of club equipment...
Dual instruction at present costs about 15s to £1 per
hour, and circuits about 3s 6d. Solo flying on medium
performance single seaters may cost 10s to 15s per
hour and half a crown (2s 6d) per circuit. Launch for
private owners will also cost about half a crown. These
figures are based upon the estimated cost of a club of
about 200 members operating without
subsidy....Obviously a smaller club would find it difficult
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to cover itself charging the above rates” The kick is in
the last sentence!
Medals of the Month

We are unaware of Sproule’s politics, but we
suggest that he is essentially a true-blue. His lofty
dismissal of the instrument panel in the Tutor was subtly
conveyed in the statement he made immediately after
one of this month’s flights. “I know | was flying too fast
because my hat started to blow off”. He also gets a
medal for having the month’s longest flights of 17
minutes, which was obtained from a wave which
developed in the evening of a sunny day, when all the
previous launches had drawn a dismal blank.

A high award should also go to Bob Gaimns for
dismantling and reassembling the carburettor of the
Chevrolet in brilliant fashion by torch-light. We gloss
over the fact that the carburettor was in perfect condition
before and even after this feat.

The Black Mark goes to a practice rather than a
person. Although any effort to increase the number of
flying hours is welcomed, the latest vogue of night flying
is under the suspicion of being too much of a good thing.
On several occasions recently, the “fly home” has been
made with the aid of car headlight signals, in the most
nocturnal of visibility. This can never be worth the risk,
and when, on one occasion, the pilot suggested that he
should pay only half his launching fee because he only
obtained 500ft of height because of the poor visibility,
the situation becomes farcical. Our insurance rates are
already high enough!

Tom Davidson, the CFI (Chief Flying Instructor) summed up

the year:

Undoubtedly the acquisition of the T21b has been
the most outstanding event of the year. Since its delivery
to Balado in April it has been in constant use. Although
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second reason, especially in the earlier months of the
year, has been the increase of flying on Saturday
afternoons.

Notable flights at Balado have included one, by
Duncan Aitchison, of 15 minutes in the cadet. He
climbed, | believe, to 1700 ft and only came down to
give someone else a chance. The first notable flight in
the T21b was one of 33 minutes reaching a height of
2300 ft from a launch of 600 ft when David Hendry flew
with his brother Jim on 31 July. On 2" August, Bill
Lawson had two consecutive flights of 30 and 36
minutes respectively, the first with a day member and
the second with J. McKinstry. On 13" August, Peter
Pearce with a day member as passenger climbed to
2700 ft with a duration of over 24 minutes. He could
have prolonged this flight but his passenger had had
enough. Much later, on 29" October, Andrew Thorburn
with Tom Hendry as pupil climbed at about 3 ft per
second in a thermal from 750 ft to 1800 ft, duration 30
minutes.

During the year, 42 ‘A” and 15 “B” certificates have
been gained at Balado. Probably the most noteworthy
“B” was that gained on 22" October by Marjorie Brodie,
who thus became the first Air Ranger to complete the
test. At Bishop Hill, results have been rather
disappointing. There have been only 45 launches during
the year for a total duration of 22 ¥ hours. Nine “C”
certificates were gained. There, as at Balado, a lady is
to the fore; Dorothy Lawson getting her “C” on 13"
August and thus becoming the first female to do so in
Scotland. On the ground, the SGU has taken a distinct
step forward in employing a full time ground engineer. In
the club rooms too, things are much improved. We now
sit on chairs at good solid tables, instead of on stools at
planks balanced on oil drums. Among distinguished
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job to join the RAF, the winch and tow-car began to give
problems. The Ford truck also proved to be too much and it
was sold for scrap.

Peter Pearce managed a thermal flight of 1 hr 20 min in the
Tutor, and a four-man syndicate bought a Kite 2. By far the
best flight of the year was in this Kite 2 on December 9" when
Alex Fyfe climbed to 10,170 ft (gain of 8350 ft). Another notable
flight was Bill Adamson’s wave flight of 32 minutes in a
variometer-less Cadet. The year ended with a Christmas party
and pantomime at the Kirklands hotel.

The following is Alex Fyfe’s account of his epic flight:

The launch, at 14:25 hours, was good and the
release, which was automatic, took place at a height of
1400ft. after allowing the instruments to settle. In the last
few seconds of the launch the speed jumped from 42 kt
fo 52 kt.

The green ball of the variometer continued to
indicate between 3 and 4 feet per second (fps) lift and
the machine was put into right hand circles with a steady
gain of height for four or five minutes. Lift ceased about
a mile East South East of the airfield and course was set
for the locality between the airfield and the hills to the
North, in which area lift had been reported by pilots on
other occasions.

Lift was found there and it was the decided, from
previous experience, to fly across wind. Accordingly, a
northerly course was set and the machine remained in
steady lift of about 4 fps. There was no drift and forward
progress was slow, which agreed with former
experience when wave was flown in, a few miles to the
East. On that occasion, a northerly course was held
without drift whilst the clouds continued to sail from West
tfo East.

Lift began to fail over the hills at between 3,000 ft
and 4,000 ft so a reverse course was set and all
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agreement with previous experience collapsed. The
machine scampered back towards the Aerodrome
showing that the wind at this height was, as was
checked on subsequent beats, within a few degrees of
North. Height was lost on the downwind beat but on
turning back into wind, lift was contacted in the same
area as before.

Having established a pattern which worked, it was
persisted in. Upwind until lift dwindled to 1 fps, then
downwind to the starting point and upwind again. From
the barograph, it appears that about seven such beats
were made although height was not always lost on the
downwind leg.

Search was made for better lift a mile or so to each
side of the established marker, a rectangle of woods on
the Ochil Hills below, but it was fairly uniform over the
area. Generally, the forward flight was abandoned when
about half way over the hills to the Earn valley, so that
the entire flight was made in the lee half of the Ochils.

The valley enclosed by the Ochils on the North and
the Cleish hills to the South was covered solidly with
cloud but the ranges of hills were clear. One beat to the
North was started just under cloud base, about 6,000 ft.,
and lift was such that when return was made to start the
next beat at 7,000 ft., cloud top was well below. A
mistake was made on this particular downwind leg in
that it was continued too long and, when facing North
again, lift could not be contacted. Rather than have the
machine descend into cloud, a dive was made for the
upwind edge of same which was cleared by the matter
of 100 ft. or so.

Gold “C” height became a thought. By mental
arithmetic, something like 12,000 ft. would be required to
be absolutely sure; but the dominant factor was the
clock — on account of the approaching darkness. The
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length of time necessary to regain ground level was a
problem which could not be solved mentally.

It was finally decided to make 16:00 hours the latest
time of landing, and to allow 30 minutes for the descent.

Accordingly, 15:30 was the deadline and gain of
height was continued. A weakening of purpose set in as
15:30 approached and the flight was stretched another
five minutes to ensure the ASL (above sea level) height
being over 10,000 ft. The altimeter showed 9,700 ft.
when the flight was abandoned, Balado airfield is 420 ft.
ASL.

Return to the aerodrome was by means of a dive at
60 kt with full spoilers through a thin patch which had
developed in the cloud cover a few miles west. Once
below cloud base, the spoilers were closed and a quick
trip at 50 kt made to the Cleish hills in the South; the
East until the Great North Road was reached at just over
4,000 ft.; then North over Kinross on to Milnathort at
2,000 ft.; West to the aerodrome and a circuit to check
the wind sock. Landing was effected at 15:56 hours.

From 2,000 ft. down to 1,000 ft., the air was very
turbulent; conditions which did not obtain at the
commencement of the flight. The barograph shows
maximum height attained to be 9,750 ft., making a gain
of height of 8,350 ft., and a total of 10,170 ft. ASL.

A check with the Met. Office next day secured the
information that the temperature over Kinross at 10,000
ft. at 15:30 was 4 degrees Fahrenheit.

Best lift was about 12 fps, but this only occurred on
three or four occasions, lasting each time for a few
seconds only. Generally, it was in the order of 4 fps. The
cloud strip which covered Kinross-shire stretched away
to the West for what seemed like 20 miles. Eastward, it
obscured most of Fifeshire although probably not
stretching as far as the East Neuk. If it were a function of
the wind coming over the Ochils, the possibility of
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this accurate form of weather forecasting a number of decent
flights were had during the month.

The Oly syndicate was making good use of their new toy: Bill
Lawson stayed up for 2 % hours in thermals and reached 3,900
ft. Andrew Thorburn, after a brave but rather humiliating cross-
country attempt of 4 miles redeemed himself by thermalling to
over 6,000 ft in a flight of 2 hours 20 minutes. He had his
barograph with him this time and thus finally qualified for his
Silver “C” height badge. Flights of more than half an hour were
also put in by Tom Davidson and Roger Pears.

1952 also saw the first Scottish Silver Distance cross-
country flight being made. Pip Pearce flew the Olympia the
requisite 31 miles (50 km) to Carnoustie. The club newsletter
Uplift described the flight:

That long awaited cross-country is in the bag at last.
Pip Pearce was the man who did it and he deserves to
be heartily congratulated on his achievement. For a first
cross-country, his performance was most praiseworthy,
and in addition the day was far from good.

We had hoped to persuade Pip to write up the story of
his flight. Unfortunately he left for the south a few days
after the flight and has not been heard of since, so
details have had to be extracted from the retrieving
crew.

His course to Carnoustie was more or less straight.
He left Balado at 2,800 ft and lift was fairly plentiful
although not very vigorous until he got to Cupar. Here
he was down to 1,000 ft and beginning to look for fields
before he connected with another thermal which took
him up to 3,100 ft, his best climb of the flight. He
crossed the Tay at 3,000 ft and, although conditions at
that time seemed to be improving, he decided to land on
Carnoustie beach, whence he was rescued by the
retrieving crew in the nick of time, fighting with the last of
his strength the hordes of holiday makers who fell upon
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him as soon as he landed, bent apparently on taking
home pieces of the Olympia to show the kids.

His time for the flight was one hour 50 minutes, which
gives an average speed for the 35 miles of 19.1 mph.
Pip’s landing was reported back to the club in a most
efficient manner by a member of the Royal Observer
Corps., who was careful, however, to reverse the charge
for the call.

As 1952 progressed, Balado become more and more busy —
at one point there was a danger that there were more gliding
club members than Loch Leven Aero Club members. Regular
visitors at the site included the RAF Gliding and Soaring
Association (RAFGSA), who brought their Sky. Famous people
often “dropped in”, one such VIP was Tony Goodhart, who later
went on to form the Royal Australian Navy Gliding Association
(RANGA) in 1956. The number of summer courses were
dropped to four with a maximum of eight pupils each, with
serious plans being made for a one week summer camp on
Bishop Hill. Camping was popular at Balado too as the Air
Rangers turned up in August for their third annual camp. By
now the Tutor had been fitted with a belly-hook and was
attaining regular 1100 ft launches. While all this was going on,
the die-hards kept thinking about the possibilities at Bishop.
Jimmy Rae even converted the old Fordson tractor so that it
could be used as a winch on Bishop Hill.

The 1952 annual Festival of Sport exhibition was held in
Edinburgh, at Waverley Market. The BGA had procured
exhibition space and asked if the SGU would be interested in
attending. This triggered a frenzy of activity with many late
night discussions as to how to get the best from such an event.
Records of this event are scant, but a stand was manned by
club members where eager tales of gliding achievements were
enhanced by very impressive Trophies which were loaned by
the BGA.
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The Olympia continued to soar; Andrew Thorburn and Bill
Lawson both flew it to over 5,000ft. Bill Lawson’s epic flight was
conducted inside a Cu-Nim cloud! Once again, the club mag
Uplift relayed the story under the dramatic heading of ‘Pioneer
Cloud Flight':

The last day of the Holiday Week provided this
month’s big sensation — Bill Lawson’s climb to Silver “C”
height in a cu-nim. He had been struggling for 15
minutes in a puny thermal at 1,100 ft, when a front which
had been hanging about on the Ochils arrived over
Balado. Things immediately improved, and with 10
green on the variometer, he began to circle. Soon he
discovered there was no need to circle, and he was able
to beat back and forth along the cloud, which now
stretched in a vast black wall into the distance and
towered smooth and sheer almost from ground to “anvil”
height. Here and there, patches of rain were falling from
it, and he noticed that the lift improved as he passed
through the rain. At 4,100 ft the lift began to peter out, so
he flew alongside some of the rainy patches, seeking
more green. During one of these sorties, he flew just a
little too near the cloud, and to quote his own graphic
words “It just grabbed me!”,

Once engulfed, he began to rise at great speed, and
both variometers went off the scale. It was raining
heavily, and he was soon very wet. Rain came through
the windows which he not had time to shut, and
cascaded down the instrument panel over his legs.
Turbulence was not very troublesome until he got to
5,000 ft, when without warning, all the terrible things that
the gliding books speak about happened at once. The
Olympia kicked suddenly and heeled over into the void.
The rain turned to hail and roared against the canopy. A
flash of lightning sizzled blindingly across his bows, The
speed was building up most alarmingly and pulling back
on the stick only made things worse. Later, on the
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ground, he realised he must have been in a spiral dive,
but in the pitchy darkness of the cloud with the wind
shrieking in the windows and his instruments having
convulsions, this blessed enlightenment was denied
him. He reached for the airbrakes with a purposeful
hand, and pulled.

Gradually, things settled down. The shrieking -of the
wind fell away to a sigh, the ASI gradually unwound and
sanity returned to the Turn and Bank indicator. He was
surprised to note, however, that both variometers
continued to register lift, even with the brakes out, so he
put them in again and with infinite caution began to
circle once more in the turbulent regions above. This
time he reached only 4,800 ft before he was cast down
in a series of violent and uncontrollable stalls.

He had by now been in the cloud for over ten minutes
and had lost all sense of direction, and much of his
enthusiasm. It was with great joy therefore that he
suddenly caught a glimpse of the ground, although it
was at such an odd angle that at first he didn’t realise
where it was. He quickly sorted things out however, and
discovered he was over Cowdenbeath, and so with
3,200 ft on the clock he turned towards Balado. He was
foiled by only a few hundred feet and landed in a large
field just behind the glass-houses. Nobody at Balado
had seen him land, and when he telephoned to say
where he was, David Hendry was most indignant; he
had been engaged in abstruse computation with ruler
and compasses, and when the phone rang had
calculated that the Olympia must be at least as far as
Peebles.

Bill was quite undisturbed by his flight until Monday
morning, when he saw the newspaper reports of the
massive storm that he had flown through and he
realised with a shock what a terrible experience he'd
had.
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Club records show that 129 flying hours were accumulated
from 2229 launches by the end of 1952.

The following year started with an expedition to the north
face of the Lomond Hills. There seems to have been a lot of
effort to get only two bungee launches from the top of the hill.
The first launch resulted in a soaring flight to 1100ft and,
suitably spurred on, the team hauled the glider back to the top
and attempted another launch. This one was not so successful
— a straight glide to the bottom of the hill, but a useful study of
the roll clouds helped the pilots to suspect that wave
interference could have caused the lack of lift on the second
flight. They deduced that the updraft on the face of the hill was
being cancelled out by the downdraught from the wave system.
This proved to be a useful piece of information when it came to
hill soaring in the future.

Ann Douglas and Lorne Welch returned in early January to
‘categorise’ two more instructors, although records don’t show
who they were. The club advertised three seven-day courses
and a ten-day course, for July and August 1953, in the national
‘Gliding’ magazine. Costs for the courses were; Subscription
£3-3-0, Entry Fee £1-1-0, Launches 3/- (15p) and Soaring 15/-
(75p) per hour.

In April, the club set up a two-day trial operating out of a field
at the bottom of Bishop Hill. This site was between Glenlomond
Hospital and Glenvale Farm (O/S ref. NO175057). Although a
number of launches took place, there were no soaring flights
achieved.

Back at Balado, George Whyte’'s 60 h.p. Piper Cub was
being worked on with a view to gaining approval for aero-
towing. Tom Davidson (CFl) achieved his Silver Duration by
flying for over six hours, reaching 3,700ft., in weak wave over
Bishop Hill. Tom had been busy on the ground too, he
designed and built a new control van — painted in yellow and
white squares, to accompany the new Ford tow-truck. Douglas
Fleming test flew the re-built Eon Baby which had been
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wrecked three years earlier, and a Cadet which had been
damaged in a blow-over incident on Bishop Hill in 1950 was
nearing completion.

July 1953 proved to be very good for the SGU and for David
Hendry in particular. On a Thursday in the middle of the
month, he attained his Silver Duration and Silver Height on a
single flight over Bishop Hill. He then completed his Silver
Badge with a 38 mile flight to Kirriemuir on the 25™. This was
the first all-SGU Silver C badge achieved. Andrew Thorburn
flew to Markinch (15 miles) and Bill Lawson claimed his Silver
Duration for a five-hour, out and return flight to Bishop Hill from
Balado. The newly rebuilt Cadet was taken back to permanent
storage on Bishop Hill and provided six more Silver Duration
flights and numerous local soaring flights.

Around about this time, Robert Parker crashed his Auster
into Loch Leven. There were no injuries although his
passenger, Joyce Blythe, from the Edinburgh Air Rangers
thought she should re-consider her chosen leisure activity.

A new arrival at the club in October 1953 can be seen on the
next page. The Zlin Krajanek (on the ground) had many
admiring glances as it was, at the time, an advanced sailplane.
By the end of 1953, 2984 launches and 207 hours had been
recorded at the club.
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courses took place at Easter with the first thermal day of the
year being recorded as 28" March. A Mr L. Marmol, the
previous owner of the Krajanek, flew into Balado in his Miles
Aerovan and was suitably impressed by operations at the SGU.

Records show that the first 100-launch day took place on
May 9" and that the remaining seven courses took place
during July, August and the first half of September. The T21b,
which arrived as an open cockpit model, was given a complete
transformation during the summer with the fitting of a Campbell
canopy. This meant a more comfortable, and less cold, ride for
its occupants. July also saw Andrew Thorburn fly to Crail to
claim his Silver Distance, and Bob Porteous flying the Krajanek
to Buckhaven — although not far enough to claim his Silver
Distance. Pilots attempting their five-hour duration flights were
regularly launched by aero-tow to Bishop Hill. The boffins were
always looking for ways to regulate the speed of the launch
tow-cars and one such vehicle was fitted with an A.S.1., but
records don’t show how successful this proved to be. Another
piece of high-tech equipment seen at the club towards the end
of summer was a 16mm colour cine camera. This culminated in
an excellent film of club activities and starred John Paterson
and Tom Davidson.

One of the pupils on Tom Davidson’s course had an exciting
moment in the launching truck when John Paterson slumped
unconscious over the wheel after banging his hand on one of
the numerous sharp edged projections on the Monster, which
were such a feature of this strong-man’s car. The pupil was
unable to drive, and his untutored knob-pulling had no effect.
His plight was not helped by the fact that the senseless
Paterson’s foot was pressed firmly on the throttle, but this
problem was solved for him when the door opened and
Paterson fell out on the runway. The student at last got the car
out of gear and went back for the body, which by this time had
recovered and was miraculously still in good working order.
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five-hour leg, as did lan Dodds and John Paterson flying at
Bishop Hill. A party flying the Cadet from Bishop also gained
five more “C” legs. Jimmy Rae flew 20 miles to Dollar and
Maurice Berry flew the same distance to Kilconquhar.

Andrew Thorburn had arranged an Easter expedition to
Connel, near Oban, and managed a 4000ft climb in wave over
the sea-loch. His enthusiasm for the Connel expedition was
infectious and a second trip was arranged for 21" — 28" July.
They took five gliders, including the T21 and a Tiger Moth and
completed over 30 hours of flying during the week. Andrew’s
daughter, Lynn, recalled the visit to Connel:

| remember going to a club outside Oban with mum
and dad and some other club members. That was how
dedicated the members were — satisfied the wife and
kids with a holiday but made it a gliding one. We used to
fish for clams, although | recall one person scuba diving
for them in the deeper water. We would sit around the
open fire in the evenings and pop the newly caught
clams into the boiling water. | still remember how they
screamed as they were dropped into the pot! We had
great fun in the evenings, singing songs and telling
tales, although us kids thought that the adults were
really cruel to the clams.

Sunday 21%' October dawned bright and sunny at Balado
with a fresh west wind full of promise for hill soaring. First away
behind the Tiger was John Henry in the blue Olympia, with
cockpit gaps sealed with tape against icy draughts. CFl Tom
Davidson was next in the red Olympia, and after 45 minutes he
returned to his duties on the airfield, having left the hill at 3,600
ft. and flown most of the way back across the loch in cloud, full
of praise for the Cook Compass. Bob Stephen was next to be
towed across for an hour’s soaring. However, three hours later
he had still been unable to gain the height for the upwind dash
back to Balado, five miles away, but not wishing to delay any
longer and with a mere 1,600 ft. in hand he headed for home
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against an estimated 35 knot head-wind. In spite of these
impossible conditions, the Oly scraped over the boundary
fence with nothing to spare, and a retrieve was saved.

Meanwhile, John Henry was having rough time on his five
hours attempt. Low cloud continually dogged him; once he
found himself in cloud while facing towards the hill. With
commendable presence of mind, he applied himself to his
compass and headed west, only to break cloud over the lochs
behind the crest. His headway was barely perceptible and for a
moment it looked as if he would have to land on the hill, but he
swung off the south face and crept round the corner back into
the lift. With his five hours behind him, and in the gathering
dusk, he selected a field and pulled the airbrakes, closing them
momentarily to float over an almost invisible telephone wire,
and landed. Alistair Laird-Philip was on the spot at once and
the retrieving machinery put in hand.

The very next weekend produced a healthy wave system
which allowed Jimmy Rae to set a (short held) club record. He
was aero-towed upwind in the red Olympia to the lee of the
Ochils. He released at 2,500 ft. in 5 up and climbed in the silky
smoothness at rates between 2 and 5 up. During his climb, the
best lift was found farther and farther downwind of the Ochils
and in front of the wave cloud. Eventually, Jimmy found himself
over the Forth Rail Bridge at 11,225 ft., the greatest height ever
reached from Balado. His return journey was made at 140 kt.
There was, alas, a piquant note of sadness about Jimmy's
flight. In his haste to get airborne he over-looked the fact that
there was no barograph on board.

As 1956 drew to a close, strong winds continued to blow
across Balado. As ever, the intrepid aviators experimented with
launching techniques. In 2004, Geoffrey Berry recalled one
particular day in November:

We had decided to connect two lengths of the cable
together to see if we could get a higher launch on a very
windy day. We connected one end to the tow-car and
the other to our T21. The wind was so strong that we
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had people holding each wingtip and on the tail while we
climbed aboard. As soon as we were strapped in we had
aileron authority and asked the wing holders to let go.
When they walked away and the tow-car took up the
strain we discovered that we had elevator authority too
and the glider started to lift off like a kite. The tow-car
was still stationary but as we started to climb we pulled
the car backwards! The driver gave it some more gas
and started to move forwards again. By continued
forward and backward motion we were able to climb this
way until about 2,200ft before releasing overhead. We
then entered some wave, although | suspect we were in
it long before then, and climbed to 6,500ft over the
airfield. The strong wind was blowing us east towards
the west end of Loch Leven and even with 75 kts on the
A.S.I. we only just made it back to the airfield.

The tow-car driver’s normal job was to drive off
down the runway with the glider in tow at the end of
1,000 ft of piano wire. When the glider released and
dropped the end of the cable, the driver would release
his end of the cable, turn the car around and drive back
towards the launch-point. As he approached the
dropped cable end with the drogue parachute he would
open the door, lean out and grab the parachute and
cable end and pull it onto his lap — all without stopping
the car - and drop it back at the launch point.

The December 1956 edition of the club magazine Uplift told the
story of another epic flight:

We had an idea that Sunday 4™ November was
going to be THE DAY, when we saw the Lawson’s car
streaking through the airfield gates and making straight
for the red Olympia. On the drive up from Queensferry,
according to our reporter, as every new wave cloud
appeared over the horizon so did another 10 kt appear
on the Zephyr's speedometer. David Hendry was quickly
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uprooted from his office chair to provide the aero-tow,
and at 3,100 ft. over the Ochils, Bill released and
continued to climb in smooth air to around 9,000 ft.
where he hung about for some time taking magnificent
pictures of the cloudscape. Forging upwind to the North-
West he flew into terrific lift which took him to 12,500 ft.,
the greatest height ever reached from Balado. Deciding
to make use of this height by converting it into his Silver
“C” distance, he headed South at high speed, unable to
see the ground except for the briefest glimpses through
the gaps. He saw nothing at all of the ground from the
Forth Bridge until he was South of Edinburgh, navigating
instead by compass, ASI and watch.

When the time came for the inevitable descent
through the cloud, Bill switched on his Turn and Slip
indicator, set the trimmer fully forward and with a
muttered prayer, plunged in. At 4,000 ft. Scotland re-
appeared, but it could have been the moon, according to
his description of the desolate wastes below. There was
no sign of human habitation. There were no fields, and
all the good books say “pick a field near a road”. There
were no roads. Only sheep. Sheep whose hostile stares
came closer and closer until Bill, who had been
earnestly searching ahead, spotted a solitary farm and
made towards it. He picked a field with haystacks in the
corner, reasoning that if haystacks could be got out, so
could the Olympia, and landed on the Lammermuir hills,
after just over three hours in the air and 49 miles from
his release point.

Out of the gathering darkness, an ancient shepherd
appeared over a distant hill and, after the customary
conversation about not having run out of petrol and not
having an engine, they made their way to the farmhouse
for the phone call and tea.

The retrieve, by Jimmy Rae (last week’s record
holder) and Maurice and Geoff Berry seemed, in spite of
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their assurances to the contrary, to have been a
particularly inefficient venture, for they actually stopped
at the Lawson dwelling in Edinburgh for tea before
continuing in darkness. They took the wrong turnings
only three times, and knocked up only four people to ask
the way before driving up to the farm — the wrong one as
it happened and they had to reverse a hundred yards to
get back to the main road. At the right farm, a tractor
took the trailer up the hillside, through a water-splash to
the field. The Oly was dismantled and the contingent left
for Edinburgh at 11:50 p.m. arriving there at 01:20 a.m.
the next morning.

Besides earning his Silver “C”, Bill’s flight set up a
new Scottish Height Record.

News of these epic flights soon reached south of the
border and a steady flow of visitors made their way north to
Balado. One such visitor that year was Peter Scott, but club
records don’t show what he got up to.

The frenzied search for a new site had produced two
possible locations; Portmoak — which was good but had a high
rent, and Balgair Moor near Fintry — low rent but high
development costs. The search continued.

1956 had produced 4149 launches, with 345 hour flying.
The year's annual awards went to Bill Lawson (Boyle Trophy)
for his 12,500ft flight and Jimmy Rae (Parker Cup) for his 63
mile flight.

Unfortunately, the year ended on a sad note. Alex Fyfe
collapsed and died in Kinross on 31% December. The club
magazine reported:

Alex joined the club in 1948 and became an
enthusiastic member, attending on Saturdays and
Sundays, looking after the maintenance of the vehicles,
and taking part in the soaring expeditions to Bishop Hill
in those days. In May 1951, he formed the Kite Il
syndicate with Hal Thorburn, lan Sproul and Richard
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Rosyski, and at the end of that year — the day after the
Christmas Party in fact — he climbed to 10,000ft in wave,
to establish a Scottish height record which remained
unbroken until last Autumn. Failing health compelled him
to give up flying and, indeed, all airfield activities,
although he remained a familiar and popular figure at
the club Christmas parties at Kinross.

An observant visitor to Balado at the beginning of 1957
might have cast his eyes over a yellowing piece of manuscript
on which some wag had written the following ‘story’:

Long, long ago, when men were really men, and
frequently pulled the cable back themselves when the
retrieving horse got tired, there lived a man called Andra
McThorburn. He was the father of Scottish Gliding and a
great deal else besides. The McThorburns had always
been interested in flying and in fact it was a young
cousin of Andra’s who, convinced that he had
discovered the secret of flight, stepped smartly from the
parapet of Stirling Castle, loosely attached to his
invention, and broke a leg. He is important in history as
being the first man to doubt the validity of Newtonian
physics.

Andra himself spent all his spare time (which was
considerable) toying with the splendid dream of learning
to fly, and would stand for hours on the highest point of
Archbishop Hill — as it was known at the time, being then
much bigger — watching the seagulls sweep and soar
amongst the crags. Andra envied the gulls deeply for,
apart from anything else, they didn’t have to pay for it.

His ideas began to develop, and he would make
models to explain to his friends in the Kirk (lands hotel)
how he thought a flying machine could be built. They
were ignorant, loutish men, bankers, civil servants and
the like, and they scoffed loudly at his wild schemes. “It
stands tae reason it'll nae flee. It's ower muckle heavy!”,
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they would say in their cloddish way, and draining their
mead at a draught, burst into coarse and mocking
laughter.

But far from discouraging Andra, the derision of his
friends only spurred him on to bring his dreams to
fulfilment, and at last he began to work on his first man-
carrying machine. He called it the S.G.1. This was an
abstruse mathematical reference to the predicted
behaviour of the machine when immersed in Loch
Leven, an essential feature of the C. of A. requirements
of those days. When all his children had been put to bed
— which took quite some time, because there were
dozens of them — Andra would steal downstairs to work
secretly far into the night. As each new dawn broke over
the Och Hills, another farmer found his stock yard gate
gone, and Andra’s machine was another step nearer
completion.

All through two Ilong winters Andra worked
ceaselessly, and the mysterious disappearance of the
farmer’s gates gave rise to increasing concern. The local
policeman, Bow Street Runner 49, walked many miles
investigating the case, damaging his bunions beyond
repair. He was already sorely tried by the activities of
Bonnie Prince Charlie Ross, the local bandit, who
periodically came down from the hills and drove furiously
through the streets of the town in his bullock cart,
abducting maidens. Indeed, so numerous did his
progeny in the district become, that the town became
known as “Kin o’ Ross, or Kinross. He painted himself
with British Racing Green and wore a funny little green
hat with a feather in it.

As Andra’s work progressed, the case of the
Disappearing Gates took a fresh turn. Fencing wire
began to vanish at an alarming rate, and many a farmer
woke to find his fences gone and his flocks scattered, to



The Scottish Gliding Union — A History 49

perish from cold and hunger on the wastes of Balado
Moor.

At last Andra’s machine was ready to fly. Because of
all the fuss about the gates and fencing wire, he decided
to make his first flight at night. Andra was never one to
do things the easy way. He invited a few friends along to
give him a hand, and by the time they had arrived,
Andra had the machine assembled and the fencing wire
laid out. Andra had been a little enthusiastic about
collecting the wire, and one of the guests, a young chap
called Macbeth, gasped “What! Will the line stretch out
to the crack o’ Deem?”. Actually though, it stretched out
only as far as Yetts o’ Muckhart. All the young kitchen
wenches from Andra’s household were at the other end
of the wire to pull him into the air. Andra clambered
aboard and despatched a runner to order them to take
up slack. The wench-driver cracked his whip, and Andra
rose into the darkness.

It was unfortunate that Andra’s friends, among whom
were many farmers, should have been emerging from
the Kirklands hotel just as Andra was making a nice
landing outside. “Crivvens!” roared a farmer, “There’s
ma gate!”, and the mob surged forward excitedly. The
sight of Andra’s strange machine descending from the
moonlit sky made one or two of them wonder whether
the drink had got them at last, and they paused uneasily.
The moment’s respite gave Andra time to think, and he
thought fast.

“Whaur did ye get that gate?” said the farmer
menacingly.

“Oh, the gate!”, replied Andra airily, with a wary eye on
the temper of the crowd. “I bought that from Charlie
Ross last week. He said he found it in a field.”

“Aye! I've nae doot he did!” Roared the farmer. “Ma field!
And it’s ma gate!”
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of the usable landing area. This latest development
spurred Andrew Thorburn to greater efforts in his
negotiations for Portmoak. Once again, Andrew’s
daughter, Lynn recalled her memories of one of those
early negotiations:

| remember when we had to move away from
Balado, driving around the countryside with dad,
looking at possible sites. | particularly remember
when we went to the farmer at Portmoak. Dad and Mr
Bell negotiated for hours and | was given warm milk
“straight from the cow” from the farmer’s wife. |
thought it was awful but had to drink it because I did
not want to upset her in case dad didn’t get to use the
fields for his gliders. To this day | am a milkoholic —
but only from a bottle, bag or carton, and always ice
cold. But | like to believe that you lot got the site at
Portmoak because | drank warm milk with straw dust
floating in it! The things some people have to do!

Summer course bookings continued to come through as
early as Easter, but this caused more concern for the club as
they faced the prospect of having no airfield by the summer!

The May issue of Uplift contained the final chapter of Balado:

| am Directed

There are many to whom the presence of a buff-
coloured, official-paid envelope from the Air Ministry
among one’s moming mail used to cause the spirits to
fall vertically and the hair to stand up on the back of the
neck. That buff-coloured official-paid envelopes from the
Air Ministry should bring about such reactions is hardly
surprising though, for our own recollections are that they
never brought the kind of news to send one up in the air
with joy. More often than not they just sent one up in the
air, and eventually to some desert or other.
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Well, the SGU had a buff-coloured, official-paid
envelope from the Air Ministry the other day, and the
news it brought was that we must stop flying at Balado.
By a special dispensation, for which we suppose we
should be truly grateful, the two-seater and Cadet can
continue training circuits until the end of May, then that
will definitely be the end.

The contractor has already begun to assemble his
plant, and since they want to use our old clubrooms for
site offices, we have had to move all our furnishings to
the hangar. On Easter Monday a group of members
cleared the clubrooms and old workshop and made a
bonfire of bits of old gliders, old blankets and papers.
The fire, we are assured, didn’t exactly get out of hand,
but the flames could be seen for miles and a ghastly pall
of smoke hung over Kinross to proclaim the ultimate
fumigation of the piggery. A pair of old SG wings were
bumed, and the speed with which the flames consumed
them would have been a nightmare-provoking sight to
those people who light-heartedly smoke cigarettes in
gliders.

Temporary clubrooms have been set up in the dim
recesses of the hangar, and provided you don’t mind
walking past the Elsan in the lounge, and stumbling over
a bed in the ante-room, you can reach the dining room
which Percy has quickly made quite tolerable. The old
ebony clock, which has only been right twice a day, is
now tastefully yet somehow pathetically gracing a pile of
old bricks, symbolic, we feel sure, of something or other.
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Chapter 5
The Making of Portmoak 1957 — 1959

As flying came to an end in Balado, club members still
flocked to the site to help prepare for the ‘flitting’. It was a
depressing time as all they could do was to pack up the various
bits of machinery and await news of their new home. On the
last day of the Balado ten year tenancy, 5th May - 1957,
Charlie Ross marked the occasion by flying his Olympia 175
miles to Briarfield, near Manchester!

After frustrating delays in the negotiations between the five
parties (SGU, Kinross Estates, Kemsley Trust, Mr Bell and Mr
Taylor) the club moved to the final stages of purchasing some
30 acres of land in an area known as Portmoak, Scotlandwell,
in May 1957. The members immediately prepared plans for
ground clearing (cutting existing crops, levelling and re-seeding
with grass), and a plea was put out for assistance with hangar
and clubhouse erection. The plan was for everything to be
operational by the spring of 1958 (less than ten months away),
and they were even planning limited launching within the first
few weeks of obtaining the site. In order to increase capital, the
club newsletter Uplift asked all 100 members to consider
loaning the club between £5 and £10. The June issue proudly
proclaimed the official address, and explained how the name
came about:

Of all the problems associated with the development
of a new site, not the easiest is finding a name for the
place. A name, we feel, as well as making it easy for
strangers to find us on the map, should reflect
something of the grandeur and magnificence of The
Sport at its best. For this reason “Benartybog” must be
rejected as hardly suitable. Inevitably, there have been
several suggestions: “Kinneswood Mokeport’, “Inverguilt
Gliding Centre”, “Wellburn Parsley Patch” and “Uplift
Edge”. One which we thought would find favour was
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The ‘Percy’ referred to in the previous paragraph was Percy
Mutum. Percy lived in Kinross and cycled to Balado with his
boxes of groceries, and provided all catering facilities at the
airfield. With the move to Portmoak, he turned his bike around
and simply cycled in the other direction. His work at Portmoak
was certainly more challenging but being ever resourceful, he
set up a temporary ‘kitchen’ at one end of the hangar and so,
the masses were fed.

As promised, the next issue of Uplift reported on the first flights
from Portmoak:

No Champagne

In an atmosphere of no drama whatsoever, the first
launch from Portmoak took place on Sunday, 23° June
1957. The event was unheralded by any great rejoicing.
Work on the ditch ceased for a moment until the cable
was pulled in, then members swarmed back to work
once more, and the long grind continued. It has, in fact
been continuing ever since with remarkable results. The
BIG DITCH, the major obstacle, has now been
completely filled in. For weeks, ashes, earth, old trees,
and occasionally even jeeps have been cast into the
yawning chasm with little apparent result, until suddenly
the thing is filled in, and we can start on another hole.

The hangar, now that the contractors have been paid
off, has gradually been pulled into something
approaching its original shape, enough for work to begin
on hanging the doors. The west end is almost complete
and we look forward without cheer to the prospect of
hoisting into place that enormous beam that the main
doors are supposed to dangle from.

Signposts, expertly painted by Maurice Berry, have
sprouted to deter casual interlopers from straying too
far, and to satisfy their curiosity as to what is going on,
on the other side of the fence. The clubrooms are, as
yet, lying where we left them in bits, and we are still
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up and down the field between the launch point and the winch.
This was the Hendry-Sambale ‘Electric Hare’. An experimental
device, this was a sled on an endless cable on the second
drum of the winch and was used for cable retrieving. This was
also the year that the famous Portmoak Ash was spread onto
the field.

Although the year had shown 2779 launches, 666 hrs of
gliding, 137 flying days and 81 soaring days, it was marred by
the death of Jack Maclean who was killed in an accident to the
Prefect on 17™ August. Jack had been on aerotow behind Bill
Lawson in the Tiger Moth heading over to Benarty when
observers on the ground saw him getting very high behind the
tug. Within a few moments, the glider had pulled the tail of the
tug upwards and the anxious club members now watched in
horror as both aircraft disappeared from view. They set off for
the general area and saw that Bill Lawson had landed the Tiger
Moth in a field at the foot of the hill. Bill explained how he had
been about to release the tow rope when it auto-released from
the glider. This nylon rope whipped back and wrapped itself
around the tail of the Tiger Moth then got caught in the
propeller and stopped the engine. Bill still had some control
and was able to do a dead-stick landing into the field. They
removed the nylon rope and, after a quick check that
everything was OK, Bill took off again to look for the glider. He
told the others to watch for him circling if he spotted the glider.
Bill found the Prefect and as the others arrived, they were met
by a group of distraught picnickers who had been first on the
scene. The resulting post-mortem suggested that the pilot had
suffered a heart attack whilst flying behind the tug and had died
before the glider had crashed.

1958 had seen no issue of the club magazine Uplift, due, no
doubt, to other pressing activities at Portmoak but by late
spring in 1959, club communications were back on stream.
Not, however, with the latest issue of Uplift, instead a brand
new publication was making its first appearance, The Portmoak
Press, issue one proclaimed:
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In an attempt to bring light to the darker areas, and fto
spread abroad the doings of the SGU, a further episode
commences in the history of the publications of the SGU.
The name ‘Uplift, and indeed the character, has confused
many, and it is felt that the break should be made so that we
do not inherit the ‘Will-o-the-Wisp’ appearance. To this end
we have renamed our official news-sheet the ‘Portmoak
Press’, and with this, our first issue, we trust it will begin to
show some of the vigour and character of the airfield.

We are hoping to retain the star writer of ‘Uplift’, namely
‘Donner and Blitzen’ Bryce, and from time to time others who
may feel disposed to add their chaff or grouse, will be
heartily welcome.

At the request of many interested members, we are

including the now famous account of a visiting competitor's
impressions of the National Gliding Week at Portmoak last
year:
(Ed’s note:- In explanation, the aircraft flown by Bill Tonkyn
was a Slingsby Skylark 3b [competition no. 66], his partner
in this competition was Bernard Davey, the other member of
the crew being Brian Gorringe. Bill Tonkyn gained first place
in the final score, being awarded the BGA Tankard; read
on:)

National Gliding Week — Scottish Region at Portmoak
by Bill Tonkyn

The 66 syndicate had decided to go to Portmoak for
National Gliding Week. It was a nice long way from Lasham.
We would all go, highly organised, and we would divide the
spoils between us. However, due to one thing or another,
Bernard Davey and |, with Brian Gorringe (by arrangement
with Mrs Gorringe) to look after us, were the only ones to set
forth in Paul’s snake-proof Vanguard on the bright morning
of Friday 25™ July.
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At the border, a seasonable Scottish mist developed and
we arrived at Portmoak on Saturday afternoon in what felt
more like rain to find that the rural charm of a camping site
had lost its appeal. Search was therefore made for more
congenial, if more expensive, accommodation until such
time as tent rigging should become attractive, and an open
door was found eight miles away at the Glenfarg Hotel. The
landlord turned out to be an amiable rogue, to whom the
merest nod was an order for two brown ales and a shandy. It
was touching to see the way his face beamed as each time
rain threatened, he inked in the pencil marks against rooms
9 and 16 on his list.

Sunday dawned doubtful, but with the prospect of
afternoon soaring, an out-and-return race to the Lake of
Menteith, 38% miles each way, was set. Meanwhile, a
conducted tour of the site seemed a useful occupation.
Portmoak is a rather odd shaped field, thanks to a somewhat
ungliding farmer next door, and sits on the eastern edge of
Loch Leven midway between Bishop Hill and Benarty Hill,
both of which can be reached by winch launches. For the
mental comfort of pilots taking off on aerotow over the loch,
St. Serf’s Island lurks at a convenient distance offshore, and
to it a winch cable can be carried by a wading man in case
of need. The surface of the field, and indeed the whole club,
showed evidence of much loving labour, but even so, the
selection of suitable landing areas seemed to need care; in
practice, however, all went well.

Shortly after 11 o’clock, patches of blue sky started
appearing; at 12:45 Tonkyn had a winch launch to 800 ft.
and came down again. It was so nearly soarable that the
offer of an immediate second launch seemed worth
accepting (after all, the ration was six) and a 20 minute
struggle at 700-900 ft. ensued, with everybody else looking
on. Suddenly, however, we contacted and proceeded
smartly to 8,500 ft. Everybody still looked on because
winching fumbles and a wind change neatly coincided with
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my departure; some were still hopefully having aerotows
under a sea breeze clamp when | returned three hours later
after a flight which would have ended halfway but for a last
moment awakening of bright shiny thermals which assured a
pleasant romp home. Geoffrey Stevenson’s enforced late
start permitted him these conditions over most of the route,
and he beat my time by an hour. Both Andrew Thorbum and
Philip Wills (who started very late) turned, but failed to get
back.

On Sunday evening we rigged the tent for occupation on
the morrow, and thus it was that we awoke on Monday
morning to the sound of heavy rain bouncing off the
windowsill on to my shirt. All day and night it rained with
enthusiastic vigour, the burns swelled info raging torrents,
unwary motorists ground to a steamy halt, and Portmoak
receded beneath new and nameless lochs. It never really
recovered.

Tuesday was Bernard’s day. Bishop Hill was highly
soarable, the task was free distance, and all ranks (except
Bill Lawson, who was in Edinburgh counting rolls of sodden
newsprint) clambered up and tried to get away. The only
successful ones were Philip and Steve, who slipped off and
found one genuine live cloud going to 8,000 f. and
volplaned gently down to Berwick, about 60 miles. When
Bernie was sore enough and thoroughly discouraged, he
handed over 66. Half an hour later, it was at the foot of
Benarty Hill. A second bold plan, whereby the height
obtainable on Bishop Hill (3,500 ft.) would be converted into
north-easterly distance, led to an apologetic call from four
miles away asking for a double retrieving crew. The field was
soft, squidgy, earth but it was of interesting cross-section
and the streams which ran down its steep-sided valleys
formed a delta of quicksand at the bottom edge. This fact,
already discovered, was later verified by Colonel Benson
whilst everybody’s backs were turned. Business was brisk at
the Glenfarg Hotel as dusk became night.
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Wednesday having passed without incident, Thursday
was my day, in spite of my escapades of Tuesday, and |
declared Newcastle. Off went 66, plastering mud all over her
wings, to find that a Skylark 3 could only just soar in the
conditions. From 500 ft., we struggled up then a side-step
and away into low cloud. At 5,500 ft. things looked good. Big
cumuli were building to the south, building beautifully, but
they saw us coming. An hour-and-a-half later | was at 700
ft., only 15 miles out. All was not lost, however, and patience
brought its reward, but even so | had only achieved 5z crow
miles in 3% hours when the sea breeze finally deposited me
in a fine hayfield at Chirnside. It was a lovely evening and
seemed even better when we found out that Philip was only
a mile down the road and the others still at Portmoak, the
notable exception being Andrew, who had dashed from the
hill to a 16 mile goal.

Friday was a day which didn’t quite meet expectations.
No soaring, hardly any flying, just gamesmanship. Winner
probably the Gaffer, with a neat de-rigging ploy.

On Saturday the wind blew from the north and a race to
Stravithie Station and back was declared, Stravithie being
23% miles away east-north-east, near St. Andrews. In due
course, Bernard joined the gang on Benarty Hill and then
moved on to Lomond Hills, which are in effect a north edge
of Bishop Hill. Olympias found this crossing too far from the
height obtainable on Benarty, but a Skylark 3 was all right,
Jack. Eventually Bernard and Geoffrey disappeared from
view, the wily gaffer paid a visit to Portmoak to cross the
starting line, but it did him no good at all. In fact Bernard and
Geoffrey were the only finishers, and they did not have
trouble-free journeys; Bernard was forced south to the coast
on the way back and nearly had to land. But he didn’t, his
fourth cross-country was successfully completed, and we
were delighted to find that his time (from take-off) was little
more than Geoffrey’s. We were keeping our end up. Of the
others, Philip had landed soon after turning the Eagle at the
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turning point, and Andrew Thorburn, only four miles from
Portmoak; he had arrived at St. Andrews in rain and had
turned back without seeing, or being seen, by the turning
point, so his achievement failed to gain the marks it
deserved.

Sunday was the last flying day, as Monday produced
rain and gales once more. The forecast had encouraged
early rising, and an air of greater interest than had hitherto
been noticeable was to be found as the task setters entered
briefing. Distance on a line through Fraserburgh, on the
coast 116 miles away north-north-east was announced, and
activity started. Cumulus appeared, with real blue patches
round them, and one by one, people got away from Bishop
and set off. Meanwhile, Tonkyn sat on the ground. Having
landed back after a first launch was squandered on an
interesting looking cloud, only to see both winch cables
disappearing together for an hour’s happy entanglement
(ves, that little trick happens in Scotland too) and having
then recklessly gone too far out from Bishop and paid the
price, | was pretty depressed at 2 o’clock as we re-rigged for
an aero-tow. The clouds looked almost clapped out, but how
wrong | was! Over Balado Aerodrome, former home of the
SGU, the vario kicked to 5 metres and we were off. Things
were good after all, the ceiling was a comfortable 7,500 ft. in
cloud, and the sun shone on the beautiful hills, lochs and
valleys of Scotland as the miles ticked by. It seemed best to
keep inland of the line, to avoid the dreaded sea-breeze, and
this was bome out by the experiences of the other
contestants, all of whom scored; even Ted Stark had found
the thermal he had sought all week. Further north, the lines
of cloud were dwindling, but there was still a big one just in
reach. If it would give even 6,000 ft., we might join Philip in
Fraserburgh. But it didn’t quite; neither did we.

And that was the end. We worked out the results,
shared out the magnificent prizes, thanked the organisers for
their tremendously hard work, and trailed home again.
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Bernard, Brian and | had had a very enjoyable holiday, we
had learned a lot, and we had resolved to go back to
Portmoak some day soon. Thank-you SGU.

The club office bearers and directors for 1959 were:

President - E.V. Anderson
Chairman - R. Parker
Secretary - W.A. Shanks
Treasurer - W. Lawson
Asst. Treasurer - S. Milne

CFl - T. Davidson
Deputy CFI - W.S. Adamson

J. Ford
R. Williamson

Airfield Manager
Ground Engineer

Aircraft Ancillaries - A. Sambale

Aircraft Maintenance - R. Williamson

Vehicle Maintenance - J. Pinkerton

Publications - D. Hendry

Clubhouse Plans - I. Sproul

Directors of Flying - T. Docherty, A.J. Thorburn
and J. Rae

Their tasks were wide ranging during the year, from flying
activities to deciding what to do with the original Bishop Hill Hut
(this was the hut that had been commandeered, then returned,
by the ATC at the end of the war). In the end, it was decided to
dismantle the hut and remove it from the hill, then rebuild it at
Portmoak at the west end of the airfield and use it for a winch
shelter, although it didn't quite work out that way.
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Trophy. A couple of weeks later (10" May 1959), Nick
Goodhart completed a record goal flight when he landed at
Portmoak, having set off from Lasham. Andrew Thorburn’s
daughter, Lynn, recalled his landing:

| remember the hangar being built and the corner
being floored-off for a club area. | went outside one
evening and | saw a glider landing in the dark. When |
went in and told dad and the others, they checked the
log, counted the aircraft and decided that | had a wild
imagination! As | tried to convince them that | was not
going daft, some of the other members came in with a
visitor who was claiming a long distance record!

Nick recalled his record-breaking flight for S&G:

The Bonnie Banks of Loch Leven...

The opening day of the National Championships
seemed very promising at briefing when a forecast was
given which indicated the possibility of a day of thermal
soaring with a strong tail wind, and a chance of
thunderstorms in the evening which might add a
considerable distance. The task for the day of ‘“free
distance” meant that one had no problem except to
decide on the earliest time at which it would be safe to
get started. The forecast had indicated that thermals of a
sufficient size might develop by 10:30 or so, so | was not
worried when | found myself ready for first take-off at
10:45, despite the failure of any cumulus clouds to
appear.

My estimate of the possibility of a very long flight
had led me to make a goal declaration of Portmoak, the
fine new site of the Scottish Gliding Union on the south-
east corner of Loch Leven. This somewhat optimistic
declaration had no significance as far as the competition
went, since, in a free distance task, there are no bonus
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points for declaring one’s goal. | had therefore chosen
Portmoak as being the ultimate possibility, rather than
with any thought of there being a reasonable likelihood
of getting there.

As soon as | was airborne it became apparent that |
had considerably over-estimated conditions, and in fact
within half an hour | was forced to land back at Lasham.
As | landed | saw Deane-Drummond slowly creeping up
in a weak thermal and setting off, so immediately after
landing | got a new take-off time and was towed off
again. Half an hour later | was back on the ground
again, with my morale at an extremely low level, as |
was convinced that several others who had already left
would be far ahead of me.

Finally at 13:03 | got my third and last tow (only three
tows are permitted on competition day). But this time the
picture was entirely different, good streets of cumulus
had formed all over the sky and it was immediately
apparent that the clouds had good thermals underneath
them. | released a mile south-east of the airfield in 300 -
400fom and was carried straight up to cloudbase at
3,000ft asl. There was a south-east wind of 15-18kt and
a good street of cumulus led straight away on track of
about 330° Under this street, lift was so plentiful that it
was virtually unnecessary to circle, with the result that
40 minutes later | found myself slightly west of Kidlington
at the end of my cloud street, having averaged close to
70mph. From here on, cloud streets were less well
defined and it became necessary to step from cloud to
cloud. However, cloudbase was steadily rising and
reached 5,000ft during the next phase of the flight,
which involved flying through the Birmingham Control
Zone and Amber 1. In these areas the cumulus had built
up to quite considerable heights and it was tantalising
indeed to have to break off the climb under several
promising clouds. However, there were no serious low
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points and | was able to keep going, albeit at a much
slower speed since | was now trying to make ground
towards the east in order to ensure that | went up the
east side of the Pennines.

By 16:00 | was just by Chesterfield and came to my
first chance to enter cloud, getting a rather slow climb to
7,500ft. Coming out of this cloud | was immediately
presented with a good growing cu-nim, but was above
the base and had to enter it from the side; below me
David Ince’s red and white Oly 419 stood out clearly as
he headed for the same cloud. Despite my entering from
the side, | was soon able to find a core of lift which
quickly built up to over 2,000ft a minute. This was quite
the roughest cloud | have ever been in; the turbulence
was such that | was convinced that | must be on the
edge of the main lift area, but no amount of searching
would show smooth lift but only succeeded in producing
temporary interruptions in the climb.

Soon after passing 10,0001t | realised that the climb
might go quite high, so fished out my oxygen mask and
turned on the oxygen. Fortunately the mask is easy to
put on, so even in the extreme turbulence | was soon
sorted out and giving full attention to the climb; but after
a quarter of an hour and at 18,000ft | could find no more
lift, so straightened up on a northerly heading to come
out of the cloud.

It was at this point that | received a very severe shock
through both feet where they were resting against the
rudder cables, although in fact | had not seen much
lightning. Soon | came out of the side of the cloud and
was in clear air. However the ground was quite invisible
through the murk below, and a huge anvil of cloud
spreading out over my head made everything seem very
dark and gloomy.

When [ finally got enough of the canopy clear of ice
to be able to see out properly, | could see that there was
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a very considerable load of wing icing of a most
interesting but incredibly un-aerodynamic shape, and if
my instruments were right | was only getting a still-air
gliding ratio of something like 1:14. One wonders under
such circumstances what on earth is the best speed to
fly.

Now that | could see a little bit, | realised that there
was another band of cumulus 20 miles or so ahead, and
| was able to enter this at just over 10,000ft and get
carried back up to 15,500ft. On coming out of this cloud
it was apparent that there was nothing further in the way
of clouds out in front.

The ground was still hidden in a layer of misty haze
and the question arose as to which way to steer. | had
not bothered to get any high altitude wind forecasts for
this area, and it was over an hour since | had last seen
the ground. For want of a better course | headed due
north and slowly, as | got lower, | began to see
something through the haze.

At first | got the somewhat discouraging impression
that | was over the sea, but luckily this was not so, and
by the time | was down to 8,000ft | could make out that |
was over moorland; and at about this height | was glad
to say goodbye to the ice, which was so seriously
affecting my performance. About 20ft of this ice came off
the port wing and | saw it sailing away behind me. A 20ft
ice spear may have come as rather a surprise to some
enthusiastic moor walker.

At about 4,500ft | succeeded in identifying my
position over a railway line 20 miles east of Carlisle, and
at this point was surprised to find very weak lift of about
50 fpm.

This lift was clearly of wave type, and by heading just
south of east | was able to keep in it and gain about
500ft. However, try as | might, | could gain no more and
so was forced to set off again on what was clearly a final
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glide. Purely by chance, and trying to stretch my final
glide to the limit, | happened into a valley which carries
the Carlisle to Edinburgh railway just north of a place
called Newcastleton. The ground wind was obviously
strong from a point just south of east, and | was busily
engaged in selecting myself a safe landing field when
suddenly | found good lift on the windward facing slope,
the characteristic smoothness of which clearly indicated
that it was of wave type,

Quickly forgetting all thought of landing, | started
working this wave lift and for a while was actually getting
1,000ft/min out of it. By continuous trial and error | kept
in the area of maximum lift, and to my intense surprise in
some three-quarters of an hour | managed to reach
10,000ft. Barring unforeseen circumstances, this was
clearly enough to reach Portmoak, so | set off heading
considerably east of north, and by taking advantage of a
few minor waves | found myself crossing Edinburgh at
6,000ft.

Portmoak was obviously in the bag, but there was
one major problem. | had never been there before and
the site was not marked on my map. | had a reasonably
strong conviction that it lay at the south-east corner of
Loch Leven, but what it looked like | had no idea. | was
therefore extremely glad of my excess altitude, knowing
that | would have time to explore a little to find it. In the
event, this problem was easily solved as the field was
very obvious indeed, due to the cable retrieving tracks
running the length of it and the hangar in the corner.

With 4,000ft to go, | could of course have gone on
and scored more miles towards the competition.
However, a quick look at low stratus already covering
the hilltops made me unenthusiastic about pressing on
into the Scottish hinterland, and anyway | was miserably
cold and tired, so without a second thought | pulled the
dive brakes and rushed down to land. The ground wind
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at Portmoak was strong and a touch north of east, so |
might not have got so very much farther anyway. After
landing | did not dare get out on account of the strong
wind until help came, but of course | was soon
surrounded by a cheerful crowd of Scottish Gliding
Unionists, into whose wonderfully hospitable hands |
was delighted to fall.

So much then for my story, but that is not the whole
tale by a long chalk. There should be another complete
chapter covering the marathon 36hr retrieve by Bill Swift
and Sammy Sansom, but if you want that story you will
have to ask one of them for it.

Statistics

Air distance 360 miles
Average speed 56.4 mph
Total road distance 960 miles
Petrol used 69 gallons
Water used 15 buckets

(we were having a little radiator cap trouble)

Records: British distance, British Goal, UK distance, UK
goal and UK 500km speed record.

By far the biggest success of the year so far was the news
that Andrew Thorburn’s efforts in furthering gliding in Scotland
had been recognised by the Federation Aeronautique
Internationale. He was being awarded with the Paul Tissandier
Diploma at the F.A.l. meeting in Moscow.

Despite the constant work going on at the airfield, the
recently delivered Swallow was put to good use, albeit only bx
‘approved’ pilots. One such pilot was Joe Kennedy. On 9
August he soared in a Lee Wave downwind of Bishop Hill.
Cloud base was on the top of the hill, the wind was 15 kt
easterly and Joe managed to fly in a clear patch in the
downwind side of the ‘hole’.
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The following week, Tom Davidson flew to Fraserburgh:

The day is Saturday, the time about 10:30 and the
weather, well for a working day it is not at all good. But
as this could be a half day, | could probably permit
myself at least one upward glance and try to assess the
possibilities. Certainly not an ideal day for the garden
fete along the road. Much too blustery and there is a
good chance of some really heavy showers later on.

As | gazed upwards at the very healthy looking sky,
already covered with 3/8" cumulus, | was certain | heard
a voice say “What will | do with this barograph?” But
wrenching myself from the current met. situation, | was
rather disappointedly confronted by one of the workman
asking “What will | do with this barrow Gaff?” and so
back to bricks and things.

However, by 12 o’clock, the weather situation looked
just fine and the expedition to Portmoak was organised.
One quick circuit of Dundee and we were underway. |
made good time to Portmoak and, having enjoyed my 50
m.p.h. snack, felt in good trim on arrival at the airfield.

| was more than disappointed, however, at seeing the
hangar doors tightly shut and no sign of activity
anywhere. Eventually | managed to locate a small band
of “anti-gliding” folk exchanging stories in the temporary
clubroom and succeeded in showing my disappointment
rather well. After quite a lot of thumping around on the
club-room floor, | managed to muster enough support to
slide the hangar doors to one side and after a quick D.|.
rolled the new Swallow to the launching point. With a lot
of splendid co-operation, and the usual corny remarks
about the cable dropping, the machine was whisked up
through a 45 degree cross-wind to a height of 800 ft. A
quick downwind dash straight to Bishop Hill and in next
to no time | had climbed to 1800 ft. Conditions were
much more turbulent than the previous pilot had been
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able to convince me was the case. Once or twice the
machine was carried behind the hill and considerable
height was lost in regaining the area of lift.

It was obvious that the chances of getting away would
be better away from the hill. With the machine on a
heading for the hangar, an area of 3 up was located,
and after working this for some time, | found myself out
of it at about 2,400 ft. By this time, of course, | was too
far downwind to get back to Portmoak.

Thus committed, | spent the next 500 ft. searching in
a downwind direction, and eventually located 2 up, 2
down and, after a little fiddling, centred onto a fairly
steady 10 up. This took me quickly to cloud base at just
under 5,000 ft. whereupon the lift improved nicely.
Things went well in cloud and the instruments behaved
themselves for the next 2,500 ft. after which minor
fluctuations became a little less minor, and after a
further 500 ft. in this condition, | more than welcomed a
square yard of blue stuff at rather a bewildering angle.

Emerging from the cloud with 8,000 ft., | located my
position over the River Tay just south of Invergowrie.

Conditions seemed well marked and looked very poor
to the west, not so poor up the middle, and very good to
the east. Because of the small degree of west in the
wind, | favoured the not so poor up the middle and
headed over the radar-masted Craigowl north of
Dundee. Travelling at an I.A.S. of 55 kt, Forfar was soon
below me and the height was just under 4,000 ft. At this
point the cloud amount to the west seemed to be total
cover. Some weak lift was encountered at the edge, but
this turned out to be too patchy to be worthwhile, and it
wasn't until | was down to about 3,000 ft., slightly more
to the east, that the lift re-appeared.

I next located my position directly over Edzell Airfield
but could see no preparation for the car races which
were to take place the following day. Just north of
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Edzell, | recorded a low of 1,800 ft. and it wasn't until |
had cleared the hills between which | was flying, that |
managed to lift the machine back to 3,500 ft. From this
point, the flight was uneventful until | reached an area
just south of Aberdeen where the cloud seemed to taper
off into blue sky. This looked like the end of the trip and |
wondered what sort of reception | would get at Dyce
Airport.

However, | decided to forego the facilities at Dyce
(and the landing fee) and convert my 2,900 ft. into
distance towards Peterhead, and so add an extra few
miles. | hadn’t gone far when the green ball came back
to life with a fine healthy 5-10 up. The machine seemed
to be flying rather well despite my tendency to fly it too
slowly. Up at 5,000 ft. and a little nearer the coast, the
chances of reaching Peterhead seemed much better.
Visibility was excellent by now and this was by far the
most pleasant part of the trip. It was now clear that |
would reach Peterhead and would probably land at the
Airfield at Rattray.

Down to about 2,000 ft. and now over the coast, it
seemed unlikely that | would make any more out of it, as
I would have to fly dead cross-wind overland which
didn’t look very suitable. However, lady luck provided
another stepping stone with a 5-10 up. | tried two circles
in the lift and on the third the lift fell away, whereupon |
headed the machine inland and soon located 10 up
once more. | tried the same thing again, with the same
result. The third time, | decided to fly straight along the
coast, which was cross wind direction. The lift remained
fairly constant, but eventually | lost the lift and decided to
press on for Fraserburgh Airfield. | arrived there with
1,500 ft. in hand which gave me a few minutes flying
time over the old fishing village of Inverallochy. |
approached from the seaward end of the airfield, over
the railway, and landed at 17:45 in a 15 knot surface
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wind. The usual procedure followed and the retrieving
crew arrived just before 11:00 p.m.

What of the retrieve? — Well, that was another
adventure!

On the ground at Portmoak, the work continued apace.
The hut that had nestled on Bishop Hill for so long had been
dismantled and carried down to Portmoak. Railway sleepers
were dug in to provide a foundation and the hut was erected
next to the hangar. A bulldozer, complete with ‘expert’ driver
coaxed away mountains of rubble and filled in numerous
holes with topsoil.

Sadly, one of the club magazine’s most prolific
contributors — Dennis Bryce — died while swimming with club
members in Loch Leven. His last published item was:

The Parable of the Soarer

Now there was a certain merchant, a purveyor of
costly rainments and fine linens, and a man of power.
And he was minded to take unto himself the wings of an
eagle and ascend into the heavens. And he drew nigh
unto he place that is called Portmoak. And lo, the air
was filled with the heavenly host, so that he marvelled,
saying “I will gird myself about with a gliding machine,
and become as one with them.” And he did so, and
secured himself therein by strong bonds.

And the instructor appeared unto him, saying “Seest
thou yonder hill?” And the merchant sayeth, “Tarry a
while till | find my spectacles”. And presently he saw the
hill, and it was a ladder twixt heaven and earth, and bird-
men going up and down it like yo-yos. And the instructor
sayeth unto him “Harken unto my words, for they are
wise. Canst thou but reach the hill, thou shalt be lifted up
upon a mighty rushing wind, and if thou guidest thy craft
aright, it may be that thou shalt attain zero two point five
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angels. But if thou heedest me not, and keepest not the
hill nigh unto thyself, it is possible that thou shalt
become one, though this is doubtful. And if it comes to
pass that thou attainest the hill but has not an adequacy
of cubits, tarry thou not, but get thee from that place and
return hither. And seest that thou maintainest a
sufficiency of knots, lest the ground rise up against thee
and smite thee.”

And a great way off, the winch driver spake, and it
was the voice that crieth in the wilderness. And he
sayeth “Lo, | pray thee, give me a sign”. And a sign was
manifested unto him, and he took up his slack and
launched. And the merchant arose, and at length drew
nigh upon the hill that is called Bishop, though not high
enough by half.

And it came to pass that there was a great calm, and
he sayeth unto himself “Lo, it is too high. | cannot attain
unto it!” and he was sore afraid. And he turned his eyes
unto the airfield, and it was a great way off, and his
angels were not many. And he cried unto the Lord in his
affliction, saying “O,Lord, who art able to keep me from
falling, make thy winds to blow that | might ascend, and
not be cast down.” But the Lord harkened not unto him,
for his ways were evil, and not in accordance with the
teachings of the Cee-Effi, who knowest all things. So he
was cast down from on high, and drew nigh unto the
earth. And he fell upon stony ground, and brake himself
upon the rocks, and great was the downfall thereof. And
when he came unto himself he saw with much sorrow
that the glider was brake into the bargain.

And he took himself unto a physician who sayeth
“Yes, verily thou hast braked thyself upon the rocks”.
And he prepared for him a bed of mortar and lime of
great price, and laid him upon it, saying, “Tarry thou
there, and after many days shall | return unto thee and
see how thou doest.” And he was sick many days, but at
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length he arose, and girded himself about with steel, and
walked.

Verily, verily, | say unto thee, “If thou art a man of
power, and wouldst go up with the wings as an eagle,
thou must put thy power away, and become as little
children, and harken unto the words of the Prophet Cee-
Effi, which are of fine gold.”

Visitors continued to flock to Portmoak, and the return of

founder member Donald (Doc.) Campbell was a welcome
sight in September. Ron Flockhart (by now a famous racing
driver), paid a flying visit by dropping in in his Auster and
staying for tea.
Flying summary for 1959, in which the SGU celebrated
its 25™ Anniversary, included; 3543 launches, 756 hrs 29
mins flying time, 131 flying days and 69 soaring days.
Certificates gained were; 14 ‘A’s, 14 ‘B’s, 8 ‘C’s, 2 Silver
‘C’s, 10 Silver ‘C’ legs and 1 Gold ‘C’ leg.

The usual Christmas party was held in the Bridgend
Hotel on 19" December. Mrs. E.V. Anderson presented the
trophies to the prize winners:- R. Porteous (height), Tom
Docherty (Distance), and Mrs. Dorothy Lawson was
awarded a new trophy for services to the club ‘The Service
Salver’. This award had been donated to the club by Andrew
Thorburn.
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Chapter 6

The Promised Land 1960 — 1962

The sixties started quietly at Portmoak. The official club
magazine reported that ‘Little flying took place, but good
progress had been made laying the drains!. In line with
other clubs in the UK, the SGU decided it needed a Public
Relations Officer — and Andrew Thorburn stepped into the
breach. Little did he know that one of his first tasks would
be to write an obituary for Robert Parker who was tragically
killed in a car crash in early 1960. Portmoak Press reported:

Many of our members will have heard of the passing
of our friend, chairman and benefactor; Mr Robert G.
Parker. It is difficult to put into words the loss
experienced by his many friends, and the gap left in the
organisation of the SGU.

In checking our records, we find that Robert had been
our Chairman for a period of 14 years without a break in
continuity. This shows how keenly interested he was in
the SGU, and the unfailing support he gave in that
period is well known to our older members.

His enthusiasm, interest and his many other attributes
will be remembered.

One member, Stan Milne, started off the year by going
on a sojourn down under to experience gliding in the
Southern Hemisphere:

Does the cable fall down, or up, down under? At the
top of the launch one is not very happy about doubts on
the matter — yet it was in this situation that | found
myself one hot and dusty Saturday afternoon with the
Adelaide Soaring Club in South Australia. The
temperature was in the 90s, the launching point had no
shade, the water tap too far away but survival was
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assured by the presence of a huge box of cold Coca
Cola.

The Adelaide Soaring Club, founded in 1944,
operates at an old war-time aerodrome built by the
Americans for their Mustang fighters. The field has two
splendid concrete runways arranged in the form of a
cross, and launching is by two self-laying twin drum
winches. The club owns two “Wallabies” — ES49 two-
seater dual instruction gliders and two Grunau Babies.
The club has 90 members and to ensure a flight, it is the
usual system of getting up at the crack of dawn to write
one’s name high up on the flying list.

My introduction to the club was to a very small band
of enthusiasts who were up and about on New Year's
Day operating a two-seater in the heat and glare of a
scorching Australian Summer. | was made welcome and
assisted in the preparations and the retrieving during the
day’s flying. Eventually my name appeared and it was
during my fourth flight in the “Wallaby” that the cable
dropping episode took place. The cable would not fall as
gravity would have it fall, and we did part of a circuit
together before parting company. This combination gave
a phenomenal rate of sink while it lasted but all this was
put to rights as soon as the cable fell to the ground. The
cause was due to the otfur rings being used on an
obsolete release mechanism. | had many other circuits
during my six week-ends with the club and managed to
put in one short thermal soaring flight. On the arts of
thermal soaring | was given much valuable advice but
my attempts to put this into practice invariably found me
circling slowly earthwards, except once when by
accident | barged into a thermal and circled upwards for
18 minutes.

My hours spent at Gawler were both interesting and
enjoyable. Interesting to see how other people run a
gliding club, and enjoyable in being allowed to
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participate as a temporary member in a club that
extended a friendly welcome to a visitor from Portmoak.

The AGM that year agreed that work should proceed
with the design and building of a clubhouse. Work teams
were encouraged to tackle the host of small jobs around the
airfield. Letters were issued to all members reminding them
of the need to assist with these non-flying activities. A more
concerning item at the AGM related to the cost of launching
and a possible increase in charges to prevent the club
running at a loss. After much deliberation, the club decided
that a small increase in launch fees might be acceptable,
but the launch rate would need to be increased by 10
launches per week in order to break even.

A group of mathematicians - some of them keen glider
pilots - from Queen’s College, Dundee went on an
expedition to Portmoak to survey the weather. The local
paper, The Courier, reported these strange goings on in
September 1960:

Skymen Probe Weather Secrets

On windy hillsides and shower-swept fields around the
western fringe of Fife this week, a little group of
volunteer “backroom boys” are trying to probe the
secrets of weather behaviour.

They want to establish in some detail the pattern of
winds that roll down from the Ochils and the Grampians
to the headquarters of the Scottish Gliding Union at
Portmoak, and if they are successful in building up a
picture of the invisible forces that keep the graceful,
silent “skybirds” aloft, it could lead to new gliding
accomplishments in Scotland.

Mr William Shanks of Lanark, secretary of the SGU said:
“A reliable stock of information of this kind could help
some of our pilots to set about breaking the Scottish
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gliding altitude record of 16,200 ft., or establishing new
endurance figures.”

The Royal Meteorological Society, London, are co-
operating with the SGU in the week of experiments, and
six meteorologists from airports and weather stations in
England are working in conjunction with six glider pilots
to make the necessary observations.

Heading operations are Dr. R.P. Pearce and Mr. J.M.
Rushforth, of the mathematics department of Queen'’s
College, Dundee, who have a practical interest in both
meteorology and gliding.

They have the responsibility of computing the statistics
from each day’s observations and their findings will
eventually be published in the form of a paper, complete
with charts, of the up-currents that can be anticipated for
advantageous gliding at various locations around Fife
and Kinross in given sets of atmospheric conditions.

Mr. Rushforth said: “It may also be possible to build up a
stock of maps showing the gliding conditions to be
expected in a variety of circumstances. This would be of
immense help to pilots operating in this region.

“At the same time, the meteorology men up here are
learning to understand better the kind of local
information that glider pilots need, and the pilots are
getting an insight into the meteorological methods.

“They are learning to speak each other’s language and
this could lead to the easier interchange of useful
information in the future.”

Two-man teams released hydrogen filled balloons at
regular intervals from widely spaced points across fields
and hillsides so that they would soar directly over the
Bishop hill, towering to 1,400ft. north of Portmoak.
Observers with theodolites tracked the balloons, taking
regular fixes to determine their speed.

Mr. Rushforth explained: “We can check the airflow over
the hill, and in its lee and we hope to discover that there
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will be regions of lift over and behind the hill which will
be of use in gliding.

“The other technique is to fly gliders in the same sort of
regions, equipped with thermometers because the
temperature structure is an important part of our
investigations.

“The gliders’ positions are also recorded with theodolites
and the men in each aircraft take regular readings
indicating the rate of rise and fall of the aircraft along its
course.

‘In this way we get a record of the behaviour of the
glider in a given set of conditions and this can be related
to information from local weather stations to give a more
detailed picture of the meteorological situation.”

Mr. Rushforth and Dr. Pearce, who leaves next week for
a nine month spell in the mathematics department of a
San Francisco university, have already published one
paper on conditions around the Kinross-shire gliding
centre following preliminary investigations a year ago.

On the flying front, back at Portmoak, Tom Docherty
managed a 90 mile flight to RAF Acklington at Easter and
the winter wave season provided some notable flights in
November.

On the 6™, the first wave of the winter was set up by a
north wind. Martin Seth-Smith (Skylark 1l) soared Benarty
then contacted wave over Loch Leven, soaring to 8,700 ft.,
Stan Milne, back from Australia, launched in his Swallow
and almost immediately contacted the same wave system
to reach 5,000 ft. to claim his Silver “C” height gain. The
27" saw some more lenticulars from a north wind and John
Ford was first to test it out in his Swallow. He found that it
provided a max. of 5000ft and was happy to fly up and
down the wave system at this height. Martin Seth-Smith
quickly joined John at 5,000 ft., he then moved to Westfield
and contacted the larger wave which he found good to
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10,300 ft. By the end of the year, 4,000 launches had
provided more than 800 hours of flying.

The clubhouse was given planning permission and it
was decided that rather than the usual Christmas Party, the
money would be better spent on the clubhouse — and there
would be a ‘club’ house warming party in the New Year

instead.

The notice board sported an interesting reminder of the

need for fund raising:

Per Ardua — Ad Portmoak

The die is cast — The bricks gae
doon,

We've signed awa fower thoosan’
poon,

The work-hut’s up, the clubroom’s
started,

An’ 1960 near departed,

Gin ye wad steek the door ticht
shut,

‘Gainst baillie wi’ a debtor’s writ,
GET OOT ABOOT AN TICKETS
SELL,

TAE MAK’ SGU COFFERS SWELL.

Nae Mare ye’ll chitter in tin bothie,
Wi’ parcelled pies and tepid brothie,
But lol at ease in plat'num palace,
Enough tae mak’ Dunstable jealous,
Bold Percie dolled in tall white
toorie,

Removed, frae former cauld ecurie,
Regails yer gizzard wi’ elan,

Frae’ contents o’ his frying pan.

Then, tired o’ nibblin’ at the stoup,
Ye hae a yen tae loop the loop,
Sae, whistlin slick atour yer
shouther,

A Skylark’s wings sune heist ye
thither,

Tae whar the game’s catch as catch
can,
Wi’ thermals there for every man
Twice round by Stirling and
Pethheid,
An back ye glide — prood o’ the
Deed.
Noo comes the time the tale tae’
tell,
An’ Percie’s there again, tae sell,
The mead that soothes the coorsest
tonge
Brings burbled yarns, that glide
alang,
Thro’ cloudy heaven sent mighty lift,
An’ down draughts fit tae soak yer
shift,
At last ye totter, or ye're led,
Tae warm and cosy sleep abed.
Is this your dream — is it your yen,
That glider lads should live like men,
An’ ne’er be left tae chitter there,
On Cauld, dank, dirty, widden flair,
Propped up ae time in muckle hurry,
Tae meet the needs o’ contest
flurry.

THEN OOT YE GET THAE
TICKETS, FREE

GIFT SCHEMES BRING IN THE
L.S.D.
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Cable Damage to Fences, Crops and the dangers thereof

Would you be happy if you were working in a field
under a falling glider cable? Cables have been falling far
too near Portmoak Farm of late, and at the request of
the Committee, Mr Bell of Portmoak Farm attended the
Directors’ meeting to assist them in determining the best
solution to this problem.

Firstly, the Directors are re-introducing the five
shilling fine for each cable dropped over the north
fences; winch drivers must report these or share the fine
with the offending pilots. Since discussing this, it has
been noted that two weekends of SW winds have not
raised the usual crop of cable offences, in fact no
instances have been reported.

It is rather obvious that it is not a case of
circumstances being against the pilot but simply bad
pilotage in most cases. Some say “What happens when
a cable breaks in a SW wind?” Again, during the two
weekends mentioned, no cable breaks occurred —
mainly due to the high standard of Daily Inspection and
careful winch driving.

The lesson is there for us all — better airfield and
flying discipline reaps benefits.

For the time being, we have agreed to a three
months survey of the problem before further discussion
with Mr Bell. It must be pointed out that our neighbour
can take legal action to restrain us if we are causing a
nuisance or danger. This would mean the cessation of
flying in S or SW winds.

Even in a glider we have a countryman’s
responsibility to our neighbours and no farmer is going
to be happy about airborne clowns unloading several
hundredweight of steel wire on his head from
somewhere aloft.

Please be warned.
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Flying continued apace and, on the 4" July, Andrew
Thorburn took three wave climbs — two in the T21 with course
members and one in his Skylark 2 to 16,200 ft to claim his Gold
height. The story of Andrew’s ‘busy’ day was published in S&G:

On Being A YO-YO (Without oxygen)

By Monday, 3" July, No. 5 Instruction Course had
gradually slowed down to a full stop — after the usual
winch frustration, and a howling wet gale that day. On
Tuesday, however, the oscillation of the T-21 up and
down to great heights was the stuff dreams are made of.

By mid-morning the sky developed copy-book lines
of wave clouds lying across the north-west wind of about
25-30 kt, and the flight from cable-drop at 1000ft to the
hill lift on Benarty, one mile across Loch Leven’s storm-
lashed surface, presented moments of doubt, which had
to be concealed from the greatly impressed pupil. On
arrival, however, the bowl supplied the usual supply of
strong UP, and after half-an-hour, another simple soul
was deposited back to Portmoak, firmly convinced that
soaring is the Sport of the Age.

The next two pupils, both light-weights, had to be
satisfied with extended circuits over the Loch and back
as we just couldn’t make it to the hill in strong wind.
When pupil number four squeezed into the T-21, the
nose bit the dust as his 15% stone, wrapped up in 61t 4
inches of brawn and muscle, reduced my share of the
cockpit to something less than the breathing space
generally allotted to a tame mouse. With a jolly quip
about midgets, and an inward sigh of resignation, |
prepared to float the load as gently as possible upwards
on our very tender launching cables.

At 800ft (200ft less than the 1000ft usually needed
for the over-loch trip to Benarty), | thankfully dropped the



90

SGU

cable still intact, and started off on a high-speed short
circuit. Over the loch, however, we still had green on the
vario and it soon became apparent that our increased
cruising speed, due to great weight, was not producing
the plunging downward flight | had anticipated. Either we
had with us a hydrogen producer plant in operation, or
some unusual form of lift had come to aid us. Reaching
out for the slopes of Benarty, we quickly climbed to
3000ft in the best patches of lift, and | then decided to
investigate the possibilities of wave lift out over the
water.

As we slowly drew away from the hill into wind, the
coarse texture of the air changed to the classical silky
smoothness we have become accustomed to in past
flights of this kind, and with a slick grin | suggested to
my companion that we might manage to transport
ourselves unto ten angels. From his grunt of response, |
gathered that he obviously did not believe me — so |
shrivelled further into my small corner and manipulated
the controls gently, as one must on such occasions. In a
matter of minutes, the green ball was at the top of the
scale and indicated steady unbroken lift of more than
20ft per second, so, as the altimeter hands started to
chase each other rapidly around the dial, the
astonishment of my passenger turned to enthusiasm.
We floated up past the forming edge of the wave cloud
above and behind Benarty and soon, at 8000ft looked
down upon its crests.

By 10,000ft my triumph was complete and the
panorama of waves was easy to see for miles beyond
the Grampians and South to the Cheviots. The lift was
still just under 20ft per second, and as we neared
13,0001t | asked my friend what effect he expected high
altitude to have on him. He answered by saying he
spent weeks at a time above 10,000ft in the Alps every
year. At 14,000ft he assured me that if | passed out, he
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would be able to get me down. At 14,500ft | thought: this
is a lark, higher than all other SGU effortsina b....y two-
seater with a ten-ton passenger! At 15,000ft | thought:
Hell! - no barograph — still, it’s fun — FUN? 15,200ft with
NO BAROGRAPH!

The grin on my companion’s face disappeared as |
reached for the spoilers, pushed down the nose, and
reduced climb to a mere 3ft per second. Gradually we
progressed into the down-draught in the lee of the cloud
ahead, and soon the red ball was jazzing around the 20
mark.

As we came back to land at Portmoak we noted that
the time in the air from start to finish was 61 minutes.
This will give a very clear idea of the power of the lift
encountered.

Two more circuits with another pupil and then back
to Benarty with a new customer. This time the lift on the
hill was partly cancelled out by the down from the lee of
the wave cloud just ahead, but after a struggle to
3000ft., progress ahead was made, and once more over
the loch the altimeter started to wind-up.

Pleased to be able to make a fresh contact for my
pupil’s sake, but appalled when | thought of the Skylark
and barograph down below, | suggested that 7,000ft
would be enough. The look of scorn in his eyes sent me
back to the best lift, and at 10,000ft | suggested that the
scene would not improve with height. “But | might not
get back here again” he said, so | dutifully took him
higher until at 12,250ft my hand firmly clutched the
spoiler lever and down we went once more. This time
the trip took 1hr 12 minutes (we had dawdled quite a bit
on the hill searching for the lift).

This was too much to bear — so | pleaded with the
Course to release me for an hour. They did! Out came
the Skylark 2 and we were off. In the meantime the Red
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Oly, which had been nosing around at 2,500ft all
morning with various pilots, was still in the air.

Back on the hill, | worked the lift to 3,000ft. and set off
once again over the water to pick up the lower levels of
the wave. Almost immediately contact was made and as
| climbed rapidly in the usual 20 up, other sailplanes
disappeared below.

Words cannot express the ease with which it all took
place — the only effort required was to decide when to
come down. At 14,000ft. the sense of well-being
developed as before, and by 15,000ft deep breathing
and heightened pulse rate came as a warning that old
men of 51 are more susceptible to altitude than the
younger members of the species.

Southwards lay wave after wave and a following wind
of about 40 kt. A nice day to do a Nick Goodhart trip in
reverse. What of Course No.5? Poor devils! Not another
instructor available — paid cash for the week too.
15,700ft., still going up at 15-20ft per second. — 16,000ft.
focusing my eyes became a distinct effort. Seems funny
— better get down — sense of responsibility wins the day
— or was it fear? Out came the spoilers at 16,200ft.,
nose down to 65 kt — into the sink area, and so rapidly
back to Portmoak. — all in 65 minutes. Barograph trace
is perfect, and shows a maximum of 16,200ft,; gain of
height 15,000ft. at least. Gold “C” height — three times in
one day! Highest solo, and highest T-21b in the SGU.

Blimey! Must ask Santa for an oxygen bottle this year.

For the eggheads
Leuchars met. Conditions on 4™ July 1961 at 12:00 hrs:
Winds Feet Direction Knots

2,000 330 22

3,000 330 25

5,000 340 26
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Winds Feet Direction Knots
7,000 340 29
10,000 340 36
14,000 330 44
18,000 330 49

Lapse Rate:

Dry adiabatic up to 5,500 ft. Isothermal up to 6,500 ft.

Rather less than saturated adiabatic at 16,000 ft. Lower

air mass: cold with a slight inversion at about 8,000ft.
Andrew Thorburn

By the end of the year, the club had purchased another
Tutor, two ex-RAF winches and 12 acres at the SW corner of
the field. Things were certainly looking up.

Flying, or to be exact, approaches were still causing concern
for the CFl and his band of instructors though. The problem
was the inability of pilots to see, or even worry about, the
telephone and electricity cables strung between poles on the
perimeter of the airfield. Numerous aircraft were slicing cables
with their tail or, in one case, their front skid! This particular
incident related to the Skylark 2 when ‘enshrouded in wires, it
twanged its way to a perfect deck landing in the car park.
Speed of entry — 40 kt, stopping distance 50 ft — klunk!’. Soon,
bills were arriving from the telephone company, the power
company and the repairers of bent gliders. These pilots were
given the salubrious title of the ‘Wire Pullers Club’ and each of
them was advised to undergo eye tests before being invited to
go flying with the CFI.

In the fullness of time, Andrew Thorburn did succeed in
getting these cables buried by the utility companies although,
as will be seen later, pilots continued to undershoot into
obstacles around the site.

Andrew had been busy in other areas too. He had set up a
scheme whereby senior pupils from his Kirkcaldy High School
could receive training flights at weekends, as part of the Duke
of Edinburgh Award Scheme. This was followed up in 1961
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with the Fife Schools Gliding Club being formed and flying on
week-day evenings from 5 p.m. ‘ill dusk.

By the end of the summer of 1961, three pilots seemed
determined to achieve their Silver C badges, as reported in
Portmoak Press:

A sudden enthusiasm seems to have struck some of
our pilot members for obtaining their Silver C badges.
Three pilots; Jimmy Burgess, lan Dandie and Jim
O’Donnell have launched a determined attack by
completing their five hours. Jimmy Burgess achieved his
in the Tutor after many a long wait for ‘Tutorable’
weather. The best of luck to them all.

The above-mentioned lan Dandie took up the post of
Convenor of the Publications Committee (for Portmoak Press),
with reporters Valerie Wyles, Mabel Ritchie and Christine
McLauchlan.

The annual prize-giving at the end of the year saw Andrew
Thorburn winning the club championship and the Maclay
Trophy, and, for best height, the Robert Parker trophy. Tom
Docherty won the Alan Boyle Trophy for best distance.

As in today’s gliding clubs, those days in the early sixties
enjoyed youthful wit amongst the students, and the following
item appeared in the Portmoak Press at the end of 1961:

The Care and Feeding of Gliding Instructors

Part 1

In learning to fly, the beginner is faced with two major
problems. First, the aircraft — second, the instructors.

The instructor is a special breed of glider pilot. He usually is
an instructor because he is no good as a soaring pilot. He is
easily recognised by his courage, extreme skill, low forehead
and mean little eyes.
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Because the instructor already knows how to glide, he has
the student completely at a disadvantage. He is
unimpressed with whatever skills the pupil might have
outside the gliding world and is therefore dedicated to show
the pupil how little he knows and how completely unsuitable
the pupil is as glider pilot material.

Those who wish to make a success of their gliding courses
are advised to refer to the few common-sense rules laid
down in Part 2, when dealing with glider instructors.

Part 2

Let him know who is boss: This is done by keeping your
mouth shut because he already knows that he is.

Earn his respect and admiration: Best done by saying that
your father is the chairman of Lasham and could possibly
loan the club a Skylark 3f and a trailer for a year or so.
Reward his efforts: It is well to bribe him with cigarettes,
mints and the odd bottle of beer. In return, he might show
you a little about flying a glider.

Let him know your problems: Hint that you have a smashing
sister who could possibly be interested in gliding. Instructors
are all girl crazy and you will get extra circuits whilst he
thinks this over, and it also serves to keep his mind off your
mistakes.

Show admiration for him: Let him know how impressed you
are that he can fly, even though he is suffering from an acute
hangover. Instructors are egotistical and will mistake this for
a compliment.

Tell him your ambitions: Report for training with hair
uncombed, a yellow shirt and dirty shoes. He will then begin
to realise that you are potentially good gliding material and
may even aspire to become an instructor yourself one day.
Demonstrate your aptitude: Fly with one wing low and slip
and skid in all turns. Get plenty of bounce into your landing
and ground-loop once in a while. Instructors prefer to think
that all pupils are knuckleheads, so convince him that you
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the pole. Launching around the pole was indeed an art that
many visiting pilots to Portmoak were slightly nervous of. This
pole is still in use today, albeit slightly shorter and in a new role
- sporting the club windsock at the east end of the site.

Work was started on the annexe to the clubhouse — for staff
accommodation and engineering work also continued apace
with Messrs Lawson, Milne, Rozycki and Benny completing
their new winch ‘Bloody Mary'.

As the year progressed, it became obvious that Charlie Ross
was aiming for the club house trophies. First up was his Gold
Height, then towards the end of the year he entered the history
books for the first ever glider flight from Scotland to England —
although there had been at least one flight from England to
Scotland. Charlie’s flight was from Portmoak to Yeadon, near
Leeds, and clocked up 170 miles. These flights earned him the
Championship trophies for best distance and best height at the
annual Dinner Dance at the Station Hotel in Kirkcaldy, on 8"
December. Charlie’s taste for ‘Border Crossing’ was to lead
him to even greater journeys early the following year — as will
be seen in the next chapter.

The year had seen a number of cross-countries including
flights to Aberdeen (78 miles) and Fordoun (55 miles) by Oly
pilots. The gliding site at Arbroath (Condor) proved a popular
destination for a number of pilots and the aero-tow retrieves
were common from there during the summer. The S&G
provided yet more publicity when it listed a summary of wave
flights from Portmoak in 1962:

1%t Feb 9,550 ft. V. Wyles Swallow
8" Feb 11,850 ft. A.J. Thorburn Eagle
11,500 ft. A. Cruikshanks Swallow
11,400 ft. J.E. Duthie Swallow
11,400 ft. J. Rae Skylark 3F
7,600 ft. W. Lawson Eagle
20" May 5,200 ft. J.E. Duthie Swallow

27" May 6,600 ft. J.E. Duthie Swallow
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24™ June 6,350 ft. J. Rae Skylark 3F
13 July 12,550 ft. C. Ross Skylark 3F
9,450 ft. V. Wyles Swallow
9,350 ft. W. Rozycki Skylark 2
8,850 ft. J.R. Ford Swallow
8,800 ft. J. Burgess Swallow
8,500 ft. J.Rae Skylark 3F
5,100 ft. D. Scott Swallow
17" Sep 10,000 ft. J. Rae Skylark 3F
22" Sep 9,800 ft. C. Ross Skylark 3F
7™ Oct 8,750 ft. C. Ross Skylark 3F
7,150 ft. J. McLauchlin Swallow
28" Oct 8,850 ft. J. Rae Skylark 3F
31% Oct 15,200 ft. C. Ross Skylark 3F

The usual influx of visitors at Portmoak included C. E.
Wallington and Betsy Woodward as well as a group from
B.E.A. at Edinburgh’s Turnhouse airport.
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Over the Sea to Ireland 1963 — 1964

1963 saw the newly crowned club champion, Charlie Ross,
off on his ‘Border Crossing’ sorties again. The following
recollection of his flight, on the 2™ of February, was published
in the S&G that year:

The morning dawned with an overcast sky, | believe,
but by 8:30 James Rae was chasing about waking
everyone with the cry of “Wave!”. By 9:30 the Tiger and
the Skylark 3 were lifting off in a flurry of disturbed snow
into a light N.E. wind. After twenty minutes, | released in
weak lift in front of an insipid looking flat lenticular over
the Ochils, at 4,700ft. At 5,500ft the lift disappeared and
| realised that | was going to have to find lift, or land
short of Portmoak.

A filmy wisp of cloud appeared ahead and | reached it
at 4,800ft. and found weak lift at 1ft/sec. Not daring to
leave this, | waited for something to happen, which it
duly did.

The lenticulars around formed up, lift increased to
3ft/sec. and | climbed slowly to 7,000ft. Things were
changing at 8,000ft: above the lenticulars, | saw the
gaps between the bars close with newly-formed cloud.
No further lift forthcoming, | turned SW in order to be
over lower ground before descending and flew towards
a slot which was slowly widening ahead.

This slot, by the time | reached it, was some two miles
in width and stretched east/west. | flew west, along the
lift edge at 50 kt, at 7,500ft., all the way to Loch Lomond.
In the lee of the higher mountains | could see much
shorter, steeper lenticulars where | hoped there would
be stronger lift. Over the loch | found strong lift at
18ft/sec and | climbed quickly to 14,000ft, using oxygen
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from 12,000ft. Severe canopy icing occurred at 9,000ft
when the temperature reached -20T.

At 14,200ft. the lift stopped dead and through the
clear vision panels there was a truly magnificent
panorama of white capped mountains, blue seas dotted
with islands glinting in the sunlight and, stretching away
to the west, the Mull of Kintyre. What a view - what a
chance — what a mess if | missed out.

Working carefully to avoid the down-draughts of the
lenticulars, | soon arrived at Campbeltown at 9,000ft.

Up till now, we at Portmoak have all been flying along
the wave clouds, and those who ventured downwind
have been caught by the tremendous sink. | decided to
try an idea that James and | had. Instead of increasing
the speed when sink is encountered on leaving the wave
bar, | flew along in the lift increasing speed to around 65
kt and then tight-turned downwind.

This worked beautifully. Instead of losing 3,000ft., |
only lost 1,000ft. and then, as the vario came back to a
more normal reading, | turned and angled into the lift of
the next wave and slowed down to 40 kt. Very often, if
the lift is approached directly, one misses the narrow,
smooth band completely, but never the sink!

Now the choice lay in landing safely at Machrihanish
airfield below, with its 10,000ft. runway, or going west,
across the Irish Sea, and trying for 300Km. The upper
wind appeared N.E. at 25 kt. The lift stopped at 9,000ft.
and the lenticulars lay N.W. — S.E.

The call of 300Km won, and off along the cloud |
went, maintaining around 8,500ft — 9,000ft. Opposite
Portrush, on the lIrish coast, | turned and flew down-
wind, and as | progressed the wave system slowly
collapsed, and | let down through a tiny slot into dead
air. At 3,000ft. | passed over Toome airfield, and
decided that, as | still required some 25 miles, it might
pay to be prudent; so to facilitate retrieving by air |
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landed there. Only 160 miles direct line — still, look out
Betsy, here we come!

Special thanks are due to the Tiger pilots who
undertook the long and cold retrieve; to the airfield
managers who put up with aircraft without radio; to the
boys in the Ulster Flying and Gliding clubs for their
magnificent aid; and to Mr Scoft of Toome who fed,
transported and provided storage.

This truly epic flight earned Charlie yet another entry in the
history books; ‘First Glider Flight from Scotland to Ireland’. The
reader might be forgiven for thinking that this was the end of
the story, with a simple aero-tow retrieve. Not so! Dorothy
Lawson recalled ‘The Other End of the Rope’, also published in
the S&G:

The telephone rang through the tea-time clatter at

Portmoak. There was a rush to answer it, for 18:00
hours on Sunday 3™ February, was the time Charlie
Ross had arranged to phone again — from Ireland.
Ten hours before, snugly in bed at Portmoak, he had
heard a call himself, at close range. It was from James
Rae, whose motto must surely be, “See a wave, and
have a go, by aero-tow.”

At 14:30 Charlie phoned after landing, with discretion
and consideration, at the disused airfield of Toome
Bridge in Northern Ireland. An aero-tow retrieve would
solve a lot of problems and the interval to 18:00 gave
time to make the necessary arrangements for the next
day.

James’s plan was to fly to Renfrew and re-fuel before
crossing the Irish Sea, but when Monday came, Renfrew
had low cloud and would not accept the Tiger without a
radio. Machrihanish was suggested, for there the
weather was good. Good weather — yes, but 80 octane
fuel, no.
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Consequently, the Tiger, tanked to the brim and
carrying extra fuel, flew under low cloud by way of
Stirling and Loch Lomond to reach the blue sky and 3-
mile runway at Machrihanish. This took one hour 35
minutes and darkness was approaching. The Tiger was
picketed down and Monday night was spent in
Campbeltown.

Tuesday morning brought snow, front after front of it.
It lay, and then it drifted. The only thing to do was to get
the Tiger into a hangar and catch the last B.E.A. flight
out before the snow closed the airfield. The snow storm
in Ireland was even more severe and Charlie went home
by boat, and back to work until conditions improved.

On the following Sunday, the Met. had good weather
to sell. A chartered Tri-pacer flew James to
Machrihanish, and Charlie to Toome Bridge. The Tiger
re-fuelled at Newtownards — the home of the Ulster
Flying Club, before towing the Skylark to Machrihanish.
There, a strong wind was blowing, far too strong for
comfort, so into the hangar went the machines and off to
Campbeltown for the night went the pilots.

On Monday 11", eight days after Charlie’s grand
flight, the final leg of the retrieve was flown — helped,
believe it or not, by an Ochil Lee Wave. From Stirling to
Crook of Devon, the Tiger, though throttled back, gained
1,000ft.

This remarkable flight, with its “get you home again”
service, highlights the wave flying at Portmoak. Two
heights of 13,000ft. were reached by winch launch via
hill lift on 9" December, and 1 0,000ft. and 15,000ft. from
aero-tows on 16" December. These were two Sundays
in one month, but if views from office windows are
anything to go by, waves are active on weekdays too.

It really is not necessary to travel to California,
France, Italy or New Zealand for Gold C heights. The
launch point is much nearer, at Portmoak.
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By Easter of 1963 the ‘workers’, led by Jimmy Rae, had
produced the first K9 winch with a second one under
construction. Members were falling into two camps: The winch
brigade and the aero-tow brigade. The former wanted the club
to spend more money on winches in order to maintain the ‘low-
cost’ launch facilities. The latter maintained that potential cross-
country flights were being ‘missed out’ by a number of pilots
not taking aero-tows away from the ‘hill. To a certain extent,
this situation continues right through to the present day.

Following the publicity in S&G at the beginning of the year,
and to provide further incentive to members, the club decided
to hold a number of weekend competitions with a Scottish
Regional Contest being held over two weekends in June.
Previous attempts at this type of competition had failed due to
the lack of support over a full week, so two weekends — giving
four days of competition — seemed to be the answer. Entries
were received from Yorkshire, Dumfries, Lossiemouth,
Arbroath and Aberdeen. The following summary, and results,
were published in the Portmoak Press (and S&G) at the end of
the summer:

A preliminary poll of would-be competitors in the
Scottish area, early in 1963, proved that there was an
interest in week-end competitions; the proposal that the
competitions be handled in this fashion resulted from
earlier attempts to organise whole week competitions in
1961 and 1962. It was suggested that crews should
leave aircraft and equipment at Portmoak over a period
of two weeks, thus helping travelling arrangements.

The organisation of the events was greatly helped by
the generous offers of Tigers from both Aberdeen and
Yorkshire Clubs and we were able to have the fullest
use of the Aberdeen Tiger with pilots Angus Macaulay
and Bill Dunn, the second Tiger being our own, with the
Yorkshire tug as stand-by but, in the end, not used.
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At first briefing on Saturday 8" June, it was noted that
12 teams representing Yorkshire, Dumfries, Arbroath,
Lossiemouth and the SGU had entered, two being hors
concours. It is best not to dwell upon the met. conditions
of the 8" and 9" as the east wind and stable sunny
conditions proved to be unsuitable for contest flying, and
as a result, both days were No Contest Days. The tasks
were respectively Out-and-Return and Free Distance.

June 15" — This proved to be the best day of the
series, as nearly all the competitors scored. At briefing,
the task was declared to be Free Distance, and as
forecast by the meteorologist, Peter White, the early
mists cleared at 11:30 hrs and thermals started soon
after. Wind strength was light and westerly. An early
departure from the area was the ATC Weihe (Henshaw),
this aircraft proving to be quite a consistent performer,
several Skylark 2s following minutes later with Riddell’s
Skylark 3 in the lead. This lead was maintained by
Riddell, who landed at Dyce Airport (83 miles). Four
other aircraft landed within a few miles of one another;
Docherty (Olympia) and Thorburn (Skylark) at Fordoun
Airfield (61 miles), Rae (Skylark 3b) south of
Stonehaven, and Alty (Skylark 2) north of Stonehaven
(64 miles and 69 miles respectively).

June 16" — Task: Pilot-Selected Goal; wind westerly,
20 kt; convection not as good as on the previous day.
Launching for this task was by winch, as the necessary
starting height could be achieved by slope soaring on
the Bishop Hill. After sampling this lift, some pilots
returned for later starts and to dish out fresh instructions
to crews.

Three pilots achieved their declared goals: J.C.
Riddell (Skylark 3f), Fraserburgh (114 miles); Jim
O’Donnel (Weihe), Kinnell Airfield (42 miles); J.A.
Dandie (Swallow), RNAS Arbroath (38 miles), and a
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fourth, A.C. Boyce (Skylark 2) over-flew his goal at
Kinnell Airfield and logged an extra 25 miles.

Final Results:

1 J.C. Riddell Yorkshire Skylark 3F 1800 points
2 D.G. Alty Fulmar Skylark 2 854
3 T.P. Docherty SGU Olympia 2 794
4 A.C. Boyce Dumfries Skylark 2 725
5 A.J. Thorbum SGU Skylark 2 717
C.B. Sutherland
6 J. Rae SGU Skylark 3B 700
7 T.A. Moffat ATC Weihe 529
R.G Henshaw
J. O'Donnel
G. Berry
8 J.A. Dandie SGU Swallow 184
J.E. Duthie
9 R. Stothard Yorkshire Eagle 18
E. Reed
10  G.A. Glennie Condor Skylark 2 0

The presence of keen, competitive, pilots at Portmoak
spurred on a number of club pilots — as had been hoped, and a
record number of Silver C legs were logged. Five complete
Silver Cs, and a dozen Silver legs were all claimed during one
competition weekend. The success rate slowed down to the
normal 3 or 4 per month, with the occasional rise by visiting
pilots, principally from RNGSA Fulmar whose T-31 had been
very active on Bishop Hill.

Non-flying activities continued at the club. The Territorial
Army arrived to level out some rough ground and build two
bridges into the plantation. As this area was being cleared,
some entrepreneurial club member suggested selling the
(about to be) felled fir trees — just in time for Christmas. At one
shilling and sixpence each (8p), and with over 300 being sold,
a few well-needed pounds were added to the SGU coffers.
Another item to be felled’ that year was the infamous ‘Yellow
Pole’ from the south side of the dogleg on the ash strip. Winch
launches from that direction would now be without the dogleg
and resultant ‘twang’. As mentioned in an earlier chapter, the
pole was shortened and re-cycled as the wind-sock pole. It still
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stands today at the eastern end of the airfield and has sported
many a wind-sock over the years.

Summer courses, some in the new format of two instructors,
two aircraft and winch driver, proved to be successful with a
batch of ‘A’s, ‘B’s and complete Silver ‘C’s being completed.

As was becoming normal in Autumn, Portmoak saw many
visitors. One being Peter Scott — in his Auster — on his way to
Loch Ness for a monster hunt. The 29" of September provided
one of the last ‘good’ days of the year with Ansgar Sambale
gaining 15,000 ft. on a cross-country to Acklington (90 miles),
and John Paterson reaching 12,000 ft. on his way to Berwick
(63 miles) — both claiming their Silver distances and Gold
heights. Ansgar recalled his flight for Portmoak Press:

Two Up, Both Away

Before | start, | should like to advise you to take your
camera with you when you intend to embark on a similar
venture. It's always good to have some sort of support
for your stories, especially when you tell them to your
grandchildren.

Since | am not a good story-teller, | should like you to
understand that my only reason for telling this one at all
is the excessive pressure | was subjected to, not by my
grandchildren, but by a certain moustachioed gentleman
from Kirkcaldy who is desperately short of repeatable
stories for Portmoak Press.

Anyway, it was a day like any other day. It was just as
windy and blustery as it was almost the whole week
before and a certain gentleman from Dunblane — who
had waited throughout that week for just such a day —
lost his patience just when there were signs of
improvement to be seen. He left in the morning with my
humble consolation (poor Tom).

At lunchtime, it was obvious that conditions were very
good. On the ground the wind was still very strong and
from the west. Just after lunch, John Paterson and | had
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a quick look at the map, discussed the situation and
decided that down-wind was the only chance to cover
those elusive 32 miles that are known in glider circles as
the “Silver Distance”.

The upper wind appeared to be very much from the
North, which meant crossing the Firth of Forth at a
particularly wide part. The wind was decidedly too strong
to explore the regions further north which looked so very
much more promising. One layer of lenticular after
another, as far as the eye could see! Yet, down-wind
was for us as I found out for myself a little later.

Thanks to the help which was given abundantly, the
Oly and | took off at 15:09. John had taken off in his
Swallow five minutes before me. He had a good launch
and the lift at Bishop Hill seemed as expected. | also
had a good launch, though it was turbulent. A glance at
the surface of the loch (Leven) revealed a great deal
about the air in the neighbourhood. In the region of St.
Serfs Island there were violent gusts hitting the water
and spreading out in all directions. Towards Kinross the
water was definitely calmer, and further north indicating
strong winds slightly north of west. As | turned towards
Bishop the turbulence increased. It was rather useless
to try to read the variometer. Close to the hill | lost 200
ft. very rapidly. On reaching the face of the hill, | found
no lift at 800 ft. Only after rounding the second knoll did |
encounter any lift. This lift was very turbulent but at least
the varios were in agreement. The both were stuck at
their respective “up” stops! Two figures of eight in this lift
made the hills fall away like some soiled sheet of paper
from an office desk. John, still 2,000 ft. above me
headed west, and | soon followed. The altimeter worked
like a clock that had lost its wheel, winding its way in a
friendly clockwise direction. At St. Serfs, only a couple of
miles west of Bishop, | was above cloudbase at 4,700 ft.
in silk-smooth lift. Soon | progressed over the tops of the
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lenticulars — still progressing towards the west. What
scenery!! But | was here with some purpose in mind, so
after a quick look around — checking my instruments and
position — | found both varios reading three-up. Yes, only
three metres up, and falling off. | saw John at a lower
altitude and returning from his westerly sojourn. A
careful look at my good-natured lenticular, which now
stretched from the Dollar area, over Portmoak and out
towards Leuchars and far into the North Sea, revealed a
considerable “hump” just east of Portmoak. | headed
eastwards and on reaching that area was rewarded by
the varios creeping back to a more positive indication.

With this increase of height, the wind became
stronger and veered further north. Lift appeared to be
best right above the cloud rather than in front of it as |
had expected.

With such lift, a cloud cover of about four eighths, a
Joy ride like that was very enjoyable. What a view to
behold! 9,000 ft. and still going up faster than the lift in
the Eiffel Tower. All the while, the horizon widened.
There was that layer of cloud just below me with such a
brilliant whiteness that it made my eyes water. Then
ahead of me, an even bigger cloud. No doubt that it had
some help from the Ochils. In front of that were another,
and another, and another. It was like a sea of gigantic
waves in the sky. The further north | looked, the bigger
they seemed to be. The sun helped to accentuate the
appearance by throwing long shadows into the cloud
valleys. Most of the ground, which | could see through
the holes in the cloud, appeared to be completely black
except for the silvery lochs and rivers. However, right
below Loch Leven and the surrounding countryside was
bathed in brilliant sunshine. The coastline between
Montrose and Berwick was clearly to be seen well within
gliding distance — so | thought.
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As | reached 14,500 ft. | was tempted to explore those
regions to the north of me. | was just aware of the first
signs of anoxia so | increased my speed to 100 mph, still
in lift. As far as | could judge, my penetration was not
good enough to reach the wave ahead of me. So |
headed south. To my amazement, the next cloud —
some eight miles downwind — offered no lift at all.
12,000 ft. and heading for the next one right over the
River Forth. At that moment, and only for a few seconds,
| saw John above the Forth heading north east.
Although | was still at a reasonable height, and flying at
80 mph, my flight path was such that | would touch down
in the middle of the river! Have you ever swallowed
butterflies? No, neither have | although now know what
it feels like! However, John was already half way over,
and | was a little higher, so on | went. At 11,500 ft. and
six miles from either shore | swung around again to soar
another wave. At 14,000 ft., | inspected both bridges and
found that my retrieve would not be over the road bridge
as there was still a large gap between the two main
construction sites at the north and south shores of the
river.

Downwind again for another wave bar. It pushed me
up to 15,000 ft. but, as | had no oxygen, | broke off at 2
metres up, going westward. No good this way, the wind
was too strong. | next spotted a wave bar above the
Lammermuir Hills to the south west of Edinburgh, and
well beyond the Forth. On reaching this wave, | was
rewarded with steady lift again. Seeing those enormous
waves to the south west, | was sorely tempted again.
High above what | took to be Carlisle, were two crisp
lenticulars, perhaps more than 30,000 ft. up. Since | was
sure that | had covered 32 miles, | set course west. It
meant travelling over a large hole in the cloud which
stretched from the Moorfoot Hills to the Cheviots. It soon
proved to be impossible for the Oly to cross. After



110

SGU

covering only about one third of the way across the hole,
| turned back towards the Cheviots again. There |
managed to gain no more than 500 ft. So | crossed the
highest point at 6,500 ft. making for the next smooth
lenticular just to the east of Alnwick. Behind this were
another three bars stretching out over the North Sea.
Southwest of Alnwick airfield, | climbed from 4,000 ft. to
4,700 ft. already looking for suitable landing places.
Within easy reach were three aerodromes. Even
Newcastle was within reach. However, there was no
indication of promising lift anywhere downwind except
for a lenticular way out over the sea. There was no sign
of any flying activities anywhere around me and |
decided to head for Acklington. From 4,500 ft, |
completed a wide circuit all the time expecting to see
some sort of signal from the airfield. Nothing was
forthcoming, not even red, so | started my final
approach. | landed and rolled out to the very end of the
runway. After a few minutes, | was welcomed by Sgt.
Wilkinson who took all the worries off my hands. Indeed,
the end of this flight turned out to be as pleasant as the
flight itself. Everything was organised for me, even my
lodgings for the night.

Thanks to all those who offered me their hospitality. |
can surely say that this was a day to remember. I'm sure
John Paterson will agree with me. He Ilanded
somewhere near Berwick-Upon-Tweed to claim his
Silver distance too.

Ansgar Sambale

Ever keen to raise funds for the club, numerous parties were
planned — with associated raffle ticket sales. It seemed that any
excuse for a (fund raising) party would do. Some of these
included a special party for visitors from BAE, a Fancy Dress
party in November and the annual Dinner Dance at the Station
Hotel in Kirkcaldy on 21%' December.
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Several years ago, senior Kirkcaldy High School
pupils aided Mr Thorburn, our principal art master, to
establish the Fife Gliding Club. This has since
developed into the Scottish Gliding Union, which, with
Mr Thorburm as president, has its own airfield at
Portmoak.

In repayment of this past assistance from pupils, Mr
Thorburn has instigated the formation of a flying club for
Fife schools. Recently, the Director of Education, Dr
Mcintosh, sampled the flying at Scotlandwell, and
enthusiastically agreed to help the scheme. With funds
allocated by the Fife Education Trust, a new Slingsby
two-seater glider has been purchased for what is now
officially the Fife Schools Gliding Club.

The main aim is to give a large number of senior
pupils a little gliding experience, and to train a selected
few to solo stage. It is hoped ultimately to link up with
the Duke of Edinburgh’s Award Scheme, whereby pupils
can include a course in gliding in their pursuits and
projects. Unfortunately, as the scheme has only been
put into operation this term, it has not been possible to
commence serious training of pupils. Nevertheless, at
least 130 senior pupils (who travel to the airfield in
groups of eight, each evening) have already had
introductory flights, and by the time this article is in print,
another 70 pupils will have experienced ‘the joys of
motor-less flight.” Mr Thorburn hopes to begin
instruction early next session and to have about twenty
pupils flying solo by the end of the year.

Gliding is a challenge to young persons of
adventurous spirit. Besides being both appealing and
character-building, it provides a practical demonstration
in geography, mathematics and physics, and therefore is
to be encouraged from the scholastic point of view.
However, the scheme was officially supported basically
as a form of enjoyment for the pupils and not as an
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extension of classroom work. The pleasure from gliding
(or to be more accurate — soaring) is derived not merely
from the actual piloting of the glider, but also from the
teamwork involved, and all other aspects which combine
to make a successful flight.

On the evening of my own flight, my eagerness
changed gradually to trepidation on arrival at the airfield
where the attractive blue and white school glider stood
awaiting our arrival. Cautiously resisting the temptation
to eat too many sandwiches before my flight, | joined the
other pupils on the runway, and was rather surprised to
find that a junior pupil at our school — a third year boy —
would be responsible for controlling the winch which
would tow the glider to a height of a thousand feet. |
was, thankfully, not the first person to take off, and |
must admit that the sight of other flights safely
accomplished was most encouraging. A kindly warning
that the take-off would begin with a rather rough ride
along the ground, followed swiftly by a smooth but steep
climb, prepared me for an experience in reality not
nearly as alarming as it sounds.

Flights vary greatly according to circumstances; but
whether strong up-currents of wind permit cross-country
flying, or poorer conditions insist on “crabbing” along the
hillside, the experience of flying is singularly wonderful.
The landing, which produces the disappointment felt
when all good things come to an end, certainly proved to
be no anti-climax. After an apparently vertical descent,
we levelled out before the seemingly inevitable crash
and taxied along uneven ground to an expertly planned
halt beside the other members of the party — the
culmination of a most exhilarating and interesting
experience.

Gliding is a sport in which | would encourage all go-
ahead young people to participate. Through the Fife
schools’ scheme, pupils will fly at reduced rates —
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merely four shillings per flight (which lasts approximately
15 minutes) plus a charge of one shilling to cover
transport costs to and from the airfield.
| would like here to thank Mr Thorburn for the
opportunities for pupils which he inspired, and to wish
himself and his proteges every success in the future.
Edith Aitken SVI

The Fife Schools’ T49 was offered for use by SGU
members, as was Roger Pears’ Ka7. A Vasama, recently
claiming the prize for best Standard Class sailplane, and a
private T49 (Manclark) were also based at the site. Two
Swallows had different outcomes during 1964; one was flown
by Bill Shanks to Fintry — claiming his Silver Distance, the other
was written off by Rab Wiliamson. The summer of 1964
provided many wave flights, including Bill Lawson’s Gold
Height in his Olympia 463. The wave system also provided
Stan Smith with his Silver Distance and Gold Height in the
same flight. Other Silver Distances claimed that summer were
George Elliot, Graham Smith, John MclLaughlan and Tom
Webb.

On the training front, John Everitt — the National Coach —
held a number of courses in the BGA Capstan. At the end of
his visit, he made an interesting ‘observation’, following an
official near miss between an American Hustler fighter bomber
and two SGU gliders. He said that he had become more and
more aware that SGU pilots had been lulled into a false sense
of security — being used to flying in a relatively quiet piece of
airspace — and were not keeping a good look out. This
alarming piece of information was rapidly transferred by the
CFl into briefing material for immediate cascade to all pilots.
Alan Cameron experienced one of John Everitt's courses, and
his exploits were published in Portmoak Press:

Having got to the stage where a lot of pilots stick,
namely — only the distance flight to be completed for
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Silver “C”. | felt that some advanced instruction was in
order to help me over that hurdle. It was thus that with a
little difficulty | arranged for a week’s instruction by that
pundit among pundits, John Everitt.

Monday came, as Mondays do, one of the nicest
mornings | have seen for a long time. | was told to go
ahead and attempt my Silver “C” distance, having been
checked out for an “away” landing on the previous
Saturday. The wind from the South West was very light
and my first launch in the Swallow ended in a circuit.
The Capstan by this time was ready and was being
circulated by John and Stan Milne. They eventually went
up and stayed there, so | took a second launch and
managed to use a thermal to work my across to the hill.
The hill was working, but only just, and after scratching
around looking for thermals over Balgedie and not
finding any, I landed for lunch.

Considerably fortified, | rejoined the fray and with the
wind slightly stronger, made my way to the Bishop. |
tracked my way along the north face as the freshening
wind had veered to about WNW. Over the gully, |
observed the waves on the surface of the reservoirs
confirming a NW wind. In the morning, it had been my
intention - with the SW wind — to move out over the loch,
find a thermal that | could struggle up in, then stay with it
moving downwind to Arbroath — that goal of goals.
However, with the wind change, a different strategy was
suggested by J.E. — namely to penetrate upwind to
Perth then go across wind in the Arbroath direction,
using Strathmore as a thermal source.

From the barograph, which | had actually installed
and switched on, | reckoned after the flight that | must
have spent about an hour and a quarter out of a flight of
an hour and forty minutes fighting my way like that
problematic frog in the well — two miles north and one
mile south in a vain attempt to reach Perth.
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| gave up the attempt to reach Perth over the Tay just
upstream of its junction with the Earn river and proceed
towards Errol and Dundee. Over Errol, this prospect of
reaching Arbroath faded as there was no sign of any
thermal activity in the direction | wanted to go. However,
| estimated that from about 6,000 ft., | ought to reach the
50 km. distance with about 1,500 ft. to look for a
reasonable landing field. | therefore went back into the
thermal | had just used to reach 5,000 ft. and eventually
got flying out at 5,900 ft. Turning out, | headed for
Arbroath near the coast to be as much down wind as
possible. When | approached Dundee, | was down to
2,500 ft. due to some unexpected downdraughts and |
didn’t fancy over-flying Dundee at that height so turned
away to the north and had to come down in a newly-cut
field at 6:30 p.m., about one mile due north of Tealing
airfield — a flight of 28 miles, or 5 miles short of my Silver
“C".
The retrieve was eventful, but that is another story.

Reflection on the flight, with analysis by J.E. showed |
had been right in turning across when | did but made a
mistake in going up-wind of Dundee, when a search
down-wind might have kept me in the hunt.
On Tuesday, it was Stan Milne’s turn to do the solo
flying and I'm glad to say that he did better than I, and
reached East Haven. | flew with J.E. in the Capstan,
taking off after lunch and into a Northwest wind. We
were soon at 3,000 ft. over Balgedie, where we
contacted wave. With some careful manipulation we
were soon at 7,000 ft. and going up quietly at between 4
and 6 metres per second. At about 12,500 ft., | asked
“What height do you feel the effects of anoxia?” John
said, ‘About now.” Needless to say, | started to look for
the down button., the lift took us up another 500 ft.
before we had flown forward out of the wave. The view



The Scottish Gliding Union — A History 117

from 13,000 ft. is really something. Montrose to
Glasgow! You should try it sometime.

I'm glad to say at this point that John went up about

tea-time, by courtesy of Bill Lawson, to complete his
Gold “C” with his gain of height.
After Monday and Tuesday, the rest of the week was
bound to be an anti-climax, but it was very enjoyable to
hear and learn from John Everitts seemingly
inexhaustible supply of gliding stories and experiences.
The only day we didn’t get any flying was Thursday,
when we had some heavy rain showers. The weather
cleared up in the late evening and with possibility of
another wave flight, the Capstan course insisted that
John take his wife, Chris, up in the Capstan to let her
see Scotland. Although the wave was there, it was of
changing wave-length and it couldn’t be worked.

It may seem strange to say my only flight with John
was our wave excursion but if on just that short flight a
little of John’s skills passed to me | consider the week’s
course a success and well worth being repeated
annually.

Alan Cameron

1964 ended with a couple of notable flights on 20"
December; Jimmy Rae flew to Prestwick and Andrew Thorburn
flew an out-and-return to the Lake of Menteith.

The annual prize-giving saw the Club Championship and the
Sutherland out-and-return trophy going to Charlie Ross, the
Gain of Height went to John Goddard, the Best Distance was
won by John McLaughlan and the Service Salver went to John
Henry.
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Chapter 8

Coast to Coast 1965 — 1966

Wave was evident on 1% January 1965, and many pilots
took advantage to welcome the new year in true Portmoak
style — from 6,000 ft. The next day brought sadness to
Portmoak when Tom Johnston was involved in a fatal accident
in his Swallow on Benarty. As was the norm in those days, the
safety officer would issue a brief summary of accidents by way
of reminding people to be vigilant. The next issue of Portmoak
Press contained this safety item, along with an obituary:

The accident to Tom Johnston in the Swallow on Benarty.
The correct line to the hill passes to the windward side of the
spur which projects towards the Northeast. This is near the
east end of the main part of the hill. It would appear that
probably due to the difficulty of seeing exactly where he was,
owing to the very bright, low, sun he got to the leeward of
this spur and thus into a downdraft. It seems probable also
that he was flying too slowly and that this, along with the
turbulence behind the spur, started a spin. The lessons to be
learned from this are:

1. If in any doubt, especially in rough air, increase speed.

2. Great care must at all times be taken to keep to
windward of any hill or ridge or other obstruction to the
free flow of the wind.

3. Keep a careful check at all times of your position in
relation to the hill on which you are flying.

Tom Johnston

On 2" January, the Scottish Gliding Union lost one of its
most popular members in a flying accident when Tom A.
Johnston crashed his glider on Benarty Hill.

Tom was an industrial chemist with Scottish Oils Ltd., of
West Lothian and lived in Edinburgh.
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He joined the Territorial Army (Royal Artillery) in 1932,
and went to war with them in 1939. He was then seconded
to the R.A.F. where he became a pilot. He was dreadfully
wounded and spent a year in hospital, but instead of being
discharged from the Forces, he returned to the Gunners and
served with them in Europe for the rest of the war. He
rejoined the T.A. (City of Edinburgh Artillery Regiment) after
the war. Although he retired from active service in the T.A.
some years ago, he never gave up his work and filled
several appointments and attended camp. His last command
was that of H.A. Battery where there has never been a more
popular commander.

About two years ago, Tom became interested in gliding
and was an enthusiastic member at Portmoak, where he
was a regular attender and was very well-liked by everyone
for his cheerfulness and kindness.

It was noted on the first course that he attended how
conscientious he was, and eventually he would have made a
good instructor. Tom did not stand by and let others do the
work and, in spite of his disability, he would always lend a
helping hand.

In the first week of January, 1965, the Edinburgh University
Gliding club took up residence at Portmoak. This recently
formed club had reached agreement with the SGU Board that
they could fly at Portmoak on Wednesdays and Fridays. As
part of their funding agreement with the SGU, their winch
launches cost them four shillings (20p) instead of the normal
rate of seven shillings (35p). Their flying was subsidised by the
University Sports Club and one of their members, Dr
Cruickshanks, was an SGU instructor.
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Andrew Thorburn enjoyed the January wave so much that he
wrote about it for the June issue of the S&G:

Cut me another slice please, mother!

While soaring from time to time, peacefully, at heights
above ten thousand feet, the aching emptiness of the
sky above central Scotland brings home to one some of
the emotions that must beset man while travelling in
space.

Often, no task having been set, the aim of the flight is
merely to enjoy Nature’s abundant gift of aerial support
found over, and in the lee of, the Scottish mountains.
Adjust the trim, choose a course to maintain track along
the wave of rising air, and then the mind, relieved of
thoughts technical, is free to ponder over the endless
infinity of space.

Far below, planes with engines shuttle to and fro as
weekend pilots and fare-paying passengers are violently
thrust through the lower reaches of the sky. Down, and
four miles east of Portmoak, a twin-engined speck of
silver suddenly ejects a flowering rash of parachutes.
The Skyjumpers’ club are practising over the new
Glenrothes airstrip — but they too are down — and going
further down — not up as we are.

The mind is drawn from the creeping things beneath
by the even song of the hovering sailplane as it rides the
silk-smooth waves. In all directions the surrounding
landscape is concealed by the undulating clouds,
leaving only the gap below through which to maintain
contact with places known. Here and there some five
thousand feet further up are a few soft lenticular cloud
forms, awaiting the man with oxygen breathing
equipment to challenge them. Without this life-
preserving substance we edge gently out of the lift,
when the altimeter indicates about fourteen thousand
feet. And so such flights in solitude pass, leaving us
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happy to have claimed as our own the few hundred
cubic miles of space that few can attain, or even want.

Not so, however, on Sunday, 14" February. Casting
loose from the Tiger at two-and-a-half thousand over
Glenfarg, a quick search through the canopy of the 460
revealed lan Dandie flying the Skylark 2b which had
been towed up just before me. He could be seen poised
in front of the wave cloud overhead. Settling down head-
into-wind, showing airspeed 45 kt, the vario confirmed
the wave area by indicating a climb of 5 kt, and before
long the cloud was sinking astern.

Soon we were flying in formation at the pre-arranged
rendezvous eight thousand feet over Newburgh. Poised
alongside each other, cameras busily clicking, there was
time to reflect upon the pleasures of companionship in
such an empty void. Moving eastwards in formation
along the river Tay and at 12,000ft above it one could at
least claim half of the sky on this occasion — or could
one? What was that speck high and ahead? A jet? No —
a Skylark4 — must be Roger Mann, cuddling his oxygen
bottle and on what turned out to be a successful quest
for a Diamond height at 19,000ft. And now, down below,
the front of the wave cloud began to erupt gliders with
monotonous regularity as they cast off from aero-tow
and climbed up into the sunshine.

Number four on the scene was the swallow flown by
Gordon Downes, who landed south of Dunbar, some
fifty miles away. Then Bill Lawson in his 460 came up to
join us and the Fife Schools’ T-49 piloted by Jim
O’Donnell moved rapidly across the clear space below
at about 10,000ft. The Ka-7, wingtips reaching forward,
wafted upwards and moved off into the west. The club
Olympia 2b with seventeen-year-old Douglas Mackay —
one of the Fife School pupils — floated up among the
others and he later landed at Crail for his Silver.
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The Moonrakers, who had chosen the right time to
visit us on a wave safari, bobbed their glider with the
R.A.F. roundels up and down among the rest. A new
touch of colour came into view as the Vasama, in tones
of sky blue, streaked about at high speed, its pilot, Tom
Paterson, eventually landing at Lanark for his Silver
badge.

The Weihe and the Skylark 3b, both with several
pilots taking turns, were employed in this yo-yo act and
before long the sky north of Portmoak, between ten and
fourteen thousand feet up, supported what looked like a
swat of flies just after a spring hatching.

By now the formatting 460 and Skylark 2b were at
thirteen thousand, just entering a layer of haze in front of
a higher lenticular. The canopy of my glider completely
coated over with ice crystals, so that keeping the Skylark
in view through the clear-vision window was quite a task.
The sub-zero temperature soon turned pleasure into
pain, and so with a wobble of the wings to the other
glider | dived away down to the ten thousand feet level,
where things were a good deal more comfortable.

| reached this altitude and spotted the Forth road
and rail bridges some twenty miles south of the
overcrowded scene | had just left. From here it seemed
that an out-and-return trip of about 150km would be an
interesting thing to do, so, settling down with 80 kt on
the clock and half-a-knot on the vario, | worked along
the uplift side of a wave cloud below me, which as it
turned out took me all the way across central Scotland
to Loch Lomond and back.

En route, various points of interest were
photographed — Kincardine Bridge, Alloa breweries, the
windings of the river Forth at Stirling, Charlie Ross’s
caravan site at Fintry, the south end of Loch Lomond,
Dunblane, where we have a new winch under
construction, and so on.
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On the homeward flight over Charlie’s caravans, |
met the man himself in the Skylark 3b. We were both
steaming along at 80 kt, and our closing speed must
have been in the region of 200 m.p.h. He was doing the
same out and return trip.

Fifteen miles from home the airbrakes and
downdraughts were used to get down to a more civilised
level just below cloud, and when | landed back at
Portmoak — a human icicle — | had been airborne for
about two-and-a-half hours. The trip to Loch Lomond
and back, however, took only a little over half of that
time — making a speed of around 75 m.p.h. for the 150
km out and return.

| keep hearing about some French place called
Fayence and another site in lItaly that has flying
conditions along a valley only fit for Hell’s Angels — but
what is wrong with spending a holiday high up the
Scottish “burds” — O ye men from south of the Border?
This is the place to chase “polars” — we have the climate
here!

As for me, next time | intend to snuggle an oxygen
bottle with me and stack myself at an even higher level —
the middle reaches between ten and fourteen thousand
are becoming overcrowded.

That first month also saw Eric Higgins fly the Weihe to
Balloch, and Valerie Wyles to Wemyss Bay to claim their
Silver distances. Valerie recalled her flight for Portmoak Press:

Coast to Coast

There was almost complete cloud cover on the afternoon.

| went to Portmoak intending to have a short hill trip.
However, on arrival | noticed they were aero-towing — even
to the hill (Benarty). | watched a couple of tows go off and
then Bill Lawson demanded to know why | was not
attempting a cross-country. There were several good
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reasons — or so | thought — but these were all waved to one
side.

The Oly was D.l.’d and a barograph smoked in record
time. The Tiger landed and, while it was being refuelled,
Charlie Ross came over and explained where the wave was
working best and how to make a distance flight using it. OK,
it sounded simple. He would drop me at 3,000 ft. over
Glenfarg.

Off we went. Glenfarg came and went, at 4,000 ft., but no
sign of lift. Now we were scraping along in fuzzy bits of black
cloud — and he’d said that we wouldn’t need to go into cloud!
Then severe sink was registered, even on the tow. We were
back down to 2,900 ft. in double-quick time — the whole
combination sinking like a stone in rather rough air. By now |
was concentrating fiercely on keeping station. Before | could
realise what was happening, we were climbing smoothly, the
tug was rocking his wings and the vario was showing five
meters up — the needle firmly on the stop, and we were over
Newburgh. Little did | know how fortunate this was at the
time.

Here, over the Tay valley, there was a wide gap in the
cloud and it was easy to climb to 9,000 ft in front of, and
above, a perfect lenticular. To the east, the humps of cloud
were perfectly formed but what was the point of going east?
To the west, it didn't look nearly so impressive. The cloud
was flatter, and greyer, and had fewer gaps. But this was
where | must go. | travelled along my lenticular until it ended.
Where now? Downwind, Charlie has said, so downwind it
was.

Before long, | got my first landmark. The power station at
Kincardine, 6,000 ft. below. Along this wave to 7,000 f. and
Alloa. Now where? Downwind was asking for trouble this
time — Control Zone! Upwind looked better, but the Oly just
wouldn’t go. It didnt seem to want to cross-wind either. |
cruised backwards and forwards trying to decide what to do.
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Go home? I'd never live it down. Go west. The Oly travels
quite nicely at 80. | sailed along, resigned now to a land out.

But what was that below? Moors, hilltops, patches of
snow, bog — most unfriendly. | became rather unhappy, but
steamed on. At last more lift and, with it, a glimpse of the
Lake of Mentieth — a ray of hope — | might just make it. Back
to 7,000 ft., but now the sun had set to the south west of me.
The clouds were grey and flat, and most unpromising.
Perhaps if | make a dirty dive south westwards, | might just
make the Clyde coast. Sixty, eighty, one hundred on the
clock, but the altimeter was unwinding towards 5,000 ft.
There was Loch Lomond and, joy, lift over it. | climbed back
to 6,500 ft. The cloud was thinning now, thank goodness.
There was Helensburgh, and the Gareloch, Loch Long, the
Holy Loch with ‘Hunley’ sitting in the middle of the floating
dock. It was getting dark, | must think about landing. Now
that | wanted to descend, | found it difficult! There was the
Clyde coast, let’s have a look. But where were all the big
fields I'd heard about? | picked one. Oops! That one was
almost vertical. Try again. That looks better. A road,
telephone wires and a few cottages. Down we go. The
sheep ran in a bunch, the Oly rolled to a halt, and | climbed
out.

Almost immediately, two people were waving. ‘Where’s
the nearest phone?’ They didn’t know, they’'d just arrived
from Burntisland! They took a photo of the Oly and vanished.
| waved at several passing cars. They waved back and
drove on! Ah, help at last. The Police. They had heard of a
fatal air crash. | was all right! Oh, good. They drove off!
Eventually, | reached a telephone and before long the
retrieve crew was on its way. The Oly was derigged and
loaded in brilliant moonlight with one or two lenticulars being
illuminated above us.

It was two o’clock in the morning before we got home, but
considering | didn’t take off until after three in the afternoon, |
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reckon it wasn't so bad. My thanks to the efficient retnieve
crew of Ansgar, Bill and Dorothy.

The distance flight was the bare minimum — 116 km from
3,200 ft. Thank goodness the wave had moved over to
Newburgh.

Following intense lobbying by the BGA and the Air Ministry,
the RAF and the Americans re-aligned their low flying zones
away from Portmoak, and all other gliding sites in the UK. This
had been a long and laborious task and the outcome was
almost reversed when, within a few weeks of reaching the
agreement, one unfortunate SGU pilot landed his glider within
a mile of the runways at Prestwick. The Air Ministry wrath was
brought firmly down upon the club and a stern reminder was
issued by the CFIi to the effect that there was no excuse to get
low near a known military zone. The Portmoak Press included
an article with big black bold wording “NO FLYING BY AN
UNAUTHORISED AIRCRAFT IS PERMISSIBLE WITHIN A
RADIUS OF FIVE MILES FROM THE PERIMETER OF ONE
OF THESE 'DROMES”.

Percy Mutum finally decided to hang up his overalls and take
some well-earned retirement. Dorothy Lawson reminded
everyone of how much effort he had put in to serve the club:

Our first experience of Percy was when the SGU invaded
the Loch Leven Aero Club in around 1948. There was
evidently more business to be had by feeding the ‘gliding
people’, rather than the occasional cuppa for the power
brigade, so he provided lunch and tea every Sunday for
around thirty of us. This, remember, was when food was
rationed, all water had to be carried from the other side of
the airfield and the kitchen equipment was primeval. This
underpaid and overworked task went on with cheerfulness
and good humour for the years until we moved to Portmoak.
Then, for a time, the kitchen quarters moved to Wellburn and
guess what, not only did Percy help us with the flitting, but
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he appeared on his bicycle each Sunday to cook for us as
before! The next move the kitchen made was to a
partitioned-off portion of the hangar where, again under
dreadful conditions, Percy was the head cook and bottle
washer. This phase was probably the worst, but it was to
lead to better days when, in the newly built club rooms, he
came back to help the resident staff. Then, wearing his white
coat and apron as before, but working with up to date
equipment, he was able to execute the order — which used
fo be a big joke — for ‘One roast beef please Percy’.

We shall miss our faithful friend Percy, but do appreciate
that now and then he must long to put his feet up and rest a
bit on a Sunday. Now that we are properly established, this
is exactly what he is going to do, and we thank him and wish
him well.

The ‘Resident Staff’ referred to above, were Frank and
Tibby. They looked after all catering in the new clubhouse, as
well as room bookings for visitors. By the end of 1966, Tibby
had handed over the reins to her second in command, Betty
Barr.

Building and engineering work continued apace throughout
1965. The ash strip had its dog-leg reduced by the judicious
use of a large bulldozer, a new bridge into the site entrance
was completed, as was the concrete floor of the hangar.
Ansgar Sambale, not content with simply driving the winch,
completed his new Daimler cable-laying bus-winch and began
experimenting with nylon sheathed winch cables. And as if that
wasn't enough, the new hangar for the Tiger tug was also
completed that year.

Andrew Thorburn could “turn his hand to anything” as reported
in the Portmoak Press:

Searching around for some new gimmick to entertain the
club members on a Saturday evening, the Chairman decided
to bring along a potter's wheel and some clay from his
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school art department. The response was fantastic. Instead
of the few regulars who can be expected to be seen
propping up the bar on Saturdays, a fair gathering of
members turned up and, before long, many of them
disclosed their innermost souls, in the frantic effort to “make
pots”,

As one after the other they donned the all protective
artist’s smock and spun the clay through eager fingers, it
became obvious that deep down under the rugged contours
of every glider pilot, there lies a potential Bernard Leach.
After a short demonstration by the Chairman, various well-
known characters created forms which are to be fired,
glazed and passed down to posterity.

1965 saw a particularly large amount of visitors arriving at
Portmoak in search of ‘The Wave'. The publicity received by
the club that year was almost uncontrollable. On one day
alone, 15 visiting pilots were all to be seen overhead the airfield
soaring in wave over 10,000 ft — the highest being 17,500 ft. As
each week passed, news of epic flights was being spread to
almost every gliding club in the UK. Adding to this ‘wave frenzy’
was the RAF Moonrakers club, from Upavon. Their widely-read
newsletter, entitled ‘Scottish Wave Project’ was published in
the S&G and this sparked off many RAF sorties to Portmoak
over the coming years.

Not to be outdone by these visitors, SGU pilots set off on
various cross-countries at the end of June and at the beginning
of July: While the treasure hunters were enjoying themselves,
Frank Reilly took the open-cockpit T21, with a passenger, to
13,500 ft. Later in the day, with another passenger, he set off
on a cross-country flight but only got as far as Scotlandwell —
one mile away. The following weekend saw more ambitious
declarations but the early starters were forced back to
Portmoak by heavy rain squalls. Frank Reilly set off again at
12:30 and got as far as the Dumfries gliding club where he
soared around for some time until the locals got their gliders
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out of the hangar and launched to join him. That was enough,
he landed. The next day, Andrew Thorburn declared
Doncaster, crossed the Forth to Edinburgh, didn’t like the
prospects of a long thermal flight, so turned back across the
river to land at Donibristle — all of ten miles away. It really was
a wave day, and Jimmy Rae proved it by taking an aerotow to
4,000 ft. He contacted the wave and completed the ‘milk run’ to
Loch Lomond and back. Later in July, Andrew Thorburn
sampled ridge, thermal and sea-breeze to get his Oly 463 as
far as Fyvie (101 miles), Gordon Glennie claimed an O/R to
Arbroath. Ansgar Sambale took a pupil to 11,000 ft. in the
open-cockpit T21, but both pilots broke off the climb after
suffering the effects of anoxia.

The April '65 issue of Portmoak Press included an
interesting article from a semi-anonymous member called
“Andra”:

The One That Got Away

Sunday morning at Portmoak on 26" April dawned clear
and sunny. The hangar bashers had the doors open, gliders
parked outside and the tractors running by 08:30 a.m. All
this accompanied by the usual loud banter and furtive moves
to get names on the Flying List before the undeserving who
were still asleep.

This performance, as usual, had awakened me in my little
wooden hut and | found myself awaiting the moment when a
runaway tractor would appear through the walls — but as
memory of the weather forecast, and the fact that lan Dandie
would be along soon for a trip in the 460, penetrated the
gloom, | decided to forestall him in order to live up to the
name of “hog” in the group.

By the time breakfast was over, and the 460 rigged, the
Tiger was warming and Jimmy Rae was doing his “gingering
up” act with the prospective Silver distance aspirants lining
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up the Olympia, Swallow and Vasama. | put the 460 to
number four in the line.

Cloud streets had been forming along Cleish and Benarty
since 09:30 a.m. so it was decided to tow the gliders upwind
along the street to a point beyond Kelty — to allow a down
wind run of 35 miles to Crail for the beginners.

The Oly went off with John Goudie, who promptly climbed
to cloud base and seemed well away on his first fifteen
miles. The Swallow next was dropped among the thermals
about seven miles upwind, then the Vasama and next myself
in the 460.

Immediately on take-off it became obvious that this would
be a good day if it were taken before the arrival of the warm
front — predicted for about teatime — so on the way up
through the thermals | marked the locality of the best one
(over Ballingry) and waited to see if the others upwind were
as good. After jazzing behind the Tiger through two or three
more, | cast adrift at 1800 ft. just beyond Kelty and did a few
turns in weak stuff then back to my “best spot”. As expected,
we wound up to a 2500 ft. cloud base and at 4000 ft.
emerged through the usual cotton wool cloudscape of
streets running to the north east. By the time it was
necessary to find another thermal, we were over Cupar and
it was most likely that John Goudie would have been able to
glide it out to Crail from there. | could see no sign of him
and, as the other two gliders had landed just as | took off, it
seemed that a profitable idea would be to forge off slightly
crosswind with a view to visiting the Aberdeen club at Turriff.
This was a trip of 100 miles but the day was young and there
was a reasonable prospect of getting to the north east
before the sea breeze clamp moved inland there.

Having settled upon this, the journey north across the Tay
to Coupar Angus followed the usual routine. Thermals were
contacted in streets — the cloud shadows on the ground
ahead indicating where some were growing and others
decaying. Selection was easy and it became only necessary
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to fly along just under the cloud base which was now about
3,400 ft. Below 2,500 ft. the thermals were narrow and tight
turning was necessary but above that level everything
spread out. Before long, the usual landmarks drifted by.
Kirriemuir, Forfar, Brechin and Edzell. But, there above the
Yankee installation, it was possible to see ahead the
unwanted layer of low lying haze from the sea already well
inland and covering the northeast corner of Aberdeenshire —
from Stonehaven to Lossiemouth. To the west, over the
Grampians, the clouds were all stuffed with mountains and
the valleys studded with boulders — a most uninviting
prospect. At this point, | had two options — (a) carry on
through the stable layer, trying to slope soar every gully, or
(b) turn at Banchory and beat the warm front from the south
in a race back to Portmoak. | decided to visit Gordon
Whitehead at Turriff or bust!

The next two hours were, for me, a most enlightening
experience. We have heard how the pundits manage to do
cross-countries in stable air — well this was it! Leaving my
last thermal at Cairn o’ Mount, on a course due north, the
sea breeze front gave broken liff for eight miles over the
mountains and then the deadly smooth air over Banchory
told its own story. Gradually slumping to 1,200 ft. | pushed a
lone gull aside to nibble at the feeble lift off the village and
eventually got to the south east facing slope of Hill of Fare.
This offered gentle lift which, after thirty minutes, could get
me no higher than 1,600 ft. | decided that hill-hopping was
the only answer. Nine miles further on | could see another
little knob of granite but how to get there from 1,600 ft. and
still be airborne was the problem. About four miles in that
direction | could see what looked like a heath fire at a place
called Milltown and, glory be, the smoke was rising!

Having picked likely landing places on the way, | held my
breath and made a northward dash through the down in the
lee of the hill and arrived at the rising smoke with 1000 ft. on
the clock. This was no smoke, it was agricultural lime dust —
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why it was rising | cannot tell, but at least it got me to the
other hill face above Monymusk. This was a sweaty
business, easing back and forward in the tiny bit of slope
wind watching the farmer’s bairns waving up from below.
After fifteen minutes of this, | found myself back up to 1,600
ft. again | flew four miles to Bennachie where it was possible
to skim over some burnt out free stumps and granite
boulders on a short beat to recover the 1,600 ft. level. Try as
| could, the clock would not read one inch higher. There was
still a tantalising sixteen miles between me and Turriff. |
peered through the haze for signs of gliders ahead and
hovered over this legendary peak for nearly twenty minutes
calculating the best track over the undulating landscape in
the hope that | could glide it out from that height. Landing
fields were plentiful so, committing myself for the last glide, |
set off on the shortest route via the windward sides of the
sloping fields. Halfway there | thought | would make it, but at
the ten mile mark a sudden down settled my hash, and the
glider, on a fine grass field — only six miles from my target
and 101 miles from Kelly.

After the usual attention to the glider, | contacted Gordon
and Portmoak. At the Aberdeen site | had a two-seater view
of the airfield “so that you will get there next time” and after
the most wonderful hospitality in Aberdeen from Morag and
Gordon, we were back at Portmoak about 01:30 a.m. next
day.

Thanks are due to Brian and lan Sproule for making the
long retrieve trip — no expenses spared (mine, of course).
P.S. Get some slope soaring practice in — 24 miles from the
windward sides of boulders can be mighty useful.

Andra
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agreeing that the club was in danger of becoming a victim of its
own success, with so many visitors arriving unannounced and
literally jamming up the airfield. Another article explained that a
new high intensity light on the clubhouse roof was to be used
as a signal to ‘call down’ pilots before nightfall.

The Tiger tug had been sent to Strathallan Air Services, near
Crieff, to be repaired following its roll-over and returned to full
service before the summer season. Portmoak Farm, and a
large chunk of ground, had been offered for sale at a reduced
price of £14,000. The club had secured a grant to cover half of
the cost and set about funding the balance.

The stand-by winch was converted to double up as a cable-
laying winch. This cunning device enabled the winch to drive to
the launch-point, attach the cable-ends to the anchor points
then drive back to the other end of the strip to continue the
launch, and significantly reduced cable-wear.

Bruce Marshall completed an interesting Silver Distance; he
recalled his flight for Portmoak Press:

Thunderball

Saturday, 18" June, was not my idea of the perfect
cross-country day, with only a light south wind, early
over-convection, and a low cloud-base. Rain was
already falling in places when | was put in the Oly and
told to GO. | was by no means even confident of staying
up. However, the aero-tow took me to the west end of
Benarty, and | was waved off in lift at 2,000 ft. The
thermal appeared quite innocent, not very strong, and |
circled up in light rain to cloudbase at 3,000 ft. This
seemed rather low for setting course in these conditions,
and as | had been into cloud a couple of days earlier —
with no dire results, | switched on the Turn & Slip,
assumed a philosophical state of mind, and went in.

Keep the speed between 35 and 50, rate of turn no
greater than two; don't try to hold the needles on specific
figures, as long as they are within a safe range. That
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seemed to be the secret. No further attempt was made
to centre in the lift — it was quite unnecessary. Rate of
climb had improved to 3-4 metres by 4,000 ft., and was
off the top of the scale at times afterwards. It was all
quite smooth, till near the top of the climb, when the
brakes were used when the speed exceeded 60. At
8,000 ft., | reckoned that | had enough height to glide out
my Silver distance, and attempted to set course to the
north-east.

Soon afterwards, | found myself in clear air, but with
dark, tumbled masses of cloud all around. A small hole
showed some hilltops far below. Were these the Ochils,
Sidlaws or Grampians? At least it wasn't the sea!
Loneliness is being above cloud with no idea of your
position. At this moment, | would have much preferred to
have been sipping coffee back at Portmoak. In cloud
once more, | found that | could not hold a steady
compass course, and was rapidly losing height, although
| was not entirely sorry to see it go. In fact, | used the
brakes to drop out of the bottom of the stuff. | found that
| was just to the south of Perth — the river Tay showed
up well through the murk. | must have been wandering
in circles during the descent. Perth was crossed at 4,000
ft., heading for the sunlight which | could see to the
north-east, beyond a dark curtain of cloud.

About this time, the first flashes of lightning added
some urgency to the proceedings. Slipping under the
edge of the cloud, | found that the sun had gone, leaving
an overcast and completely dead looking sky. | felt
tempted to land at Scone, as | no longer had the height
to reach the line, but could think of no excuse for landing
so soon after being so high, and so | pressed on. Shortly
afterwards, at about 3,000 ft., | found a patch of no sink
— a weak thermal from someone’s bonfire. | started to
circle, to be rewarded with the sight of a huge black wall
of cloud behind me. At that very moment, a brilliant flash



138

SGU

of lightning shot out of the cloud and struck the ground,
not two miles away. Clearly, this was not the time or
place to linger. | turned again to the east.

Down to 2,000ft. over Coupar Angus, | was beginning
to look for likely fields when | once more struck lift — a
good, steady, 1-3 metres up. This proved to be
something rather exotic. A thunderstorm often pushes
out a wedge of cold air at low level in front of it. This
prises up the environmental air like a miniature cold
front. | could actually see this happening when | turmed
crosswind to work the lift, as cloud was being formed
and pushed upwards on my left, almost like a wave
cloud. | gained 1,500 ft. in three minutes, the tendrils of
cloud started to grope for the Oly, and | set course once
more. From this height, the 50 km line was within reach,
though whether the 1% rule could be beaten remained
to be seen. The final glide was made through dark,
smooth, lifeless air. The cockpit now became littered
with maps and computers, as | tried to keep track of my
whereabouts. The Loch of Lintrathen, up in the foothills
of the Grampians, opposite the magic line gradually slid
past. | headed as near to the high land as possible, to
increase the distance from my release point.

An enormous field turmed up in just the right place —
two miles north-west of Kirriemuir, and the approach and
landing presented no problems. | picketed the Oly under
a darkening sky, listening to the approaching storm. The
distance from the release point was 60.5 km which, with
a loss of height of 1,850 ft., gave me 5 km in hand.

Thanks are due to everyone who was involved in
sending me off, against my better judgement, and to my
very efficient retrieve crew. Apologies to all those who
sat, biting their fingernails, while the storm raged over
Portmoak; anyway, it's nice to know you cared.
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By the end of 1966, after much discussion as to the pros and
cons, radios were installed in various ground vehicles, and
Portmoak Base went ‘On Air'. On the flying front, Roger
Neaves claimed a gain of height of 19,500 ft., Alistair Dick
completed an out and return (O/R) to Arbroath and Andrew
Thorburn did an O/R to Stonehaven. Silver distances were
completed by George Peddie, Alistair Dick, John Goodwin and
Jack Melrose.
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gathering dusk, they came upon the remains of the
wreckage of a Hawker Hart which had crashed on Bishop
before the war. One of the few recognisable pieces was the
crankshaft of the Rolls-Royce Kestrel engine and, as it
seemed a shame to leave it lying there, our two stalwart lads
picked it up and took it with them. | shall not enlarge on the
horrors of that journey, but the party finally staggered
triumphantly into the clubhouse, proclaiming that the winch
had finally fallen to bits. On telling their tale, one venerable
member (a wild lad in Balado days ‘tis said) remarked ‘You
must have been daft! There’s hope for this club yet!’
Chairman Tom made bids of up to six bob [30p] for the
crankshaft, but these were rejected after a quick costing of
the high-grade man-hours spent on the project. It was
instead decided to mount it outside the clubhouse, where it
now stands, looking much better than many pieces of
modern sculpture. Mrs Lawson intends to train honeysuckle
up it, and a short service in memory of the Unknown Winch
Driver is to be held every 31° April.

The early part of 1967 provided 12 Gold and 7 Diamond
height claims, many of which were recorded by visitors. One
local was Charlie Ross, who claimed his Diamond Height by a
gain of height of 21,000 ft. lan Dandie completed his PPL and
progressed on to become a tug pilot, and this spurred on Alan
R. Milne to do the same. Another local pilot, Douglas MacKay,
who had learned to fly — and gain his Silver C - at Portmoak
during his school years completed his commercial pilot's
training at Scone and went on to fly with B.U.A. out of Lydd. Bill
Lang attended one of the summer courses that year and he
recalled his first solo for Portmoak Press:

On the second course, Ansgar had me doing all the flying
from the first day. Generally, he only touched the controls for
demonstration purposes. Stalls and spins became a regular
feature. Then, when he kept ‘pulling the plug’ on me on the
launch, while | looked for ‘non-existent flying objects’ or
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old winch driver, Alan Milne, eased the speed. The cable
released and so we dropped nicely to normal flying attitude
as if No.2 — having done it all before — knew the importance
of this flight.

A gentle tumn into a left-hand circuit. Then quietly from
Andrew, ‘Turn 360° left. For once, the pitot head swept
round the horizon as if it was on rails, speed constant.

From Andrew, ‘Good, very good!” and no further
comment, into the down-wind leg, cross-wind and approach,
spoilers open, round out gently, hold off, and we were down.

Andrew undid his straps, looked at me ‘You’re doing the
next one yourself!’.

The ballast weight went in, and | was off. In spite of me,
No.2 behaved like a perfect lady. | suspect Alan was virtually
flying her from the winch.

On release, she seemed to want to fly a shade slower
than before and had to be held down to normal flying speed.
Then there we were, sailing through the quiet evening air
with no qualms whatsoever.

Final turn, spoilers open and we’re floating gently into the
airfield to a fair landing.

Two more circuits and Andrew and the boys were offering
congratulations. The first big hurdle was over. Now to the
Capstan and, with luck and practice, the Swallow and so
very much to learn.

1967 saw the Tiger Moth tug (G-ANPC) written off in a crash
on Bishop Hill while aero towing. Tom Docherty fortunately
escaped uninjured.

The club held an open day during May 1967 but, due to
heavy rain, no flying took place. Instead, the many visitors were
given guided tours of the hangars and workshops and seemed
content with being allowed to sit in gliders without the fear of
actually flying in them. Despite the lack of flying, the bring and
buy sale realised £35 for clubhouse funds. Not to be put off by
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this lack of flying, Charlie Ross managed ten wave flights on
ten consecutive weekends.

A large pile of pre-cast concrete slabs appeared outside the
hangar and members were reminded that these were for the
flooring of the hangar and to make sure that children were kept
away. Work started at the end of the year and was completed
the following year. A second bus winch was brought into
service and an SHK arrived on site, this being the property of
Messrs Ross, Rae & Reilly. Another aircraft seen at Portmoak
towards the end of the year was an Auster belonging to Donald
Campbell’'s brother John. This aircraft would be flown to
Aboyne one weekend every month, being ferried there and
back by an Aboyne member. The tug pilots were in awe of this
luxurious (draught-free) tow plane.

A Caravelle accident, in England, in November killed an old
SGU (dliding stalwart, Donald Campbell. Andrew Thorburn
wrote his obituary for Portmoak Press:

Donald Campbell took up gliding in 1936. He soon found
out that the only way to get into the air in those days was to
be prepared, and able, to build and repair his own machine.

Along with his two brothers, who were equally
enthusiastic, he helped to form the Dumbarton Gliding Club
which operated from a local field previously used by the
famous Percy Pilcher. In 1938, the Dumbarton Club became
part of the SGU at Bishop Hill, and Donald and his brothers
were soon familiar figures there with their privately owned
Prufling and Hols.

During these formative years, a visit to the Campbell
workshops near Dumbarton was quite an experience. This
was a large brick cow-shed, with practically every stall
occupied by a partly constructed glider, or Flying Flea.

Like most of the others associated with gliding in that area
at the time, Donald worked for the Blackburn aircraft firm.
During the war years, he built an H.57 glider in his home. An
active member of the SGU after the war, he decided to give
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up his job, and get into glider repair work on a professional
basis. Starting first with a year as a ground engineer at the
Midland Gliding Club, and later he got going as a self-
employed Glider Inspector — advertising under the title of
‘The Gliding Doctor. His mobility and qualifications were
much appreciated in the early post-war years, when growing
clubs could not afford a full time repair man of their own.

Always on the lookout for something new and exciting in
the light aircraft world, he became the UK agent for the
Benson Gyrocopter, and his workshops at Hungerford were,
for some time, entirely devoted to the construction of these
novel craft.

His enthusiasm for the kind of projects with which his
working day was made up, was completely matched by that
of Nan, his second wife. They were an ideal business
couple, and well-liked wherever they went. We could always
expect to have a visit from them every Christmas at
Portmoak.

Their loss, in the Caravelle accident, has deprived gliding
of two very happy and worthwhile personalities.

Towards the end of 1967, the country was hit by an outbreak
of Foot and Mouth disease. The SGU voluntarily agreed to
suspend cross country flying. Not to be outdone, Z Goudie
stayed within range of Portmoak and claimed his Diamond
height on Christmas Day.

The annual Trophies were awarded to Charlie Ross, Club
Champion for Best height and O/R flights, Tom Docherty got
Best Distance and the Silver Salver went to Valerie Peddy.

Z. Goudie’s flight on Christmas day spurred on the die-hards
and the 1% January 1968 saw a number of gliders take to the
air over Portmoak. All staying within range of the site, due to
the cross country ban, but looking for height claims. First up
was lan Ronald who launched at 10:07 and gained his Silver
Height. He was not followed, the pundits were waiting for
‘tomorrow’ (it's always better tomorrow). The 2" January was
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indeed ‘better’; four Gold C Height claims, and one flight to
15,000 ft., as well as a T49 flight to 13,000ft with G. Smith and
K. Buckton. January 3" produced only one claim for Gold
Height but M. Clement recorded 12,000 ft, Bruce Marshall got
to 10,000 ft., as did Joe Kennedy.

The Foot and Mouth restrictions were finally relaxed on 1°
February 1968 and the SGU got down to the serious business
of flying, and preparing for the summer season. By May,
Portmoak Farm, with its 130 acres, was in the possession of
the SGU. Plans to remove fencing and prepare the land were
put in place, with an estimated completion by November that
year — with the firm promise that the ‘bigger’ Portmoak would
be fully open for business in 1969. These plans were
ambitious, and included extra accommodation, a door at the
back of the hangar to allow aircraft to be taken out from either
end, workshops to be moved to the farm buildings, and a new
area for caravans and tents. The club proudly announced that
‘one part of the airfield reaches out halfway to Bishop Hill, so
that in marginal soaring conditions, away landings at the
bottom of the hill need no longer be a problem, as Portmoak
will be within 200 ft. of the hill slopes.’

On a more serious note, the Safety Officer deemed it
necessary to highlight three incidents that could have been
disastrous:

More History Lessons

Recently, a Ka6 was lined up for an aero-tow. At the ‘All
Out, the Ka6 over-ran the cable. The glider pilot promptly
pulled the release knob. However, the glider was not left
behind. The pilot released again, and again, but still he was
dragged along. The combination was accelerating all the
time. The tow-rope had wrapped itself around the wheel.
Now the pilot of the Ka6 had to act quickly, and he did. He
applied full rudder, dug one wingtip into the grass and
proceeded to travel sideways behind the tug. Then the tug
stopped!
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Thanks to the prompt and correct action of the pilots, no
serious damage occurred.

I am sure the seriousness of this incident is obvious to all
of us.

The conclusion is this: There should always be a ‘bat
man’ well forward of the tug on the same side as the wingtip
holder of the glider. If the glider pilot shouts stop, the man at
the wingtip will be able to relay this message via the ‘bat
man’ to the tug pilot.

Another Incident

In the evening of a day of east wind, the Swallow had its
last launch to fly back to the hangar. It had a good launch
and completed the circuit by over-flying the launch point at
about 400 ft. At the same time, a friend had taken the pilot’s
Jaguar from the launch point to drive it back to the
clubhouse. Both the glider and the car proceeded along the
runway. Neither could see the other. The jaguar was
accelerating and catching up with the Swallow. When the
height between them was hardly ten feet, the pilot noticed
some movement (shadow) on the runway. He had enough
speed and sense to act promptly. The driver was not aware
of anything unusual.

Again, your imagination will not be overstrained to
recognise the danger.

The conclusion: No cars on the airfield itself at any time.
Use the tractor for retrieving. Its top speed without load is 12
MPH, and you have all round vision.

And Yet Another One

Andrew Thorburn was about ready to be launched in his
Oly 463. The cable was already attached. He was checking
something in the cockpit, his head was bent right down
inside. A fly (or flea) caused an itch on his right cheek. The
man on the lamp saw one finger up as Andrew tried to rid
himself of that itch. Flashes for ‘Take Up Slack’ followed
immediately, and for some peculiar reason the winch driver
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reacted promptly. Andrew, with his head still down inside the
cockpit became aware of movement. As he looked up, his
face showed signs of amazement and bewilderment. He
then waved his hand and shouted No-no-no. The man at the
lamp reacted quickly with an ‘All Out’

Andrew was launched in spite of his protesting No-no-no.
It all happened to be no more than an amusing incident.

However, consider this: Had he not been an experienced
pilot and in his panic operated the brake instead of the
release, what could have happened then? Perhaps a wingtip
on the ground, the glider cart-wheeling and decapitating a
few bystanders? Or does this assumption overtax your
imagination?

The 1968 awards went to Charlie Ross (club champion and
best height), Jimmy Rae (best distance), Alistair Milne (out &
return) and Betty Barr received the Silver Salver. Mrs Mac
received a special award on her retirement from the office, after
20 years.

As part of the steady climb in the stature of the SGU, it was
agreed that the BGA would host an instructor's course at
Portmoak in early 1969. The National Coach, Bill Scull,
conducted the course and a number of ‘new’ SGU instructors
were produced at the end. This was just as well, as the Easter
courses were fully subscribed and the summer bookings were
almost at capacity too — instructors would be in demand during
1969. Reg Curwen became the CFl and Airfield Manager, with
Jim O’Donnell as his deputy CFl. Ansgar Sambale remained
the Resident Instructor and Assistant CFl.

In addition to SGU members, and the ever-increasing
numbers of visitors, three more ‘groups’ took up residency at
Portmoak. These were the Universities of Glasgow &
Strathclyde GC, Edinburgh University GC, and the Tipsy
Nipper syndicate.

Tom Docherty’s Super Cub arrived on site just after Easter
but Tom still made good use of his soaring skills. On 19" May
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he wrote himself into the record books by flying the SHK to
Rotherham and claiming the first Gold Distance from Portmoak.

August saw an intrepid bunch of ‘Portmoakians’ head off to
Booker for the Regionals, Portmoak Press reported their
progress:

The club Olympia 460 (128) headed south for the 1969
Regional Competitions held at Wycombe Air Park. The pilots
involved were Alan Milne and Z Goudie. The only other crew
member was Gerry Purcell’s ‘dead third man’ borrowed from
the 441 syndicate. Supernumerary for a few days, however,
were ‘Tiny’ Irving and Eric Andron. Their expedition nearly
got no further than Kelty when an over-enthusiastic Goudie
tried to do a flick-roll with the car trailer combination (those
radial tyres have gone to his head) but, nevertheless, twelve
hours saw them more or less safely to their journey’s end at
Wycombe.

Next day (Friday) saw them engaged in some preliminary
flying, ready for the contest proper — due to start on the
Saturday. In the event, however, the clag rendered it a no-
contest day and it was not until Sunday that serious flying
began (and nearly ended).

The task was a ‘Cat’s Cradle’ with turning points at
Booker, Moreton-in-the-Marsh, Grove (near Wantage) and
Stockbridge. Z was pilot for the day and landed at Didcot in
Berkshire. The field was good and empty, and was still
empty when Z returned some time later to check that the
glider was OK, but when they eventually arrived to de-rig,
some twenty or thirty cows had made their way through a
series of rather informal hedges to taste this delicate bird.
Resultant damage was nine ribs out of the trailing edge on
one wing, a foot through the aileron on the other and the
fibreglass fairing in the tail was cracked. On retun to
Booker, help came quickly to hand in the shape of Arthur
Doughty (who inspected) and Ralph Jones (of Southern
Sailplanes) who arranged for repairs to be carried out in his
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premises at Thruxton. Our heroes dashed off there next day
and by 2 a.m. the following moming, 128 was airworthy
again.

Their bad luck had cost them a contest day which also
brought the SGU some ill fortune — Tom Docherty was put
out of the game with a collapsed undercarriage on the
syndicate SHK (444). Hard lines indeed, as he had been
doing well until this happened.

The weather rendered both Tuesday and Wednesday no-
contest, and Alan had to wait until Thursday before he could
tackle a contest task. This time, an out-and-return to
Nympsfield (207k) was set with the option of an out-and-
return to Tewkesbury. He got away well, to beyond
Cirencester, but ‘damp’ set in from the west. A dash into this
‘dead’ area was called for to reach the turning point and
return but, in the event, Alan emerged from cloud at
Gloucester, having overshot Nympsfield — eventually landing
in the playing fields of the Hoffman Ball Bearing Company,
who gave him a very hospitable welcome.

The weather on Friday was again pretty dubious but a
free distance’ task was set. Z headed south-west and
landed in a field next to the house of none other than Philip
Wills! The gremlins were at it again, however, as his wingtip
hit a knobbly bit of flint on landing, and another 3 a.m. finish
was necessitated. Friday was eventually declared a non-
competition day as insufficient distances had been covered
to qualify it for one.

The task on Saturday with Alan back in the ‘hot’ seat was
a triangle of about 150k — Blenheim Palace, South Marsden,
Booker. Alan made it to the first turn-point and almost to the
second, landing just short of South Marsden. The principal
difficulty of this flight, as with others, was in map-reading.
Poor visibility left only a narrow cone of unfamiliar
countryside and Eric Andren made much of Alan’s radio
position reports of ‘two miles south of last position’. A
landing was eventually made in a field called ‘Big Maid’s
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Knee’ or something which sounded like that and Alan didn’t
leave until he had signed the farmer’s visitors book, sampled
his beer and met his daughter. Saturday ended with a
barbecue at Booker where they roasted a whole pig.

Sunday was again a no-go day but Z and Eric did a little
local soaring and camp was struck on Monday, the return
Jjourney taking a mere ten hours.

The outright winner of the Competition was Ralph Jones
(Cirrus), second was Alf Warminger (Phoebus). Competing
in addition to a host of Ka 6Es were 2 Diamants, another
Phoebus, 2 Fokas, Skylark 384s, an ex-world championship
Dart 15, Tom’s SHK and Ray Stafford-Allen’s T49. Five
Supercubs and a Tiger were used as Tugs — 30 aircraft to
2000ft. in 40 minutes was typical!

Back at Portmoak, the fences had been removed from
around the farm to open up the new field, Roger Constable had
replaced Reg Curwen as CFl and a new K13 syndicate had
arrived on site.









The Scottish Gliding Union — A History 165

will be all right, it is better. The instructor tells you how to
manoeuvre the glider and then you are hauled up. Once you
have released the cable it is quite a feeling to be dependent on
yourself. When the glider dives you get a funny feeling but it
was a very good day.’

As an English teacher | was interested to see if the pupils

would be able to put vividly on paper a new a memorable
experience. Most Scottish primary schools are absorbed in
teaching pupils the rules of writing and they damp down or
indeed quench a youngster’s delight in the bright ring of words.
| have often thought about the contrast between the wooden,
lifeless and timid way in which they handle written words and
the confidence and enjoyment with which they handle print. |
had put the contrast down to the fact that primary schools do
so little art that pupils come to the secondary school without
any prejudice against a paint brush. | had thought that if
teachers in the primary school wearied pupils with art as much
as they now do with English, then their painting would be as
dull as their writing. But a distinguished Scottish poet told me
that using words is quite different from using paint and, if |
understood him right, that you can’t hope to use words vividly
until you have served an apprenticeship in the feel and
relationship and value of words, in the craft of writing. This is a
question to which | hope we shall be one day able to give a
clearer answer. In the meantime here is part of an account
written by one of the boys:
‘After the signal was given to the winch, the glider started to
move. Then it left the ground and soared into the air. The glider
rose steadily, until it reached the length of the cable, the cable
was released and the glider rose gracefully like a huge bird
over Loch Leven. There was a wonderful view of a few islands
sticking out of the mist. You thought the plane was hardly
moving. It turned gently sideways towards the hill. It flew over
the airfield, turned, and landed smoothly. Each of us handled
the controls, and flew the glider. It was great.’
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As a contrast, here are extracts from what the girls wrote.
One of them, who, the instructor said, had what seemed like a
natural gift for flying and handled the controls with relaxed
understanding, wrote this:

‘What | found very extraordinary was how long the wire
stretched which pulls the glider into the air. | never
would have believed it but when | was in the air | didn’t
want to go back down again.’
Another girl wrote:
‘The views were lovely. We saw swans flying overhead
and also boys bringing in turnips in the fields below us.’
Back in school, the pupils learn something of the
theory of flight. It is no longer a remote, academic
question, how a body which is heavier than air can stay
in the air for so long. The study of weather becomes
relevant. If it's your day for gliding, the approach of
depressions, warm or cold fronts, the forecasting of the
weather, is something intimately intertwined with your
happiness. If you want to become a good glider pilot,
you have to try to learn about thermals, from a few short
lessons, as much as a seagull gets out of a life’s
experience. And experience of gliding gives the pupils
the ability to envisage the third dimension when he looks
at a map. When he looks down on Fife from a thousand
ft and sees Loch Leven and Kinross, roads and a
railway and cars and farms and woods and a river, and
the Lomond Hills strangely flat-looking from that height,
he may begin to take a new, lively interest in maps,
seeing them not as diagrams but as a kind of bird’s-eye
view (or glider’s-eye view) of the earth beneath. And it is
a wonderful experience for a fourteen-year old pupil to
see a large part of his home county not as a series of
snapshots taken from a bus run or a cycle run,
diminishing in clarity the farther it gets from the main
road, but as a whole, and to realise that this is the part
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of the earth’s wrinkled surface on which he has his
being.

Coleridge said that it was one of the functions of
poetry to let people see things freshly and with a sense
of wonder. He could have said the same of education.
We have to use everything that lies to our hand to tell
our pupils of the earth’s wonders. Our pupils, playing
with the computer, had discovered what was for them a
new truth, that multiplication is merely repeated addition.
Gliding has a similar effect, and after even one trip, they
return to school seeing life with a new freshness. And |
think that getting their heads into the clouds once in a
while has helped them to put their ft more firmly on the
ground.

The year was tinged with sadness as news of Dorothy
Lawson’s death was received (see chapter 3 for a photo of
Dorothy preparing for her first flight). Also that year, another
SGU Stalwart passed away — this time, it was Tom Davidson,
at the age of 79.

1971 started with some excellent wave conditions and Tom
Bradbury put pen to paper for the benefit of S&G readers:

Those Portmoak Waves Again

This is a brief account of two consecutive wave days
at Portmoak, March 9" and 10", 1971. On both days,
the waves were soarable above the 5km level and
several people went high, the best height being about
27,5001t on the 9™; this was achieved by Arthur Doughty
in a Skylark 4.

The surface charts for midday on 9" and 10" both
showed high pressure west of Ireland with a north or
north-westerly airflow across Scotland. On the 9" a cold
front moved south across Portmoak soon after midday.
The front trailed back towards south west Iceland, and
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next day a small warm front wave developed and ran
down over the western end of Scotland during the
afternoon. Satellite photos showed a considerable width
of cloud associated with these fronts each day, but the
Scottish highlands bore the brunt of the weather and to
the lee of the Grampians there was always some sort of
slot for people to descend through. At first glance, the
charts hardly suggested two such good wave days, but
the front did not in fact change the essential character of
the air, except in the lowest 5,000ft. On both days the
winds and temperatures aloft were fairly similar. The
upper winds were from the sector 330 to 300 degrees,
with speeds increasing upwards from about 35 kt at
10,000ft to 50 kt at 30,000ft.

These speeds are for the undisturbed flow upwind of
the mountains. Once the wave flow developed, the wind
speed altered considerably in different parts of the wave,
and the effect was surprising. More of this later.

On Tuesday the 9", the best waves were found in the
morning before the cold front came through. Most of the
climbs were started from above the old airfield at
Balado. Earlier that morning an unknown pilot
announced on the radio that he was in snow, and that it
was blowing at 70 kt. Since it was evidently fine for miles
around Portmoak, we supposed the call came from the
wilder parts of the Highlands, and were not perturbed.
However, it was disconcerting to hear Portmoak radio at
13:30 saying that cloud was on the Ochils and snow
showers were reducing visibility. LucKily this did not last,
but at least one pilot had an interesting ride home. The
listeners heard how his descent below cloud had
brought him out over some unidentified town. This was
followed by a rather prolonged and ultimately triumphant
scrape home along a lesser range of hills. It was at
times hard to be sure of one’s exact position when the
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only identifiable landmark was the Firth of Clyde 30
miles away.

On Wednesday 10", there was much more space
between the clouds until late in the afternoon. The cloud
pattern was unhelpful and the waves were weak in the
morning. The surface wind was back to WSW, nearly at
right angles to the upper winds. Later on, both waves
and clouds developed spectacularly. The interesting
feature which persisted all day was that the waves had a
quite definite tilt forward with height. From the scruffy
little bar of cloud marking the wave to the lee of the
Ochils near Milnathort, to the top of a very slow climb,
we had to move three miles upwind for a gain of only
6,000ft. It was only after checking the photographs that |
realised just how far forward the wave sloped.

This tilt to the wave front was so marked that above
20,000ft the lift just ahead of one big lenticular actually
overlapped the low cloud marking the next upwind wave
abeam Crieff. From bottom to top, the area of lift sloped
forward a good seven miles. No wonder we find these
high lenticulars misleading when trying to work the wave
low down.

These tilted waves seem to be markedly symmetric.
The lift on the upwind side may be greater than the sink
on the lee side, but if so the effect is balanced by the
much greater width of sink.

Going into wind between West Lomond and Bridge of
Earn, the distance between waves was about seven
miles. For six minutes, the rate of sink was fairly
constant and averaged 8.3 kt. Assuming that a Skylark 4
sinks at about 5 kt at a true airspeed of 80 kt, the air was
descending at 3.3 kt. Arriving over the bar of cloud, it
was disheartening to find no lift. As before, the lift was
well forward of the low cloud, the best of it being nearly
a mile upwind of the cloud top. Here there was a
relatively narrow band of air rising at 6 kt. After checking



160

SGU

the in-flight notes with the barograph trace | have the
impression that the slope of the wave was steeper on
the windward side than on the lee side.

I can imagine that going downwind at a ground speed
of something like 120 kt, one might well miss the narrow
band of lift, especially if it occurred unexpectedly far
from the bar of cloud.

Most people are familiar with the way the wind varies
as it flows through the wave pattern, with the strongest
winds usually over the wave crest and sometimes down
over the lee slopes of the hills as well. If one draws the
wave tilted, as it seemed to be that day, then it may be
that the band of strong winds will extend much further
downwind from the crest of the wave than if the flow was
perfectly symmetrical. | think | ran into this near Loch
Lomond when trying to push forward into wind at a
height of 19,000ft. It took a little while to appreciate that |
wasn't getting anywhere at an IAS of 80 kt, and
increasing the speed to 110, which should have meant
about 140 true, did not improve matters. One doesn’t
expect to see much progress over the ground, but when
one isn't gaining on the clouds either it becomes
disheartening. Both clear-vision panels were open
because the canopy was frosted over, and the only
result of 7,000ft of noisy descent was to disperse about
two square ft of frost. Forward progress seemed
negligible, the cloud top was about 12,000ft and the
control zone not far downwind, so it seemed wise to
crab across wind to the wave | had left so light-heartedly
a few minutes earlier.

Even this wave wasn'’t up to much at first, but became
magnificent further east. More than one pilot made good
speed along it, with 4 kt up at an IAS of 80 kt in places.
Even including the fumble at Loch Lomond it still only
took 45 minutes to cover the 105 Km to Leuchars where
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the wave seemed to be blocked off by a different line of
cloud.

Pilots’ Reports — March 9%

John Ellis. ASW15, time not recorded. Initial climb in
secondary wave from hill-soaring Bishop Hill; transferred
to primary at about 10,000ft. Reached 23,650ft. Climb
timed at 1,000 fom between 16,000ft and 19,000ft.

PD Boyer. K8B, 10:45 to 14:45. Picked up from two
puffs of cloud in likely wave location. Tracking ahead of
this, reached sink and turned to find large black cloud
formed behind. Thermalled up under the centre of this
over Balado airfield, with all the usual indications of a
strong thermal. Reached cloudbase and tracked to
leading edge. Climbed in secondary wave towards
Falkirk from Ochils to 5,000ft at 4 kt, then at 6 kt to
7,000ft, in weak lift to 9,000ft, and finally at 12 kt to
14,000ft, after which it fell away to half a knot. Rain
squalls closed the airfield below, and the gap closed in.
After making for a landing at Falkirk, picked up wave
again, and soared from Cleish to Portmoak using wave,
thermal and hill lift.

RJ Buckels. Olympia 460, 15:45 to 17:45. Released in
weak wave at 4,000ft over Milnathort and climbed slowly
to 6,000ft around the cloud. Lift increased to 5 kt above
cloud and went to 10,300f. This appeared to be the limit,
so initiated a move forward to the next bar, which was
reached at 5,300ft at Dunning about five miles SW of
Perth. This bar appeared to be just upwind of the edge
of the Ochils, and was assumed to be the primary wave,
the previous one having been the secondary. Stronger
lift (5-6 kt) was worked to 12,000ft. As this appeared to
be the top, a move WSW along the wave was initiated,
speed being adjusted to give zero sink as lift was
encountered. At a position about two miles WSW of
Auchterarder, the bar tended to turn NW, almost at right
angles, for about four miles before lying once more NE-
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SW about five miles WSW of Crieff. Moved along this
bar in a SW direction until over the largest strato-cu
beneath, slowed from 85 kt and climbed at 7-8 kt from
11,000ft to 14,800ft before leaving wave (no oxygen),
which had deteriorated to 5 kt.

Bernard Kirby. Olympia 460. 09:45 to 12:20. Left Bishop
Hill at 2,000ft and flew towards bonfire four-five miles
upwind of Loch Leven. Zero sink at 1,800ft. Contacted
rotor just north of this; lift gradually increased to 10 kt at
10,000ft, then died. Moved towards Dollar, contacted 8
kt and climbed to 13,2501t before breaking away from 5
kt lift (no oxygen).

lan _Hobday. Std Cirrus, 18:00 to 19:15. Three
wavelengths investigated, best lift 2-4 kt, wind northerly,
absolute altitude 8,800ft.

David W Evans. Olympia 463, 09:45 to 15:00. Contacted
from creep-out from Bishop Hill, one or two miles SW of
Balado airfield, after hearing report from Steve White.
Six to eight kt lift at its best. Maximum altitude, 22,170ft.
Arthur Doughty. Skylark 4, 10:30 to 13:45. Entered wave
about 12:20, discovered on exploratory probe from the
west end of Benarty Hill. Average strength 4-6 kt with
short spell at 6-8 kt. One wave system only used;
explored to SW of Kincardine Bridge. Climb abandoned
at about 27,500ft, when slot started to close in, although
still climbing at 3 kt.

Steve White. Std Cirrus, 10:00 to 13:30. The wave was
contacted upwind of Bishop Hill near Balado at 3,000ft
asl, with lift very weak and broken until 6,000ft. There
was a steady 4 kt going up to 8 kt between 10-20,000ft.
After discontinuing the climb, three other upwind wave
systems were used. Wavelength about six miles. Wind
relatively light even at height.

Pilots’ Reports — March 10"

David W Evans. Olympia 463, time not recorded. Wave
contacted over Glenfarg from end of cloud street,
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breaking off at 12,350ft because | had no oxygen. There
was even stronger wave lift between Dollar and Kinross,
but had to leave it at 13,000ft.

John Ellis. ASW-15, time not recorded. Weak wave
contacted north of Bishop Hill almost direct from hill lift.
Taken to 5,000ft in the Balado area, then transferred
north across the hills to another system running from
seven miles south of Crieff to Perth. Not particularly
strong lift — max 2 kt. Best height was 8,500ft.

lan Hobday. Std Cirrus, 10:00 to 15:00. Wave marked
by smoke from field fire forming a wedge in the valley
over Kinross. Wave system used from Dollar to Perth,
and climbed to 13,800ft.

Arthur Doughty. Skylark 4, 14:30 to 18:10. Discovered
from exploratory probes from Benarty Hill. Lift variable,
mainly about 4-6 kt, but a short spell with needles on the
stops. Best height, 16,5001t

Steve White. Std Cirrus. 14:30 to 16:30. Together with
an Olympia 460, the north face of Bishop was left at
2,000ft in zero sink, eventually arriving over the river
Tay. Wave cloud was forming all around over the Ochils
and a climb to 10,000ft was made where sight of the Oly
was lost. Continuing to 15,000ft, one could see wave
extending from south of Dundee in the east to Loch
Lomond and beyond in the west. Trading climb for
speed flying along the edge of the wave, at times at max
permitted, without losing height, Loch Lomond was
reached after 40 minutes, an average of 150 Km/h. The
wave extended further now in a SW direction to
Machrihanish and on to Ireland. However, turning south
the return leg was flown along the wave to Portmoak
which was reached at 9,000fft.

On approaching Loch Leven, the wave suddenly
collapsed within minutes and a hurried descent with full
airbrakes had to be made before the gap closed in.
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The wave systems continued beyond the so-called ‘season’
at Portmoak with wave flights taking place right into the height
of summer. On 15" July, A.R. Milne and G. Polkinghorne set
off in the Capstan (286) equipped with oxygen, barograph etc.
to have a crack at the British two-seater altitude, which in 1971
stood at 19,000ft. At 12,500ft., 286 refused to climb any further,
and the record was left ‘unharmed’. A couple of days later,
Frank Reilly entered the record books with Portmoak’s first
500Km., flying to Haddenham in Buckinghamshire. Frank
recalled his flight for Portmoak Press:

The Friday evening weather forecast for Saturday,
17" July, looked good so | decided to have a go for
500Km. Leuchars Met. Office confirmed in detail the
previous night's TV intimation. Wind was to be 25 kt or
so in the north, tapering off further south. Thermal
strengths would also die off on the way south.

By about 10 a.m. on Saturday, the weather was
looking good, and | intended to set off at about 10:30
and cross the Forth. | declared Compton Abbas as goal,
safely over the record. Tom Docherty and Kenny
Jamieson agreed to retrieve.

The first launch, just before 11:00 a.m. confirmed

thermal strengths to be 4 to 6 ki, right up to 5,000ft. over
the site. Conditions looked good over the Forth — then |
had to land to give Tom the car keys!
Next launch was at 11:40, behind Tom in the Super
Cub. | pulled off at 1,800ft. and proceeded to 5,000ft. in
6 to 8 up. 11:50 and | was on my way — via Kincardine
this time, as the other side of the Forth now looked as if
the sea breeze had started already.

The river being crossed at 4,000ft. which, with the
cloudbase at 5,000ft. was legal. Minimum thermal
strengths of 4 kt seemed to be the order of the day.
Wind was NW but no more than 15 kt.
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From Kincardine | flew south, passing near Whitburn,
with the speed to fly ring set for a two knot average —
which was conservative, as | did not stay in any
thermals which did not average 4 kt in the first turn.
Course was now changed to SE now that | was well
clear of the Edinburgh Control Zone. Speed was about
60-70 kt between thermals.

Thermals were still good, the wind having died off
noticeably, and near Peebles | found the best one of the
day — 8 to 10 kt. Once clear of the controlled air space, if
less than 500ft. from cloud | did not circle but pulled the
speed off in the lift and sometimes disappeared a couple
of hundred ft into cloud but still on course. Below 500ft.
from cloud, | used thermals which were over 4 kt. Apart
from a patch between Selkirk and Jedburgh, thermals
were plentiful and Carter Bar on the A68 was quickly
passed. The visibility at this point was such that the Firth
of Forth was easily observed, as was the south east Fife
coast.

Cruising height was mainly 4-5,000ft. occasionally to
5,500ft. and down to 3,000ft near Consett. Sea breeze
was in evidence now and had closed in as a wedge
towards Darlington. | kept about ten miles to the west of
this and headed for my next landfall at Scotch Corner on
the A1, the Leeming then Dishforth airfields. Only 4 knot
thermals were accepted, but they were becoming few
and far between. At about 4:00 p.m., the 300K mark was
passed just east of Leeds.

Industrial and atmospheric haze was now becoming
more prominent but navigation from 5,000ft. was no
problem — M1 from Leeds and Sheffield over to the
west. My southerly course would now have the M1 in
sight until the M45 junction south of Rugby. My exact
course was now being determined by the best bits of sky
but speed flying was maintained until about Rugby,
where | was down to about 1,500ft. when the gaps
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between the good thermals were becoming quite big. |
changed my speed settings and accepted anything that
was going up! This worked and, by the time | was over
the radio masts south of Coventry, | was back at 5,000ft.
Time was now about 6:40 p.m.

A dead sky to the west now forced abandonment of
my goal and the only bits of cloud were towards the
south east. The wind was now north east and was no
longer of any assistance. | got my last thermal back to
4,000ft. near Brackley and commenced a glide out for
Booker, now knowing that | would be comfortably over
500km. No more thermals, and the cross wind, meant
that | was down to 800ft. at Haddenham with a good
newly-cut field available, so | flew a good circuit and
landed. The time was 7:50 p.m. and the distance
covered was 527km.

Meanwhile, back on the M1, at unmentionable
speeds, one long Sunblest bread van proceeded south
on borrowed cash to arrive within radio range about
midnight, a valiant effort. The local police kindly directed
the combination to the exact spot.

We were on our way by about 1:00 a.m., stopped for
a bite on the M1 north of Birmingham, and at a shop to
redeem Tom’s watch from Pawn — Tom and Kenny
having left without money, believe it or not. We arrived
back at Portmoak at 10:00 a.m. tired but satisfied — with
the first Diamond distance from Portmoak. Thanks to
Kenny and Tom for an excellent retrieve.

As 1971 continued, the new North/South runway was
brought into use, making Portmoak useable from almost any
point of the compass. Newcomers to the fleet included a
syndicate Falke and a second Olympia 463, replacing the
club’s Olympia 2b.

January 16", 1972, was a sad day indeed. Colin MacDougal
crashed the Swallow on Bishop Hill, and was killed.
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The club agreed to purchase Tom Docherty’s Super Cub in
order to set up a regular aero-towing operation. At the A.G.M.,,
Tom stood down from his Chairman’s role and Jimmy
Hempseed gave up his Secretary post.

October 20™ saw Tony Shelton set off on the first declared
300 km triangle by an SGU member. His two turn-points were
Balmaha and Edzell but due to a distance miscalculation, he
could not claim his Gold badge.

In 1972, Ray Hill found himself working in Zambia. Some
years later, he recalled his experiences at the Copperbelt
Gliding Club for Portmoak Press:

It was suggested that it might be interesting,
particularly for those SGU members who have only
flown at Portmoak, to write a bit about my first gliding
club, in the Copperbelt Province of Zambia. This was a
small weekend-only set up with none of the professional
support we take so much for granted here at Portmoak.

In the earlier days of the Central African Federation,
with a big South African influence, gliding had been very
strong in Zambia,; there being plenty well-off members
who apparently imported the latest hot-ships with
monotonous regularity, and the whole movement well
administered by the Central African Soaring Association
(CASA) in Salisbury. After independence, the affluent
background slowly disintegrated and things became
more spartan.

In the early 70’s, there were two clubs running on a
shoe-string basis; Lusaka with three aircraft, and
Copperbelt with four gliders and a tug. The dominant
figure was Vic Brierly, who was twice Rhodesian
Champion, 18 years as CFl and the Senior Inspector. In
1961 he climbed to 35,700 ft in a Grunau Baby in a Cu-
Nim.

When | went out in 1972, the tug, a Piper cub and a
Grunau Baby had just been written off in a combined
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crash and we had to revert to winching. It took two
weeks to find the winch and quite a time to get the hang
of operating it. During my time there | never had a
simulated cable break — quite unnecessary. To my
surprise, | soon found myself secretary of the National
Aero Club of Zambia which had replaced the CASA as
the BGA equivalent. This meant that | had to look after
glider registrations, C of A, and FAI certificates. Some of
the negotiations with the Zambia Department of Civil
Aviation were hilarious.

The hilarity ceased after a few months when, just
before | was about to go solo, all private flying was
banned as a security risk — the ban lasting for almost 12
months. At last we had a chance to catch up on
maintenance which, of course, under Vic’s direction we
had to do ourselves. Importing spares was always a
problem. During this time, we got hold of a Piper
Tripacer and somehow got it airworthy and approved for
towing.

We flew at Mufulira airfield, government owned,
maintained by a copper mine, with a lateral strip 5,000 ft.
long. The surrounding country was hostile to outlandings
— bush and twenty ft high ant hills. Silver Cs were only
attempted when the thermals were good enough to
make getting to the nearest airfield reasonably sure, and
only after the pilot had his 5 hours duration leg
completed. The clubhouse belonged to the Mufulira
Flying Club, who were degenerating into a drinking club
— they had to sell their only Cessna 150 to pay for
repairs to the engine! We, and a skydiving club,
managed to keep things going. While the clubhouse was
a bit tatty, the bar was super and evening meals were
magnificent — a feast consisting of steak, lamb chop and
bierwurst done on a charcoal grill. The beer was the
best in the world and we had a swimming pool, paddling
pool, and a children’s play-ground.
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The weather was wonderful — dry season May until
October, wet season November to April, but still plenty
of sun all year round. Huge thermals were common with
cloudbase sometimes as high as 13,000 ft. It was
always dark by 7 p.m. so the bar profits benefited
accordingly.

Lusaka folded up through lack of support in 1973 and
we acquired two of their aircraft — bringing our fleet up to
a T49, a K4, a Bergfalke Il, an Olympia 2b, a Sagitta
(Dutch aerobatic single-seater) and a syndicate
Standard Austria.

When things went well, it was superb. Spending
Saturday night sleeping on the clubhouse steps waking
at 06:30 in blazing sunshine, and frying up the bacon
and sausages on the lawn — what a great way to start
the day. When we got too hot, a swim was the order of
the day.

During the following years the T49, Bergefalke and
the K4 were badly damaged, the security ban came on
again as the Rhodesian troubles developed and people
started to drift away from the club. One night a Zambian
with sten gun removed the till contents and half the
stock. Eventually the club folded with the remaining
aircraft either being wrecked or sent down to South
Africa. The clubhouse is derelict. I'd hate to go back.

1973 was a quiet year, albeit involuntarily. Due to the
international oil crisis, a ban on all Sunday flying activities was
enforced. Despite the Sunday ban, some good flights were
completed during the week-days. On one really good day in
October, 22 pilots climbed to between 7,000ft and 16,000ft.
The main concern for the CFl was to ensure currency of those
pilots who only flew on Sundays, and a tight training plan was
drawn up.

Tony Shelton planned another 300Km triangle, and this time
convinced the St Serf's Island pilot, Kenny Jamieson, to join
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him in the K13. This time they were successful and Tony
recalled the flight for Portmoak Press:

On Monday, November 5", 1973, according to the
BBC weatherman and Ansgar Sambale (resident
instructor at the SGU), the next day was going to be
superb. Our own aircraft not being available, we
obtained authorisation to fly the Glasgow & West of
Scotland’s K-13.

From previous experience, Kenny knew that the main
ingredient for a successful two-seater trip is to establish,
before take-off, who will be making the necessary
decisions regarding utilising the aircraft and conditions
to the best advantage, and the obvious choice was
Tony.

We took off at 10:46 and released above the
clubhouse at 3,000ft, having declared a 300km triangle
with Killearn and Fordoun as turning points.

We flew straight towards the Ochils, arriving at
2,500ft. The nearest wave cloud was not stationary and
slowly advanced towards Perth. We flew diagonally
along the wave in weak lift, eventually reaching 5,000ft
near Alva where we were faced with cloud. Here we
turned clear of the high ground and the low cloud. At
3,000ft we got established in weak wave, which rapidly
developed into strong lift taking us to 10,000ft. We then
cruised at 80kt along the wave bar towards Killearn.

it was at this point in the flight that we began to feel
the adverse effects due to the missing seal on the
aerotow nose hook, from which we were subjected to a
strong blast of exceedingly cold air.

We flew slightly south of Killearn along a strong wave.
Killearn was situated between our wave bar and the one
to the north. We climbed to 11,000ft and flew directly
overhead Killearn from one wave band to another,
taking two photographs of Killearn Church, quickly
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becoming established in a strong wave. We increased
the speed of the K-13 to 100kts and were still achieving
lift of one knot. We raced to the west along the wave at
speeds from 100kts to 120kts.

By this time we were both experiencing considerable

discomfort due to the intense cold, but by mutual
agreement, decided to press on.
On this leg of the flight we had been cruising between
8,000ft and 11,000ft and had a speed usually in excess
of 100kts, this being made possible by a strong and
clearly defined wave cloud. However, as we approached
the north of Perth the wave system was less clear, so
we climbed to 14,000ft and dived on a course towards
Fordoun. The strong lift had tapered off and we reached
Drumtochty Castle in the foothills west of Stonehaven,
beyond our turning point. Fordoun was completely
clamped with cloud and there was no indication of lift
anywhere.

We turned and decided to try to land near Edzell. The

visibility was extremely poor and we did not get clear air
until parallel with the Montrose Basin. We slowly worked
our way towards Arbroath and then decided to land at
Riverside, Dundee. Our height was now down to 3,000ft.
As we approached the Tay Bridges there was a small
ragged wave cloud, which developed in a remarkably
short time into a strong lift of 1000ft/min. We reached
11,500ft, pointed the K-13 at Loch Leven and gained
Portmoak Airfield as quickly as possible. Time from
take-off to landing — 4hrs 13mins.
As the people in the clubhouse can verify, two extremely
frozen figures hobbled in, both without feeling in the ft
and elsewhere. As well as the great enjoyment that we
both had, it really proves that high performance is not
the sole key to long flights in wave.
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The first week of February 1974 was officially declared an
excellent day. As well as several Gold height climbs, SGU
members claimed two Silver heights and one Silver distance.
Alan Milne, chairman, and erstwhile tug hangar door builder left
Scotland for a new job south of the border, so the club was on
the look out for a new Chairman.

Frank Reilly eagerly stepped into the breach, but not before
he climbed in wave to 20,000ft in SHK to complete his three
Diamonds. One of his first jobs as Chairman was to help
organise “Operation Farglide”, established for attempts at
distance records from Portmoak to the continent.

The club fleet was increased by a second Pirat and a
Bocian, although it was reduced when the club Falke was
written off in a crash on Benarty.

Improvement work continued at Portmoak throughout the
summer of 1974. Jimmy Rae organised the widening and
paving of the bridge and club entrance. The earth bank was
removed from the east end of the grass strip and a second
wind-sock was erected.

Another day to be declared as ‘excellent’ was Saturday 5"
October. Forty five pilots climbed to over 10,000ft, Frank Reilly
getting to 26,000ft. In addition, 14 Gold and 8 Diamond claims
were made, as well as triangles of 247 km, 310 km and 390
km.

Tony Shelton, spurred on by his two earlier cross country
flights, set another 300 km triangle around Balloch Pier and
Edzell. This time, on December 11", he completed the task
and went into the history books as being the first pilot to
complete his Gold badge legs solely in Scotland.
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Chapter 11
1975 - 1979
Lochs & Castles

The start of 1975 found the SGU looking for a new resident
instructor when Ansgar Sambale retired, and for a new ground
engineer following the retirement of Frank Ireland.

Another Frank, Frank Smith, a well respected instructor at
Portmoak during the 1990s and 2000s, recalled one of his
flights in 1975 for Portmoak Press:

This is a true story of my quest for Silver “C” distance
during the year 1975. In those far off days | lived about
15 minutes drive from Lasham Airfield. A great
convenience if, like me you were a confirmed gliding
pilot. Even more convenient was the fact that our
syndicated Oly 463 was kept rigged in the hangar just
waiting to be rolled out and flown.

Lasham is based on an old wartime airfield and is
probably the largest gliding centre, in the world. It's
where | started gliding and in those days Derek Piggott
was the CFI. It was he who sent me solo in the
December of 1971.

The Oly 463 is a lovely wooden aircraft built by Elliot's
of Newbury, who also used to make furniture. It has a
roomy cockpit with a one-piece canopy affording
exceptional lookout. The raked back seating makes for a
very comfortable ride. One of its greatest attributes is
that it can milk even the weakest of thermals - staying
airborne when all others have failed to remain aloft. Our
particular Oly carried the number 364, which | always
thought was rather special. Though not a speedy
machine - it has a best L/D of 32 - the 463 is a delight to

fly.
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For all of you who have never flown a wooden ship,
try and do so at some time in your gliding career, they
are a lot of fun.

Anyway | digress, on to the main story. By the early
part of 1975 | was in possession of the Bronze C badge
with all the necessary navigation bits and pieces
completed and couldn't wait to have- a go at my first
cross-country. All | needed was the weather.

Something else | should mention here. My boss at
work was a very understanding sort of bloke, he would
even ask why | wasn't away gliding on sunny days.
Other colleagues at work would go around with their
arms outstretched as soon as they saw me. Digression
again.

So with the scene set all one had to do was wait for
“The Day”. Now, all pilots will know that the surest way
of ensuring a terrific day ahead is to arrange to visit
relatives, go shopping with the missus, baby-sit or
whatever on that particular day. The weather during the
early part of May had been pretty mediocre and carried
on that way into the latter half of the month. So when a
friend of mine living nearby suggested making up the
numbers on a sea fishing trip the next weekend |
agreed.

Saturday the 31st of May 1975 has probably gone
down in the annuls of gliding history as “The Classic
Soaring Day” of the twentieth century - at least in the
south of England. As soon as | had drawn back the
curtains on that historic day | knew | had blundered. Our
fishing trip was booked on a Littlehampton boat which
meant leaving early for the south coast. On the drive,
down | consoled myself with the belief that it would all
overdevelop and rain by mid-day.

So there | sat, fishing-rod in hand, somewhere in the
English Channel staring at the shoreline and watching
the most magnificent sky | have ever seen develop and
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embrace the whole of southern England. | remember
telling somebody on board of my predicament, he said
“Never mind perhaps you'll catch some flying fish.” The
sky didn't overdevelop, if anything it got better, cloud
base rose in the afternoon to some ridiculous figure and
the agony continued. | was finally let off the hook - | can
joke about it now - when the boat weighed anchor about
five o'clock and we chugged back in.

| really shouldn't have gone to the club the next day. It
was a Sunday and folk clutching barographs were still
frantically looking for official observers to ratify their
claims and the talk was all about yesterday. They'd just
about run the pot dry for superlatives to describe the
conditions. Then some bright spark spotted me and
asked where | had been. | just couldn't bear to say I'd
been fishing. To make matters worse, all through that
perfect day our Oly had been the only glider to remain in
the hangar. | felt sick - how could | have missed out -
somebody said there's always tomorrow, | went home.

The Sailplane and Gliding magazine for July/August
1975 carried a report of the Nationals, which were being
held at Husbands Bosworth. In it is recorded that 21 out
of 23 competing in the Open Class beat the UK speed
record round a 500 km triangle on Saturday the 31%' of
May. Enough said.

It was a bank holiday on the Monday. Back to the
airfield, the weather didn't look too bad, maybe, just
maybe, it might be on. After three attempts at even
staying up | went back home again. | gave Tuesday a
miss, Wednesday was promising though the weather to
the Northwest looked rather strange. However, | wanted
to go south-easterly, so there should be no problem.
The Silver C milk run from Lasham in those days was
down to Shoreham Airfield. All they needed was a prior
phone call to say you might he dropping in.
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| remember taking off and quickly climbing to 4000ft

and tentatively flying off downwind. South of Alton |
stopped - | could still get back - the umbilical cord was
still in place. However, the weather came to my aid in
the form of a large thunderous looking cloud, which
proceeded to dump tonnes of water on the ground
between the airfield and me.
So, no choice but to go for it, down past Petersfield and
Midhurst. Low and unsure of position | landed out near a
small village called Bepton. Roy, my syndicate partner,
and his girlfriend came for me. They brought a picnic
hamper and there we sat quaffing tea and cakes in
some far-flung field.

| remember being pleased at accomplishing my first
out landing without incident but disappointed I'd failed to
make the distance.

After this the weather deteriorated, with July not really
producing anything suitable. From being primed and
waiting for the right conditions for days | started to take
the foot off the pedal. That is ‘ill the 25th of August. The
pundits at Lasham were starting to talk about the
Wednesday coming with some degree of optimism. That
was good enough for me. With a day’s holiday booked
at work, | waited expectantly. Sure, enough the weather
forecast on the Tuesday bode well.

| woke very early on the Wednesday to the sound of
the dawn chorus in full swing. It looked promising and by
full light and with the sun climbing into the heavens it
looked even better. Suddenly | had this terrible thought,
what if one of the other three syndicate members turned
up before me. This thought grew and festered. Only one
thing to do motor up to Lasham and put a large notice
on the seat of 364 saying that | was trying for Silver
distance, and that's what | did at some ridiculous hour. |
know that's selfish but | was getting desperate.
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The story moves on. Late morning - two failed
attempts to stay up - the sky is booming and everyone is
soaring - except me. Remember, Lasham is a flat site
and if you don’t catch a thermal early on the likelihood is
that you will need another cable. So third attempt and
we’re off, a good climb to 4000 ft and a run down to Old
Sarum, out to the Southwest of Lasham and North of
Salisbury. The flight was uneventful really, Sarum was
reached with plenty of height and | remember watching
an old T21 being winch launched as | pulled out the
brakes of the Oly and slowly spiralled down. The young
air scouts on the ground helped to push the glider off the
grass strip and then wanted to know where I'd come
from. It was with great satisfaction that | was able to say
Lasham Airfield, and that at long last Silver C was in the
bag.

Back at Portmoak, Phil Lever completed his 300 km triangle
in his Kestrel and Tom Docherty (Kestrel 19) flew in company
with George Green (Std Libelle) to cover 393km before the pair
landed at East Leake near Nottingham.

The usual band of stalwarts continued to work away as 1976
progressed. The caravan site was nearing completion, two
diesel busses were under conversion to become reborn as
Portmoak winches and an Open Day was planned for May 23"
Although planning permission had been received for an
extension to the clubhouse, it was not proceeded with. As if all
of this activity was not enough, the club was host to a Regional
competition from 3™ to 11" July. Four days were deemed as
contest days and the eventual winners were J Howlett and J
Meyer in their shared Ka6CR.

By the end of summer, no less than 22 Gold heights and 2
Diamond heights had been claimed from Portmoak — further
fuelling the annual visitor “Gold Rush”. One band of visitors,
however, turned up with no interest whatsoever in flying. A
small band of men turned up to start work on the north field
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aero-tow strip under the Manpower Services Job Creation
Scheme.

One SGU member went off to fly in the World Gliding
Championships in Finland. George Lee, who also flew as an
RAF pilot out of Leuchars competed brilliantly and won the
Open Class World Title.

Back at Portmoak, Tom Docherty also completed an historic
flight, by claiming UK distance record for his 633 km flight to
Sussex. Portmoak Press reported this epic flight.

Although | had been attempting a flight to the south
for a number of days prior to 31% July, a layer of stratus
cloud confined to our immediate area prevented a start.
However, the forecast for 315 seemed, on the face of it
more promising. This was confirmed by ‘phone call from
Justin Wills who had been in touch with Bracknell
Meteorological Office. Justin’s plan was to start from
Doncaster or Dishforth simply because time would not
allow him to travel as far north as Portmoak for a start.
Conditions looked good early morning, with a forecast
wind of some 330°. There were signs of early convection
just after 9 a.m. coinciding with my arrival at the club for
breakfast.

Alistair Murray, who was also having breakfast, must
have sensed the degree of urgency in my planning and |
told him what | had in mind; in fact, | had two plans
depending on how things went. One was for a formal
declaration of North Hill, a gliding site run by Devon and
Somerset Gliding Club, which is situated near
Dunkeswell, not far from Taunton, around the turning
point/junction of the M1/M45 near Daventry, south of
Husbands Bosworth. The second plan was to take
advantage of above average conditions and a fast time
to follow track from Doncaster to Cambridge, skirting
London TMA to Folkestone and, hopefully making the
Channel crossing. My equipment included the passport
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and French maps just in case. Immediately after a
hurried breakfast, | rigged and ballasted just outside the
clubhouse.

Then my thoughts turned to the availability of a tug
and tug pilot. | had phoned Graeme Smith late the
previous evening, and with the promise of his help,
things looked set for an early start. However, | located
Graeme fast asleep and after three attempts to rouse
him he surfaced. He soon had things organised and |
was launched at 10:15 pulling off at less than 3000ft
ASL. | had a quick glance at Benarty to see how Alistair
Murray was faring, having been launched by winch a
little earlier.

| was, however, unable to locate him and immediately
ran into convection, 2 kt becoming 4 kt. This took me to
cloud base which was something a little less than 4000ft
ASL although Edinburgh, when | contacted them, were
giving an actual cloud base of something like 2500ft
which seemed difficult to understand. However, the
answer was to become apparent quite soon. Edinburgh
Control responded immediately to my request to transit
the zone at cloud base, having stated my intention of a
distance flight to the south.

I have found it most helpful to be as brief as possible,
identifying the aircraft and competition number, stating
the intention of the flight, and asking for precisely what
you want as a glider pilot to make your transition of the
zZone and the area as easy as possible. Inevitably with
an early morning start, cloud base is likely to be low, and
to remain VMC well below cloud base would almost
certainly prove impracticable. Hence my request for a
special clearance to transit at cloud base which was
readily granted. In the zone at the northern end of the
bridges, | circled in 2 kt of lift, which gave me a good
opportunity to size up the picture immediately to the
south. Clearly the reason for the low cloud base report
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from Edinburgh Control was caused by an area of
scraggy cloud drooping down over the airport to the
west of Edinburgh. — | decided to skirt this by over-flying
Edinburgh at 4000ft ASL. It was however, impossible to
see what lay beyond Edinburgh on track because of this
curtain of cloud. It was only when | was south of the
Pentland Hills that | was able to see more clearly the
weather on track to the south. It is important to establish
with Edinburgh their QNH and to set this on your
altimeter so that any question from Edinburgh as to your
height can be given accurately and quickly. So it was
that Edinburgh enquired about my height as | over-flew
the city, asking me to let them know as soon as |
dropped below 4000ft - which brought an immediate
response from me that | was in fact sinking. A quick
response from them asking me to let them know when |
dropped below 3500 — which happened all too quickly,
and the same for check height of 3000 as | sank steadily
south of Edinburgh. The reason for him monitoring my
height closely, became apparent when without any fuss
he slotted in an in-bound Trident at 3000ft just to the
east of me, having us both in visual contact. | must have
been down to about 2500ft ASL before | was re-
established in lift again. It looked to the south as if we
were having some wave interference, and with that in
mind, | specifically asked Edinburgh if he would allow a
20 min. cloud climb to give me that extra bit of height. |
received a quick affirmative from the controller, with the
request that | call out my height at 500ft intervals. | do
think it is better to be specific in the amount of time you
require to be in cloud, rather than leave it open-ended
as this will almost certainly bring a refusal. As it
happened, the time in cloud was less than the time
requested, leaving the cloud at something a little less
than 5000 ASL. Edinburgh had asked me to confirm my
route, which | explained was a straight line from the
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Edinburgh zone to Catcleugh Reservoir just clear of the
Otterburn danger area. Conditions improved steadily
and the crossing of the Cheviot Hills presented no
difficulty. My map showed a change in course at
Catcleugh Reservoir, which is an excellent landmark,
southwards towards Doncaster.

Conditions were definitely better slightly west of track,
which was as had been suggested by the forecast the
night before.

Between Barnard Castle and Darlington | was still
able to talk to Zed Goudie in 363 who was very helpful in
organising Graeme Smith to set out on retrieve.

Justin Wills who was still on the ground at Dishforth
gave me a quick call having overheard my conversation
with Zed. | was surprised to hear he was still on the
ground. He explained that an area of claggy weather
had prevented an earlier start, and that this had drifted
downwind south of the Doncaster area, moving probably
at about 16 kt. Dishforth, Ripon and Harrogate slipped
by to the east of my track and it was clear that
conditions were changing dramatically. Tracking just to
the east of the Leeds-Bradford SRZ. | had obviously
caught up with the poorer weather, which had prevented
Justin’s early start. It looked as though we were
suffering from almost total cover.

Lift was still to be found, although | had to spend more
time in assessing the situation and prospect of the next
lift. This slowed me considerably.

A fairly fast time had been made to Dishforth. If |
remember correctly the time was about 1 o’clock.
Eventually we reached Nottingham having changed fo a
southerly heading at Doncaster. The Nottingham Water
Sports Centre stands out quite clearly from the air.

The city of Leicester was on track to the south,
conveniently leading on to the M1, flying further south
slightly to the west of Husbands Bosworth — being
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careful not to mistake the M6 junction with the M1 for the
M45 junction turning point.

South of Leicester, | was listening to pilots from
Booker having a difficult time on their task, some
reporting bad conditions near my turning point, with
landings to the south west at Gaydon and elsewhere. |
photographed the turning point but with the adverse
comments from other pilots, and poor outlook towards
the south west, | decided after some 20 mins on the new
track to change my plan. This was becoming more
urgent anyway because of the loss of height. At this
point | picked up a bit of weak lift and worked this while |
made up my mind what was the best prospect as to
direction. Landing at this point would have made the
500Km distance touch and go so it was important to
make the most of what height | had left. Just then, in
fairly poor looking conditions, a Swallow glider joined
overhead. This must have come from a nearby gliding
site to the south, possibly Weston-on-the-Green. This
bolstered me up somewhat and | had a look to the south
to see where the Swallow could possibly have gained
the additional height. | flew to that area, and sure
enough located 3 kt. This brought me back up to a
reasonable height, and pretty well made up my mind to
pursue a track to the south. Eventually Bicester came
into view — Oxford — a reasonable bit of lift at Benson
which made the prospect of a glide-out to Lasham
feasible. Conditions in the Lasham area seemed to be
slightly brighter although no lift was experienced until |
was south of Alton, which lies south of Lasham.

With this final bit of lift it was clear that | could make
the coastline and encouraged me to call up Lasham.
After three calls on 130.4, | changed to 130.1, which
brought an immediate response from a single airborne
glider (Lasham had not been flying very much that day
because conditions had not been too inspiring). Mike



The Scottish Gliding Union — A History 185

Cockburn answered my call from his Kestrel. With the
help of people on the ground, it was suggested that |
land at a site like Ford which had recently become a
registered airfield, thereby allowing an aero-tow retrieve
back to Lasham. Accommodation was organised for
crew and myself at Lasham. The flight ended at Ford
with something in excess of 2000ft. No one was
available at the airfield — although Joe Cox, the airfield
manager, eventually turned up and proved most helpful.
Meantime the Lasham tug, with Chris Day at the
controls, was on its way. The retrieve was uneventful
and a party of well-kent faces abandoned their pint pots
to welcome me on landing at Lasham. The hospitality of
everyone at Lasham was in evidence throughout my
stay.

As most glider pilots know, epic flights sometimes result in
epic retrieves, and Tom’s retrieve was no exception. Part one
was an aero-tow back to Lasham to await Graeme Smith
(Tweetie Pie) with the trailer. Again, Portmoak Press took up
the story...

Wing Nuts & Glider Pilots — G.K.Smith

Is it possible to tell the difference? Perhaps not until
the wing nut becomes associated with a “pinch bolt’,
and therein lies a tale. No doubt all glider pilots,
sufficiently keen to obtain the necessary equipment,
learn how to use it. Anyone who undertakes a flight such
as Tom Docherty did to break that 17 year old record
goal flight (H.C.N. “Nick” Goodhart 360 miles Skylark 3,
10" May 1959), must feel the pinch at times, and also
must be “nutty” about gliding.

Yes Tom, Saturday morning 31% July 1976 was not
too easy. We had said fond farewells to an excellent
summer course until half past something or other on
Friday evening. Saturday turned out fo be quite a day. |
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dashed around trying to get my Pye Bantam
serviceable, until Roy Surtees pointed out that there was
a radio set in the car. Unfortunately, it had also caught a
summer cold. Having received Tom’s radio message
that the trailer should follow, | went out to connect things
up. Cy Black (Arbroath) kindly offered to help, and |
made arrangements for telephone contacts with Betty
etc. Returning to the vehicle, all connections, hitch,
lights and car controls were checked, and then away to
an unknown destination. On the M9, | debated whether
to take the East or West route South. Had we been in
good radio communication | would have taken the
Lanark-Abington road on hearing that Tom was making
good progress to the Midlands. As it was, | had to allow
for a retrieve from Yorkshire, which dictated the more
tedious Peebles-Newcastle road. Outside Newcastle,
Betty was able to tell me that Tom had been heard near
Husbands Bosworth, so there was some motoring to do
to catch him up. | filled up with petrol, checked
connections and set off down the motorway again. The
combination rode well at 55/60 mph. | did feel one kick,
which | put down to a side-wind passing through a
bridge on the A1(M), and the Daimler fairly purred along.
Driving through Yorkshire | was receiving some garbled
glider transmissions, and tried to get a message relayed
on all channels, to no avail. Thirty gallons of petrol later,
I pulled into a service area; Betty was now able to tell
me that Tom had landed at Ford aerodrome, and would
be aero-towed back to Lasham. The record looked as if
it was in the bag, and all now would be plain sailing.

| was 50 miles or so off friends in Oxfordshire, where |
decided to head for, to take a break before the final 1%
hours down the Abingdon by-pass to Newbury and
Basingstoke. | pressed on round the Oxford by-passes,
at about 11 p.m. Half way down the Abingdon bypass,
probably at no more than 45/60 mph, there was just a
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slight clonk at the rear-end. | was reducing speed
gradually, with a view to investigating if necessary, when
a frightening white apparition appeared on my starboard
side. Gradually widening its angle to the car, travelling at
an apparently alarming rate, with a bow wave of sparks,
this apparition careered across the two carriageways (no
central reservation). Mounting a slight bank, it kicked its
backside up in the air before finally disappearing from
view. My heart sank into my size 7’s; but there was work
to be done. Pulling over to the side, | checked the rear
end of the car. The ball hitch and the front half of the tow
bar, albeit with the electric cables pulled out of the
terminal box, and a broken length of the brake cable
were still attached. Crossing the road, | was amazed to
find the trailer had run down a 45-degree incline into a
4ft high by 6ft wide gully running paralle! with the road.
The trailer was standing upright parallel with the road. A
giant hand could very well have picked it up and placed
it there. What a relief to find that there did not appear to
be any damage. Some nice soft squashy grey clay had
cushioned under and round the trailer, acting as a first
class buffer. | debated whether to get a breakdown oultfit
out immediately, but as it was a pitch-black night, and
being in an area where | have plenty of contacts,
prudence suggested a delay until the morning. So, back
to friends for the night, knocking them up well after
midnight.

On Sunday morning, in conference with my very able
friend Mr “Bob” Sommerscales (he is the chairman of
the Upward Bound Gliding Trust at Haddenham), we
viewed the job with a clued-up member of his staff. The
trailer had in fact survived its wild passage in the night.
The rounded nose helped and the robust construction
had survived — a wooden trailer would most certainly
have been damaged. A call to Tom with the good news
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and the bad news (he elected to hear the bad news
first), then off to work we went.

A gentleman crippled with arthritis was prevailed upon
to drive his Bedford flat truck, with Hiab loader, out to
the spot some 15 miles. Three of us then worked with
fireman’s hoses, chains, wire, ropes and hooks. After
about one and a half hours we finally recovered the
trailer to road level, without even denting a mudguard. |
am sure the only alternative would have been a crane,
which would have cost the earth. There are some very
decent folk about when you get into trouble, Bob gave
up his Sunday and provided the equipment needed and
charged the princely sum of £6.00 for his efforts. To
avoid any damage to the Daimler, Bob tied the trailer to
his Triumph and drove slowly back to his garage where
a temporary repair was carried out.

On the Southbound carriageway, Bob found the
offending pin that caused this incident. It is a fairly large
diameter pinch bolt, which holds two halves of the trailer
tow bar together, locking two circular serrations into
mesh. The locknut is just a simple bar, which can be
tightened with one hand. The “nut” was still in situ on the
bolt, which had sheared at the weld in the trailer half of
the tow bar. The nut was still tightish on its threads, due
to the thread wear during its life. The bolt gave the
appearance of having fretted for some considerable time
before the failure occurred, maybe many months. As
Tom pointed out subsequently, you cannot beat that
intimate knowledge of combination behaviour acquired
by the owner — he listens to every little squeak and
knows where it is.

If you decide to use this sort of towing system, it is
better to tap and thread the material taking the pinch
bolt, and place the nut on the outside end of the pinch
bolt, locking it up properly — do not rely on a weld only. If
you have an expanding/retracting arm on your trailer,



The Scottish Gliding Union — A History 189

allowing the tow hitch to be lowered to the ground for
tilting the trailer, make sure that the wing nut and pinch
bolt threads are not being damaged. The wing nut loses
its feel and you cannot tell if it is tightened or not. The
next time you see that non-mechanically minded partner
amble over and give the wing nut and extra 20Ibs/ft
tweak, explain that they could be doing more harm than
good. Better still, make it foolproof. Then there is the
awkward question of “chaining” trailers or not. Provided
you are in full control of the combination, and your
faculties, precisely at the time of breakaway, there is
probably a good chance that you will be able to keep the
combination in line. There are a lot of variables working
against this; speed, loading, wind, degree of braking,
none of which the chain has any control over. Food for
thought.

Congrats Tom on a very good flight. Your excellent
write up of the Edinburgh control crossing makes very
interesting reading. Can we have a repeat and a
channel crossing next year? As for that chap Justin,
somehow he will have to be nobbled in '77 — fancy not
even letting your barograph dry before he was up and
having a go!

Club records for 1977 show that Jim O’Donnell resigned
after four years as CFI and was replaced by Roy Surtees. The
old workshop hut was converted into offices and a briefing hut
(this had been the original club house situated atop Bishop
Hill). The caravan site became operational in time for summer
and steady progress was made by Tony Shelton and Alistair
Murray on the ever-growing Portmoak winch fleet.

In the air, George Peddie was proving that luck was certainly
on his side. He recorded one particular flight for Portmoak
Press:
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A Day of Small Miracles, or “Jammy Side Up”

Sunday 5™ June started off bright and breezy with
a strong north wind. A very casual declaration was made
(this was to give me some days of worry in case the
NGA would not accept it) of Edzell Radio Mast, Balloch
and return. After a poor launch in rain, | eventually got
another good launch to 1000 ft. and made my way over
to the north face of Benarty.

Forty minutes of frustration followed as | tried in
vain to thermal up into the wave. At last a visiting Ka6E
and a Skylark marked a good thermal and we were soon
clear of the hill. At 4,000 ft. | left the other two and
headed towards Westfield opencast mine where a
clearly defined wave cloud had formed. The lift in front of
this was very strong, up to 20 kts. at times! This took me
quickly to 11,000 ft. which was just high enough to clear
the top of the cloud in front. | made my first jump upwind
to West Lomond. The lift here was also very strong and,
in flying along it to the east, | climbed to 12,500 ft.

From a point west of Dundee | flew north to
Blairgowrie using another three wave bars. Here, there
seemed to be a change in the general wave pattern —
the clouds were joining across the gaps, leaving only
very small holes for navigation. Eventually | realised that
the setup was as for a north easterly wind and we were
off again.

Going via Alyth and Forfar, using another three
waves, | soon found myself looking down at Brechin
from the south west.

The outlook from here was literally gloomy with an
apparent total cloud cover above the turning point. |
considered moving along the wave towards Montrose to
see what the view was like from there, when up came
miracle No.1. | could see the Edzell area dimly under the
wave up-wind. Suddenly it became much brighter and
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clearer, as if the sun was shining through. When | made
the move forward | found that this the case and through
the newly formed gap was my first turn point.

Two very hurried photos were taken in 10 kts. of sink
and | was now committed to go to have a look at Loch
Lomond.

From Edzell | went south towards Arbroath where
there was less cloud. At Friockheim | turned west and
passed Dundee to the north.

Travelling more or less downwind | was able to use
the most direct route without too much worry about sink.
My target was a very strong looking wave cloud over the
Earn valley, just south of Perth. With the clouds looking
tall and thick to the west | climbed to 10,000 ft. before
going on.

South of Auchterarder | saw a most curious cloud
formation — a perfectly formed arch. | was tempted to fly
through it but as strange clouds are usually formed by
equally strange, possibly violent, currents | detoured
round the phenomenon.

This meant flying through cloud to the north west.
When | broke clear after a few minutes | was astonished
to find that the sky to the west was almost clear of cloud.
High level clouds moving in from the west made me
think that a new weather pattern was causing the wave
system to collapse. However, it was still going full blast
in my vicinity north of Dunblane, as | got another 20 kt
climb to 10,500 ft.

There were still sufficient wisps of cloud to mark the
wave as | set off across the Trossachs towards the
middie of Loch Lomond. As | progressed | planned my
route into the turn point sector.

Obviously | was not going to have any trouble in
seeing the pier. Having just experienced how easy it is
to go downwind in wave, | decided this was the best way
to approach the turning point.
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Minor miracle No.2. As | came into a position south
east of Ben Lomond, a healthy looking cloud started to
form. Better still, it indicated that the wave here ran in a
south west direction, which was exactly where | wanted
fo go!

Although | was still at a comfortable 8,000 ft., | took
another 2,000 ft. before venturing south towards the
pier. Another two frames were shot off for the record.

With a reserve of height | was able to work my way
back north east until | was back in the Dunblane area.
There was a very strong temptation now to belt directly
for the club. However, ever cautious, | continued until |
reached Auchterarder and was absolutely certain of
getting home. | reached Portmoak 4 hrs. 36 mins. After
take-off.

The 64,000 dollar question now was would the
photographs be acceptable? Peter Kerrigan very kindly
offered to develop the film there and then. After more
anxious waiting he pronounced that | had pictures!

The next day, Richard Rozycki examined the film to
ascertain that | was in the correct zone and declared
that he was satisfied. The forms were duly filled in and
that was that.

| must say that | feel a bit of an impostor, when | think
of all the illustrious, dedicated, cross-country pilots who
have actually covered the ground before me only to be
foiled by cloud at the turning points.

In 1978, back on the ground, the volunteers were very busy -
the clubhouse got a complete makeover with modernisation of
the kitchen, bar and bedrooms. Bob McLean, who had been
running the glider workshop, moved south to eventually form
his new business “MclLean Aviation”, he was replaced at
Portmoak by Bert Jarvis. The club fleet consisted of 2 x K8s, 2
x K-6s and a K13, and the private glider fleet was growing at a
considerable rate. Roy Surtees resigned from CFI and was
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replaced by Andrew Wood. On the flying front, another
successful Open Day was held in May but the Regional contest
a few weeks later had to be abandoned due to poor weather.
The editor of the Portmoak Press at the time — A. Shaw —
managed to track down one George Lee who had now
repeated his World Championship win of the previous year.
The club magazine proudly claimed the “scoop”.

“Before we left for the World Championships, |
thought that the British Team were in with a good
chance. We were a strong team: Bernard Fitchett, Steve
White, John Delafield and myself.”

“We spent two weeks before the official practice week
in France getting used to the conditions and generally
unwinding so that we were in the right frame of mind for
the competition. Unfortunately, John was not able to be
there and he arrived straight for the competition. Later
he had to withdraw on medical grounds. This was one
big lesson that we learned: that you have to have time
beforehand to prepare yourself for the hard work
ahead.”

“Practice is terribly important. You must be totally at
home in the air and used to the conditions that you are
going to be flying in. | was a bit worried beforehand
about navigation but | had one reasonable practice day
when | did a 780k. This really boosted my confidence
and | found it invaluable as a navigation exercise. It also
gave me time to look at some turning points.”

“The weather was good by U.K. standards and it was
very hot most of the time with the temperatures well up
into the 80s. Most of the days were blue, especially at
the beginning of the comp. Towards the end we had
some good racing days. The tasks set were very large;
they certainly believed in getting the most out of each
soaring day.”
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“It became a joke in the Open class that every day
was a 500k day. Without doubt they did get conditions in
France which were suitable for setting tasks of up to
600k and 700k.”

“The tasks were set to maximise the soaring hours
available so you had little choice in start time. You could
not afford to hang about waiting for conditions to
improve. Once it became even marginally soarable you
had to be off. About two-thirds of the way through the
competition the message finally got through to the
organisers that they were over tasking the comp for the
available weather conditions. It happened on a day
when the start gate was not opened until 1:00 p.m. and
there were 7% hours flying. No way could we see
ourselves completing the task. A number of gliders got
damaged that day and everybody landed out. After that
the task setters pulled back a bit.”

“l was not flying well at the start of the comps. We had
a lot of blue days and they are not my favourite weather
conditions. Also, | pushed a bit too hard in the early
stages. Sometimes it worked. | was the only one to get
back on one day but it was cancelled out later by having
a low scoring day. You've got to be consistent. After a
while | settled into the groove. There were a number of
silly mistakes made from misreading the air mass, but
most of them, when | analyse it now, were as a result of
trying too hard. The World Championships call for
immense concentration. You are working hard all the
time. | did 90 hours flying in three weeks including the
official practice week.”
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air but | think that the crucial factors are determination
and motivation to win.”

Portmoak pilots were also hard at work chasing those
elusive badges, but as we all know — when it's your day, it's
your day. Mike Ward recalled one special flight the previous
year for the autumn issue of Portmoak Press.

Three into one does go!

Flight no.115 and 116 on Monday October 2™ was
the completion of my Bronze "C" flying tests with Mike
Munday in the Bocian. Since | was on holiday for a
fortnight, | decided to spend as much time flying as |
could.

Flight no. 117 on Wednesday October 4" looked good
for a five-hour duration flight and | had spent the
previous night in the Bunkhouse so that | could make an
early start if conditions were right. | awoke in the top
bunk of room 6 at 7:00 am to people moving around
outside and | remembered that our visitors from Lasham
were here. Their motto certainly seems to me to be "The
early bird catches the wave" so | dragged myself out of
my sleeping bag and looked out at the weather. The sky
was blue with a few wave clouds and the wind was a
moderate North Westerly.

| got the K8 out of the hangar and did the D.l.,
organised my barograph, parachute and cushion, then |
settled down to a hearty SGU breakfast (greasy eggs
etc.). After breakfast | managed to get some help to
move the K8 over to the aerotow strip and parked it
behind the Nimbus 2 of Alan Purnell. By this time Mike
Munday had the tug over and was ready to start the
morning's aerotows and there was a whole row of "glass
ships" behind me. | started to check that | had
everything | would need in the next five hours and added



The Scottish Gliding Union — A History 197

a small transistor radio which Neil White had kindly
loaned me, and my map, for good measure.

Getting ready | then remembered that five hours in
the air would put a considerable strain on my bladder so
| wandered to the edge of the aerotow strip as discreetly
as | could. On returning to the K8 | was faced with all the
Lasham pilots on their way to do the same. The
comment from one of the pilots was "Now look what
you've started” but my quick reply was "l thought these
glass ships had toilets in them!"

By the time the tug returned from taking Alan Purnell
to the hill, | was comfortably strapped into the K8 and
doing my checks. Mike Munday came over to give me
my briefing and when he saw my maps told me if | got
enough height to go for my 50K. At this point, | must
confess that | had not thought about doing my distance
as | was more intent on doing the duration since |
particularly wanted to get that part of the Silver C out of
the way due to the fact that the K8 is not the most
comfortable glider to sit in for five hours.

The glider was hooked on and off | went. | pulled off
at 900ft and once | had checked that the hill was
working did a low point to 750ft, the time was 08:59 a.m.
and | settled down for the long flight. | soared Bishop hill
to 2,500ft and pushed out towards Auchtermuchty where
| found myself in steady lift and was at 6,800ft within 45
minutes of release. | realised that | had got my Silver
height and then thought about my barograph, | had
switched it on hadn't 1? | couldn't hear it ticking because
of the wind noise but | remembered that | had switched it
on. | was beginning to get cold at this height, especially
my hands, legs and ft so | decided to come down to a
lower altitude and go back to the hill for a while in the
hope that | would warm up. | was very glad that | had my
transistor radio with me, it certainly took away a lot of
the monotony and made me relax despite the cold.
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Time Drags - The 3 hour was the worst, | had not
managed to get warmer since coming down to 2,500ft
and to add to my problems it started to rain, so | pushed
out towards St. Serfs Island and started to lose height so
that | could plan my circuit and land. However, when |
was down to 1200ft and about to head for my High Key
point the rain stopped and after surveying the sky |
realised that this was probably only a small shower and
that it would not rain again. | proceeded back to the hill
which | soared again to 2500ft.

My watch told me that | had been airborne for three
hours and my aches and pains with sitting in the same
position certainly confirmed this. | opened up the
“Mother's Pride" which Betty Barr had presented to me
before takeoff and was delighted to find cold hot dogs
etc. After a quick demolition act on these, | remembered
that | had chocolate in my anorak pocket but
unfortunately it had melted so | had to scrape it out of
the wrapper using my finger.

At the end of the 4" hour | was still very cold, my ft
had no feeling in them and | was flying the glider using
alternate hands so that | could sit on the other one to
keep it warm (and massage my aches at the same
time). | realised at this point that | would manage to last
out the five hours so | decided to push out from the hill
once more and try to contact the wave to make my last
hour more interesting.

| headed towards St. Serfs Island and the vario
reading was 3kts up. There seemed to be lift
everywhere and within half an hour | was at 9100ft and
completely above cloud. There were many gliders
around, most of them above me. | had been flying the
K8 at 35-40kt and from gaps in the cloud | could see that
| was drifting towards Kellty.

On looking at my watch, | found | had been in the air
for 4 hours 33 minutes and from this height it was time
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to start my descent. | was about to open my airbrakes
when | remembered Mike Munday's words "If you get
the height, just go!". The lenticular which was giving me
the lift seemed to run all the way to Tayport so | got the
map on my knees and pointed the glider in the general
direction of the Tay Road Bridge.

At first the K8 did not seem to make much headway
and | realised that its penetration was probably worse
than | had expected so | lowered the nose and set my
ASI on 100kt (still air VNE). Penetration at this speed
was much better but the angle at which the glider flew
was quite alarming! | passed over Auchtermuchty,
Cupar was to my starboard and | was managing quite
well to navigate using gaps in the cloud. The vario was
showing between zero sink and two kt down and | had
made up my mind that | would not fully commit myself
until | had crossed the Tay. | changed course to the
north so that | could go through a gap in the trailing edge
of the cloud and start crossing the river directly above
the road-bridge. | dropped the speed to 75kt as |
expected to hit rotor and opened the airbrakes. The gap
filled in slightly as | flew through it, but | was soon in
clear sky with the clouds above me and | was looking
directly at Dundee. The air was still again and | had not
experienced any rotor. The altimeter showed 7000ft, my
speed was back to 100kt and the vario showed two
down.

| drifted down the Tay towards its estuary and set
course for the North West of Arbroath which, according
to my map, should take me directly over the airfield at
Condor. At 14:01 p.m. | was overhead the airfield at
5600ft and | contemplated going further at this stage as |
could probably have reached Montrose but | took into
account the fact that | could not feel my ft, my reactions
might not be as sharp as they should be for a field
landing. | did some circling over Condor to assess the
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situation and plan my circuit. | could not see either of the
wind-socks, which was probably due to my excitement,
and | determined the wind direction from the drift in the
turns. | touched down at 14:12 p.m. on the smooth grass
and came to rest adjacent to the control tower. All was
quiet except that wonderful ticking noise from the
Barograph - it was like music!
| cannot express my excitement as | parked the glider
and went to the control tower to announce my arrival.
Looking out of the control tower window onto a
completely deserted airfield except for a yellow K8 gave
me a great feeling of satisfaction. On the journey to
Arbroath, two of my favourite records came on the radio,
namely "Whiter Shade of Pale" by Procol Harem and "/
am Sailing" by Rod Stewart and | cannot think of any
pop record which was more appropriate. It was later
confirmed that | had flown for 5 hours 13 minutes from
release, had gained 8350ft, and travelled 63 kilometres
and landed out! | would like to thank sincerely all those
who helped me achieve this rewarding flight, the
instructors whom | have flown with for all their sound
advice and encouragement, the treatment from the
personnel at Condor and my retrieve crew.
Mike Ward

The early part of 1979 turned out to be wet and windy at

Portmoak and it was not until late February that the wave
conditions returned. Brian Scougall completed an exciting wave
flight over the Firth of Forth and Portmoak Press published his

story.

My First Cross-Country (Crossing the Firth of Forth)

Friday the 23" d February 1979 was a beautiful sunny
day, in marked contrast to the weather of the previous
few weeks. | arrived at the club about 10:30 a.m. and
the first person | met was Mike Munday. | asked him to
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give me a briefing to fly and was surprised when he told
me that someone was at 14,700ft in wave. At this point |
decided that it would be an ideal day for a Silver C
distance attempt. | remembered reading in John Lang’s
article that Arbroath was only “for the Smokies” so |
decided to try a downwind flight to Dunbar. Mike gave
me a briefing for the flight, saying that | could expect to
lose up to 4000ft crossing the Forth.

By the time that | had D.l.’d the K6 and smoked the
barograph it was 11 a.m. The gliders that had taken off
before me had contacted the wave by taking a 3000ft.
aero-tow to the north face of the Bishop. The ground
wind was showing westerly about 10 kt and because of
the 1% rule | decided to try to contact the wave from a
winch launch to the hill.

I pulled off at 1,200ft and headed towards Bishop. It
immediately became apparent that the upper wind was
more northerly and that | would not have enough height
to get around the corner of the Bishop to where the hill
would be working, so | turned around and headed
towards Benarty.

| reached the hill about 1,000ft. and although there
was no wave cloud in evidence | suspected that the
wave might be in phase with the hill due to the smooth
nature of the lift which was giving about 2 kt on the
vario.

By the time that | reached 2,500ft. my suspicions
were confirmed and at this point | started to explore the
area in order to find the best liff. There was still no
lenticular cloud to mark the lift and | had to set up a
“beat” using points of reference on the ground. At
5,500ft the lift petered out and | was trying to decide
where to head for when | noticed a wave cloud forming
over the hospital. | headed for one end of the cloud so
that | would not fly through the worst area of sink. As |
approached the cloud, the sink increased until | was
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flying at 90 kt with the vario showing “off the clock”
down.

By the time | reached the front of the cloud | was
down to 2,000ft where | spent an anxious five minutes in
weak and intermittent lift before reaching the smooth air
above. The wave over Benarty had been giving two kt
up but | was now in a steady 8 kt up and the flying was
much easier because the lenticular clouds showed
where the lift was.

At 10,500ft | was still in 2 kt lift and beginning to feel
very cold. | reckoned that | now had ample height to
reach Dunbar, even allowing for areas of bad sink on the
way. | flew out past the end of the wave in order to miss
the worst sink before turning downwind.

| was now at 10,800ft and feeling very excited as |
thought | had my silver distance in the bag. Although |
was only flying at 40 kt in normal sink, | was covering
the ground at a good rate and reached the coast at
9,600ft. | crossed between Kirkcaldy and Buckhaven
aiming to reach the far side at Aberlady Bay, a distance
of 12 miles. | was in normal sink for the first couple of
miles and was about to get the camera out to take some
pictures, when the sink rate started to increase steadily
until the vario was showing 8 kt down at 50 kt. At this
stage, | was not unduly worried and | put the speed up
to 80 kt expecting to fly through the sink in a short time.

As the vario was now off the clock down and | tried
slowing down to 50 kt every now and again to find out if
the sink was still as bad, but even at this speed the vario
was off the clock. The altimeter was unwinding at an
alarming rate and by the time | was halfway across | was
down to 5,000ft. At this stage | was beginning to have
serious doubts as to whether | would reach the far side
and as the altimeter unwound to 4,000ft | began picking
ships to land beside. There were plenty of small ships
about and | planned to land in front and to one side of
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one (unfortunately there were no aircraft carriers about).
Luckily the sink rate started to decrease and | reached
Aberlady Bay with all of 2,300ft to spare.

It was a great relief to be flying over “terra firma”
again and as there seemed to be plenty of good fields
ahead | decided to press on as far as possible. At
Kingston | was down to 1000ft where | decided to land in
a grass field which had a hayloft at the far end. This
meant that | could pull the glider out of the wind on
landing. Although East Fortune airfield was only about
one mile away | remembered being told not to land
there.

I started my circuit at 800ft well to one side of the field
in order to give my self a long base leg so that | could
sort out my height. This tactic seemed to work quite well
as | got down without any problem.

I had just climbed out of the glider when | heard a
terrific noise and on looking up saw a Vulcan bomber,
which started to circle overhead at about 500ft. After a
couple of circles however, he shot off into the distance.
After parking the glider | set off towards the farmhouse
which was about one mile away. | phoned the club for a
retrieve and Mike Munday said that he would bring the
tug down to tow me back.

During the aero-tow back to the club | felt very
nervous crossing the Forth and was glad when we
reached the far coast.

The distance flown was 42K and although | did not
get my Silver Distance, the flight proved to be quite an
experience for my first cross-country and | certainly will
not forget it for a very long time.

Brian Scougall
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The club magazine editor was very busy in 1979 and he
even managed to track down Jim Woodley who had just
completed his instructor's course. The language used in the
story is drawn from an area in the East Coast of Scotland
known as the “Kingdom of Fife”, and can still be heard around
Portmoak today — albeit from other aficionados.

An Instructors Course. ..

‘It wisnae ma faut Billy.”

C1. Does it mean anything to you? If not, this was the

code for the first instructors’ course at Lasham from 10"

— 16" March 1979.

The week previous to the course seemed promising as

Bill Scull had already convinced Hamish Wotherspoon

and myself to take the Twin Astir down to Lasham for

him as it had been stranded at Portmoak due to bad

weather.

Thinking we couldn’t possibly fail (the instructors’

course) if we said yes, we said yes. The only problem

was that on the Friday that we travelled down the

weather was terrible so we couldn’t take the glider with

us after all. We eventually arrived at Lasham thinking

“Bill's nae gonna be very pleased withoot his Astir.” |

think we were right — he wisnae.

There were three instructors taking the course — Bill

Scull, Brian Spreckley and John Williamson. They were

all very keen to fly, mind you they hadn’t actually flown

with any of us yet so it was understandable.

The first main problem arose when we were asked to

rig the Super Falke. We found three main faults with it:

1. A b™**thumb hole through the aileron.

2. A b****** outrigger wheel.

3. A hole in the fabric at the rear end. (I told him that
one folks, very polite wasn't I? Hamish).
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The second problem arose when it was time to start it. It
wouldn’t go. Hamish decided to tell Bill that he had a
special way of starting it. Bill's comments were “Oh
really, what is it then?” Hamish said “Ah well, you see
it's rather epic, Big yin. What yae dae is yae gee the
B***** a kick up the beak and gee the fan a burl and call
it a big B******.” We were then told to go for tea while
they found a better way of going about it. Now came the
tricky bit, we had to fly the Falke

We went through our patter notes and exercises as best
we could. | think they had to do all the landings. (We told
them that we only did the take-offs because they were
easier). Bill and Brian then decided to have a word
about Hamish’s patter. He said that he didn’t know until
doing the instructors’ course that he was a compulsive
Swearer.

Brian then looked very startled and said: “Oh it is going
to be one of those weeks is it? It’s either going to be
B***** Shakespeare or Rabbie Burns.” | explained that
he shouldn’t get too worked up as we were the best two
that were send down first as | could speak English and
also interpret for Hamish. Bill’s reply was “Well that’s a
matter of opinion.” Hamish and | both looked at each
other took off our tammies and burst out laughing. We
were then sent for more tea.

Later, we were invited out to an evening of choral music.
Hamish declined by saying ‘“What the B***** is that
then? | don’t think | have been to one lately, do they
have any Bunny Girls there?” | quickly chipped in to
recover the situation by saying “‘Why? Are you playing at
it Bill?” He said “Certainly not, I'm a fan of Billy Connolly
you know.” We were then sent for more tea.

The weather gradually worsened during the week and
we left on the Friday evening to return home. The return
journey took us fourteen hours. We would like to thank
all those concerned who helped us on our instructors’
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course, and all club members for their help and advice —
especially our CFl, Andrew Wood.
We have had great fun and enjoyment from our flying
and hope to pass on this pleasure in some small way to
others. By the way, the following is an extract from the
patter notes for the effects of controls, which is not
recommended for use on these courses:
Cawing the Handles .....
Now !I'll show you how to burl the handles.
First the arsement pinge.
Come-a-hind me on the handle.
Glower owr the beak o’ the bird and see the amount of
ground in sicht betwix the beak o’ the bird an’ the Ben
owr yonder.
It remains Ecksy Oxsy
This is the normal fleein’ angle.
If yae pusch the handle forard, the beak o’ the bird draps
and taks up anither fleein’ angle.
Now I'll richt the bird back tae its normal fleein’ angle the
noo.
Now yae gee it a burl big yin, you caw the handle.
Na’e whats the matter wi you then Big Yin, yer nae
gonna be sicht the noo are yea?
Yer lookin’ awfae peely-wally, ye’'d better stick yer heed
in this poke till we get the bird doon frae here richt awa.
P.S. Hamish is a Fifer.

Jim Woodley

Unfortunately the year was tinged with sadness as yet

another obituary was printed in the club mag.

Thomas Arott Moffatt

Tom Moffatt was killed in a light aircraft accident near

Shoreham on March 11" 1979. Typically, at the time, he was
helping out by ferrying the aircraft which crashed.
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From the time he was an ATC cadet in Scotland during
the war, Tom was fascinated with flying, starting in earnest
by learning to glide in Germany with the RAFGSA. He was
not satisfied by just flying: he required to know not only how,
but also why, and why not. It is not surprising that he
became involved in instructing, both with the ATC and with
the various clubs with which he was connected over the
years — he was a precise pilot and a demanding taskmaster,
but more importantly he was a sympathetic and helpful
instructor. He was not a clubroom pundit, but he was always
willing to explain and justify his techniques to the most basic
beginner — and they worked. He never forgot where his
interest in flying was really kindled and perhaps his greatest
pleasure was to encourage a similar interest in the hundreds
of ATC cadets whom he sent solo over the years.

Tom was, however, much more than that — he was
worker, helper, enthusiast and, above all, friend and
companion to those he glided and flew with. There was
almost no effort to which he would not go to help those
around him, particularly when the going got sticky, and
regardless of the fact that he had probably started work at
the bakehouse at 4 a.m. the morning before appearing at the
airfield.

We will not just remember Tom for that — he was an
individual, a character, a personality. We will miss the wide
grin below the glasses and moustache, whether in the two-
seater, the tug or through the smoke in the bar. His death
has left a gap which won’t be filled. Never again will we see
the Moffatt caravan near the clubhouse with two empty
Glenmorangie by the step, and a small note “only one pint
today please”.

Our sympathy goes out to his wife and two daughters and
all those whose hearts are heavy at his going.

R.D. Carswell
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While gathering material for this book, | came upon a letter
informing an early founding member of the SGU that he had
been awarded an Honorary Lifetime Membership at the end of
1977. Andrew Thorburn had written to Johnny Gardner to thank
him for all his work in the early days and wanted to assure
Johnny that he was not forgotten. Johnny replied as follows:

Dear Andrew

Thank you for your letter of 24" October. With
reference to your comments about my worry of being
unknown, | am speedily approaching the 80s and
therefore have nor am likely to have any further active
interest in the SGU and care little whether | am
remembered or not, within that sphere. In connection
with anything of the kind, it takes years of effort to
become widely known, but a very short time to be
completely forgotten and when once | have ‘passed on’
it will matter not to me, so why worry now. You have
done far far more for the SGU than | have, but when you
demise, your efforts will suffer the same fate. | often
wonder if the club will continue to develop beyond that
stage, for as | see it, you still have to continue to be very
active in its interest to keep things right. ‘The Mill doesn’t
grind with waters that’s passed’, so lets hope there’s a
good spate to follow!

With regard to your request that | furnish you with
such knowledge as | am able to recall of the past. | am
approaching the dotage stage though | have not quite
reached it yet. | am quite willing to do as you ask but it
will probably be in the first person and | will leave you to
select your want, and transcribe it into the third person.

| like and enjoy your ‘Portmoak Press’. It’s a fine
production and a great step forward. | hope it will be
possible for it to survive. | read it from cover to cover.
Congratulations!
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As a native of Scotland, | naturally love the country
and everything about it. | love the hills, many of which |
have climbed to the summit and rambled amidst.
Particularly the Ochils and of course the Lomonds with
their happy memories. Whether | will ever again see
them, | know not. | have no homes there to which | have
a personal claim, but there is an ever-open door in Alloa
and a cousin in Paisley.

My health is the main drawback. | am still under the
surveillance of St Thomas’ Hospital here and am likely
to be for some considerable time yet. | am due for an X-
ray on Friday. What they hope to find in my lungs | know
not, but | have been wamed that | have to be very
careful as | am subject to develop trouble very easily —
make what you like of that. Strangely, they haven't
stopped me from smoking even though they know that |
smoke 40 Senior Service a day. Cancer wasn’t the
complaint, it’s a virus infection they are keeping an eye
on. | feel perfectly fit in myself, apart from a tendency to
fall asleep every time | settle down in an arm chair. It's a
bit of a dammed nuisance though when watching
television. | so often fail to see the finish of a play.

| enjoy getting letters from my friends in Scotland and
yours are always interesting. | am glad that you still
enjoy good health.

Yours sincerely
Johnny

So, as you read this, and although you would never
have known Johnny, you are helping to keep him
“remembered“ in the history of the SGU. Sadly, within a few
weeks of writing this letter, Johnny was dead. Once again,
Andrew found himself writing an obituary for the club magazine.



210

SGU
John (Johnny) William Gardner

It is likely that only a few of the ever changing
membership of this club will be aware of the untiring
efforts and dedication of Johnny Gardner to establish a
national gliding site in Scotland.

Today, as we learn sadly of his death at the age of
79, it has to be made known that he was one of the
pioneers from whom we inherited the successful
establishment of the Scottish Gliding Union.

In the 1914-18 war, he served in the Gordon
Highlanders, RNVR, RFC and the RAF.

In 1929-30 he was a founder members of the Stirling
Gliding Club. In 1931 he attended a meeting of the
Falkirk Gliding Club, at which an address was given by
E.C. Gordon England, Chairman of the newly formed
BGA. The purpose of the talk was to encourage the
many small clubs to form a strong national body north of
the border so that it could support the BGA in its claims
for Government subsidy to encourage gliding.

Fired with new enthusiasm, Johnny became a founder
member and secretary of the first amalgamation, called
‘The Central Scotland Gliding Club’.

Little is known of the gliding done by that club, but
egged on by his drive and newspaper articles (he was
on the staff of the ‘Alloa Journal’), another stage of
amalgamation took place between the Edinburgh,
Glasgow, Falkirk, Central Scotland, Kilmarnock, Crieff
and Perth gliding clubs in 1934.

All of these clubs had ground to a halt due to constant
breakage and the cost, in time and money, needed to
repair the ‘flying broomstick’ type of primary trainers in
use at that time.

Not only was he secretary to the new group but very
much involved in rebuilding the broken machines
collected from disbanded clubs. For two years, the
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organisation’s meetings were held in Cranston’s Tea
Rooms in Glasgow, on possible hill sites or at the
disused Stirling Ice Factory where he worked on the
rebuilding of the damaged fleet. As he personally funded
all the repair costs and could not be paid, he became
what must be classified as the first glider fleet private
owner’.

This state of affairs until the group, now named the
SGU, became the owners of the machines which
Johnny donated.

In 1935, having learned to glide at Sutton Bank, | had
ideas of starting a club in Fife, so I visited Johnny at the
Ice Factory in Stirling where | saw the extent of his work
and enthusiasm. From then on we became friends, so
much so that he advised me ‘'not to start another little
club’

By 1936, the embryo SGU moved on to a piece of
moorland on the Campsie Hills halfway between
Lennoxtown and Fintry, and the Fife Gliding Club started
near Kirkcaldy.

When the Fife club started soaring on the Bishop Hill
in 1937, Johnny brought a group of his members to see
the Falcon soaring there. Within a few hours, a new
agreement with the Fife club was settled and he diverted
all his energies to the latest amalgamation and the
Campsie site was abandoned.

By 1938, the Fife club gave up its name and the SGU
was at last registered as a limited company.

During the war years, Johnny acted as one of the
caretaker committee while members joined the forces.
During that time, he also served as an Admiralty
Armament Supply Officer and, by the time gliding
restarted in 1947, he was permanently resident in
London.

For a number of years he acted as our representative
on the BGA Council and its sub-committees, and then
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gradually restricted his gliding activities to an occasional
summer visit to Portmoak to see old friends.

He was a prolific writer of reports, and those of us
who had the good fortune to know him will always
cherish the memory of his friendship and guidance
during the SGU'’s formative years.

Andrew Thorburn

As the year moved on and pilots flew all over the country,
Maicolm Shaw wrote himself into the history books by
becoming the first pilot to declare and complete a 380 km.
triangle in Scotland — other pilots had flown greater undeclared
distances. Fortunately, Malcolm was happy to put pen to paper
in response to a plea from the Portmoak Press editor for more
material.

Lochs and Castles (380 kilometres around Scotland)

Instead of the usual ‘how I did it’, | thought it might be

useful to reflect on some of the lessons that | learned on
a flight in June.
It looked like a good, but certainly not an excellent, day
with a 15 — 20 knot north westerly wind blowing and as |
had 117 (ASW 15) to myself, | thought it worth declaring
a target. At least it would give me something to work at
during the flight.

Previously | had flown west as far as Crianlarich and
north as far as Fordoun so, after glancing at the map, |
picked Inveraray Castle and Aboyne. | did not measure
it until later (380km). If | had, | might have chosen
differently to give either 350km or 400km. Lesson 1 —
flight planning is important.

Finding the first wave bar was easy. | followed a K8
out from the north-west face of Bishop Hill. He was
doing better than anyone else, and following him took
me to 10,000 ft. and up one bar to Balado. Lesson 2 —
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never let pride stop you following a humble low
performance glider.

The wave bars ran parallel to the Ochils and almost to
Balloch where they began to line up more north-south. |
topped up to 10,000 ft. again before jumping to Loch
Long. Down to 8,000 ft., then back to 13,000 ft. we went
— the best so far.

The cloud was much thicker now, and it was not
obvious how to progress. | flew along Loch Long and
then to Loch Goil, with almost no sink. Lesson 3 — follow
the lochs.

There was no easy way across to Loch Fyne so,
speed up to 100 kt, sink down to 6,000 ft. then back to
only 7,000 ft.. Inveraray Castle stood out well from the
eastern shore but the cloud sheet which stretched to
cover it from the Atlantic made a photograph from
behind impossible. Lesson 4 — don’t choose a turn point
on the upwind bank of a loch.

Coming back downwind was easy, although | would
have preferred to have had more than 500 ft of cloud
clearance. The Loch Long wave was just as good as
before and | topped up here before moving on to the
Trossachs.

I would have liked to have gone via Tyndrum but a
large cloud sheet made this impractical. | picked up
useful lift again at the bottom of Loch Lubnaig at about
7,000 ft. From now on, following the valleys (and clouds)
it got better as | went north until, and without turning, |
arrived at Loch Tay (11,000 ft.), then Pitlochry (17,000 ft.
with 5 kt up on the vario at 90 k).

The way to Aboyne was covered with a cloud sheet
again (Lesson 3 — again).

| would have preferred to hang around and wait for
improvement but it was obvious that the cloud was
winning and at least | could still see a gap where
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Aboyne ought to be, together with undulation in the
cloud leading there, indicating the valleys below.

I was lucky. The cloud had a small hole over Balmoral
Castle and stretching to the two small lochs near Dinnet.
Aboyne airfield, however, was under cloud and there
were no gliders to be seen. Lesson 5 — radio might be
useful.

There was no point in hanging around. There was no
wave and | still had 11,700 ft. The cloud stretched off to
the edge of the Grampians and this was the quickest
way out of trouble downwind to Kirriemuir. Fortunately
there was wave here and in easy jumps, all the way
home. Lesson 6 — get a complete weather forecast.
Flight time, six hours. Lesson 7 — You can only do this
sort of flight in summer. No way could | spend six hours
above 7,000 ft. in winter.

Malcolm Shaw

1979 almost ended in tragedy for one pilot. Bob Thomson, a
commercial artist from Edinburgh, had taken up gliding in the
middle of 1978. He recalled the story of his third solo flight for
Portmoak Press:

Portmoak airfield lay under a frozen blanket on 31°
December 1979. The time was 15:30 hours. Large
sheets of solid ice were all around the launch-point and
landing areas. Undaunted, we glider pilots took it in our
stride when lesser mortals would have stayed at home.

My sixth flight of the day — and my third solo — now
loomed up so | kept my ‘chute on and helped push the
K8 back to the launch point. Haste was all-important, as
we wanted to get this one in before the light faded. A
cable lay waiting and my small band of helpers were
eager to assist me.

In no time at all | was strapped in. A few words from
Jim Woodley, the instructor, then the canopy was closed
and locked, checks completed, cable attached and
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signals given. Fascinated, | watched as the cable
snaked tight, caught at an angle by a large piece of ice
over to port. This suddenly detached itself and shot
across the front of the K8. The cable jerked tight, the
glider lurched forward as the nose reared up and my
head jerked back against the headrest. Off we sped,
rumbling and bumping along the ground in my effort to
maintain some equilibrium.

After a longer than usual ground run, the K8 leapt into
the air and started climbing, rotating into an alarmingly
steep angle by 200ft. Speed rising, stick in forward
position, | eased back, only to push it further forward as
the angle became, to me, frighteningly steep. | was both
apprehensive and puzzled by now, halfway up, near
vertical and with the stick hard against the forward stop.

Was this just its natural mode? After all, | had
observed the ability of the K8 to climb steeply and break
cable in the hands of inexperienced pilots. My sum total
was just two previous circuits on type.

The glider and myself attained a more natural attitude
as we approached the top, and with a final check
outside to ascertain my position, 1,250ft on the clock, |
breathed again, put the nose down and pulled the
release knob.

Oh no! Just two little words but | will never be sure if |
said them out loud or not. Nobody need ever wonder
how to tell a cable hang up. | knew it on the first pull.
The second pull was instinctive, made all the more so by
a surge of fear. Looking back, | was too frightened to
panic. Everything went slowly after that. | remember
screaming at the cable release as | pumped away at it,
then coming around in a steep right hand turn fearing
that the cable might foul the lower wing.

| lost the clear vision panel when | pushed it shut and
it fell away clanking down the inside of the fuselage,
hitting me on the shoulder. As if to torment me further,
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the elevator control jammed. | managed to free it with a
swift to-and-fro movement on the stick. — a process to
be repeated several times accompanied by seizures of
panic.

After this initial turn, | levelled out and sat for a few
moments looking out at the view, pausing and thinking
some very personal thoughts of family and friends and
the Hogmanay revelry which had been laid on at home
that evening.

Brought back to reality by the elevator jamming again,
I realised that | would have to try and circle the winch —
so around | went again to the right. Sure enough, there
was the winch, tiny and lonely but | could see no sign of
the cable.

Straightening up, | flew on crosswind glancing
continuously down at the winch. | was now over the ash
runway and | decided, as | looked down at the deserted
clubhouse to my left, to move up that way with whatever
cable | had on board. As the elevator had not stuck for
some seconds | plucked up courage and around | went.
Straightening up on the clubhouse, the glider seemed to
settle down a bit, with fewer jerks and tugs.

The idea of a further crosswind backtrack now
seemed unnecessary, so | decided to try and land. |
could see my circuit plainly laid out in front of me. | was
on the downwind leg at about 500ft, there was my
crosswind leg from the clubhouse to the ash strip, a nifty
turn onto finals and a landing on the strip — remembering
to aim between the two frozen puddles on either side.
As | turned into wind my one remaining fear was that the
elevator might jam again or the cable foul, as | knew that
| must have been running short of play.

| watched the parked tug slip by under my port wing, |
touched down spot on between the two ice pools. Main
wheel and tailskid touched together, a smooth ground
run, brakes fully open and the stick right back. The K8
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stopped, stood poised for a few seconds then slowly
dipped her starboard wing, with a gentle “humph” then
all was quiet. It was one of the best landings | had ever
made and certainly the most satisfying.

| opened the canopy and leaned over the side,
puzzled to discover that the cable was not attached to
the belly hook after all. Taking a breather before
climbing out, | noticed the cars coming up the strip
towards me. Then | went cold as | saw the drogue ‘chute
laid out neatly behind the glider with the cable stretching
into the distance in a straight line. Only then did | realise
that the cable had back released on the ground run at
take-off and wound itself around the main-wheel axle.

| had been launched by the main-wheel, hence the
steep angle of climb.

Back at the clubhouse, reports were written with
special emphasis on the bashing that the controls had
taken. Martin Grant took my statement and | signed it,
being incapable of writing or drinking coffee, which | was
spilling copiously from my shaking hand. After that, |
seemed to remember buying the winch driver, who
saved my life, a small whisky.

To conclude, we found the clear vision panel on the
airfield and also a small tear in the canvas of the
fuselage under the tailplane, where it could conceivably
have come out after having temporarily jammed the
elevator. I, for one, will be careful when closing a panel
again.

Warning to ground handlers! At no time did it become
obvious on the ground run that | had over-run the cable.
So be warned, it worries me a little that it happens in a
split second and if your attention is distracted .....! Wing
tip holders, appreciate your responsibility here, and
signallers too.
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Whatever has happened to the good idea of the
plastic tubing around the trace rope to keep it straight?
Not lost | hope?

One more thing, | feel lucky to have had a switched-
on winch driver who knew what to do — and did it, a
good aircraft, a good briefing, an unflappable nature and
the good sense to have listened to all my instructors in
the past. The rest will be just fear, sweat, a certain
amount of native skill and a strong desire to survive.

My special thanks go to the instructors of Portmoak
who by their dedication, expertise and patience were
responsible for this happy ending. | make special
mention of the following instructors that | have flown
with: Jim Wales, Jimmy Hempseed, Malcolm Shaw, Roy
Surtees, Roy Howse, Mike Mundy, Valerie Peddie,
George Peddie, Andrew Wood, Andy Penswick, Terry
Slater, Jim Woodley, Martin Grant, Bob Lyndon. Also a
special thanks to those instructors whom | have not
flown with but who have passed on much good advice

Bob Thomson

The following item was written by Andrew Bain
following his flight “sometime during the seventies”:

This is a recollection from those far-off days when
gliders were still only gliders and the Russians were still
seen to be a considerable threat during the years of the
Cold War.

| had reached the stage when | was beginning to be
told that it was time that | tried for my Silver distance,
and | was instructed — in the unsophisticated guidance
of the times — to look out for a good south-west wind; to
grab a club K6 by being early on the daily flying list, and
to make straight for Arbroath. Well, the good sw wind
never seemed to arrive when | was at Portmoak, but on
one day in June a warm southerly did arrive, producing
thermals on the south face of Bishop Hill, and off | went.
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My luck and the thermals held until | came nearer to
the east coast, when a sea breeze killed them off but, by
then, | was in sight of Arbroath Airfield. In the peace and
calm of still air | flew on, stupidly ignoring a large, freshly
cut hay field by the side of the main road. | had been
told to go to Arbroath — remember. What | had not been
told was that the airfield was occupied by Marine
Commandos and the Angus Gliding Club only had
permission to use the site at weekends. So here | was,
on a Wednesday, landing right in the middle of a
sensitive military area.

One army truck and two soldiers later, | was inside
the guardhouse where | tried to explain the reason for
my unauthorised presence in the usual gliding terms:
“50K, Portmoak to Arbroath, Silver distance and so on.
The increasingly glazed eyes of the corporal in charge
suggested that | was not helping him in producing an
entry for his log that would satisfy his superiors. Then
his face cleared, he had found the answer, and |
gratefully accepted it as a way out.

So there it remains; a rather odd entry that records
the unauthorised landing of a K6 from Portmoak in the
middle of a Marine Commando depot — because of
“engine failure”.
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Chapter 12
1980 — 1983
Over The Channel to France

1980 started off well at Portmoak. On the 18" of April, Dave
Benton took his Nimbus-2 to 36,100 ft. in wave to the NW of
Portmoak to claim the UK Absolute Altitude record and, with a
gain of height of 33,600 ft., the British National Gain of Height
record.

Back on the ground, discussions had begun with the local
hang glider brigade over the sharing of airspace around Bishop
Hill. As this relatively new sport was becoming more and more
popular, there were ever-increasing numbers of hang gliders
appearing above the west facing slopes of Bishop. After
considerable discussion, a trial agreement was reached for a
more controlled situation on the hill.

Andrew Wood, the CFlI for the previous two years,
announced that he was heading for America to take up an
appointment in Minneapolis, and was replaced, as CFl, by
Graham Smith. Another official to stand down in 1980 was
treasurer Peter Copeland — he was replaced by John Hamilton.
Bob Jones, later to become CFl in 2000, had a narrow escape
at the end of August. Bob takes up the story:

In my logbook there is a brief entry dated 30 August 1980
which says:

“Spin from approximately 200ft to ground. P1 David Walker
K13 written off. Cable break at 400ft. Completed recovery
and started approach to the aerotow strip. P1 took control to
land at launch point. Glider spun after final turn.”

| had taken up gliding some years before at Lasham while at
University but had stopped while | got myself established
living and working in Glasgow. About 12 months before this
incident | had joined the SGU and gone solo a few weeks
later. On the day of the accident David Walker, a full cat
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instructor, and | were planning to start work on my Bronze C.
I had almost completed my first 50 solos.

I arrived at Portmoak for the weekend on the Friday night
and had discussed my plans with David and he agreed to fly
with me and see how things went. | didn’t know at the time
that although David was an experienced instructor he had
done very little flying in the previous 12 months.

The following morning dawned with strong winds and heavy
rain. Being keen, | put my name down for the morning ballot.
| need to explain that in those days the ballot was
considered the fairest way of setting out a flying list. Many
people arrived early to start flying, but instead of simply
putting your name on the list, we put our names into a ballot
and the list was made in order of the names drawn. An
unlucky draw could mean you didn't fly that day. | was
fortunate, my name came out first and | was at the top of the
flying list!

At about 10 am the rain stopped but there was still very a
strong north wind. This can be a very turbulent wind
direction due to the hills to the north of the airfield. The
launch point was set up approximately where the south end
of the new hangar is now. The winch was on the opposite
side of the airfield on the northern boundary. This gave us a
good into wind launch but the length of the winch run was
short.

After a bit of a struggle in the strong wind we manhandled a
K13 to the launch point. David and | strapped ourselves in. |
knew it was going to be rough and | made my harness extra
tight.

| had control of the glider and as the launch began and it
was immediately obvious that the launch was going to be
even rougher than | had imagined. At about 300 ft there was
a huge gust and the airspeed increased dramatically. At this
point | had a choice, either release the cable and take my
chances with little altitude and the turbulence, or continue
the launch. | chose to continue and raised the nose of the
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glider to try to reduce the speed (not recommended
practice).

Perhaps not realising how high the airspeed was David
grabbed the stick and pushed it forward. | think he created
some slack in the cable because a few seconds later the
rope jerked tight and there was a very loud bang. Even at
that time | was a veteran of many failed launches and this
was the loudest cable break | had ever heard. | thought at
the time that the cable-hook must have been torn out of the
glider! | was still flying the glider so | nosed down into a
landing attitude. We were about 400 ft. | judged that we
couldn’t land ahead. Even with the strong headwind there
Jjust wasn'’t enough field left with the short north-south launch
run.

In view of the conditions | decided the best thing to do was
land with as few turns as possible. We were a little north of
the farm track. | turned left up the north field planning to turn
into wind as far as possible before landing. Just as | opened
the airbrakes David shouted that he was taking control. He
turned left again taking us back towards the launch point. As
the glider went rapidly downwind the turbulence increased. |
was monitoring the airspeed and had noticed that we were
down to 46 Kt. As | was drawing breath to warn David about
the speed the glider flicked over to the left in a fully
developed spin at about 300 ft.

| knew that a crash was inevitable and that | was unlikely to
survive. It was a grim moment and | could only hope that it
wasn'’t going to hurt too much. The ground came spiralling
upwards and | saw the people at the launch point staring
transfixed. There was very little sensation of speed or g
force. | saw a grey patch directly below. Instinctively |
assumed the brace position best | could. | brought my fists
up to protect my face and head, arms and elbows fogether
to protect my body, and drew my ft back until they were
touching the seat.
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blood dnpping from my chin onto the top of the glider. | felt
as though someone had hit me in the face with a cricket bat.
By this time the people from the launch point had arrived
and they helped us off the glider and | limped a few yards
before being pushed to the ground. As | sat down the pain
from my head and left leg found its way through my
amazement that | was still alive. That’s when | realised that
our lives had been saved by a small pond just over the
boundary fence to the west of where the new hangar is now.
The glider had landed with one wing on the bank, and with
the fuselage and other wing in the water. Until moments
before, | had no idea the pond was even there.

It turned out that my injuries were minor cuts to the head
caused by Perspex splinters from the canopy (the surgeon
had to dig a couple of bits out), and a leg injury probably
caused by impact with switches on the instrument panel.
Fortunately no bones were broken.

After spending an interesting 24 hours at the Kirkcaldy
Victoria | returned to Portmoak and the following day | flew
with Ross Jones, our then full time tug pilot, in the Supercub.
About a month later having recovered from my injuries and
with help and encouragement from lan Dandie and Simon
Macintosh | restarted flying solo again. It was another 6
months before | finally got my bronze C thanks to John
Henry!

In the years that followed | have been privileged to become
an instructor myself. | have enjoyed my flying and I've
encouraged other people to enjoy our fantastic sport. | hope
very much that this story doesn’t put you off flying and
perhaps you can learn a few useful lessons from it.

The technical brigade was hard at work over the summer
and a new retrieve winch — using a Rover engine - was brought
into service in August 1980. As if that wasn’t enough, the new
North aero-tow strip was also declared operational. First to
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make use of these new facilities was Jimmy Luke, who ‘popped
down to Doncaster’ to claim his 300km.

September saw the SGU host a National Competition to help
raise funds for the World Championship team. Two members of
the team — Chris Garton & Chris Rollings — came to Portmoak
to take part in the competition but Mr Rollings bit off more than
he could chew — as reported in the Feb-Mar ’81 issue of the

S&G:

A Load of Bull

“A Reluctant gliding correspondent” tells of a wager
which doesn’t make happy reading for vegetarians or
anyone concerned about cholesterol.

Landing in a field is bad enough. Landing in a field full
of cows is worse. But the ultimate folly must be to land in
a Scottish field, in a tasty Skylark, when that field is
already occupied by a large brown and white bull who
fancies a change of diet.

Such was Chris Rollings’ predicament during the Kitty
Comp at Portmoak. Fortunately, glider pilots are not
easily intimidated and Chris is no exception. Climbing
boldly from the cockpit, he looked Angus straight in the
eye and asked him politely to withdraw. Angus looked
back inquiringly at this Sassenach Icarus and,
undeterred, continued to nibble a wingtip. Delicious.

What would have become of the SGU’s aircraft had
not the farmer turned up at this moment is difficult to
say. Fortunately, farmer McTavish is a practical man. He
assessed the situation at a glance, promised assistance
and disappeared, only to return in the fullness of time
(and several inches of aileron later) with a long stick
from the end of which protruded a six-inch nail.

Thus armed, and no doubt pondering the advances of
modern technology in the field of cattle control, Chris
continued to thwart Angus’s attempts at sampling the
tailplane pending the arrival of the cavalry. On reflection,
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Mike Carlton and the motley crew who arrived to rescue
Chnis do scant justice to the term cavalry — that brave
body of men who slayed the Redskin, persuaded the
Confederates to abandon UDI, and are forever galloping
over the horizon at the last minute on BBC1 ... | digress.
Arrive they did, rescue Chris and the Skylark they did,
and then occurred the bet which is the real subject of
this interminable twaddle.

After the usual exchange of pleasantries between a
glider-pilot-stuck-in-a-field-with-a-bull and a glider-pilot-
turned-crew-on-the-right-side-of-the-fence-who-finds-
comedy-in-the-situation, Mike and Chris got round to
discussing Angus. Big brown and white Angus. Big
edible Angus. “You couldn’t eat a bull that size.” “Bet |
could.” “Bet you couldnt.” “Bet | could.” “How long do
you reckon it would take you?” “Eat the whole lot in less
than a year.” “Bet you couldn't.” “Bet | could.” “In less
than a year? How about raw?” “Bet | could — in less than
a year, and raw.” “You're on.” “How much?”

So there it was — the wager. Mike would buy Angus
and Chris would eat him, raw, within a year. If Chris
succeeded, Mike would pay £500 to the British Team
Fund (a noble cause) and a further £500 to Chris (a less
noble cause, probably with chronic indigestion). If Chris
scoffed the lot in less than a year, then a sliding scale of
payments designed to deter Mike from making other
such bets in the future would come into force. If Chris
failed to consume Angus within the year, he would pay
£500 to the Biritish Gliding Fund.

In due course, poor Angus, whose only crime was
being in the wrong place at the wrong time, was
butchered and his deep frozen remains brought to
Booker in neat little parcels. With due pomp and
ceremony, and not a little alcohol, at a party in the
clubhouse on November 22, 1980, Chris ate his first
plate of steak tartare and so began a task more
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daunting, some would say, than that embarked upon by
the unwitting Angus when he first bit that Skylark in a
Scottish field.

There must be a moral there somewhere.

The trials of the cable retrieve winch were not going well,
and by Easter 1981 it was agreed to scrap the system and start
work on a “Cable Laying” winch. The club two-seater fleet, at
the start of 1981, consisted of two T21s, two K13s and a
Bocian. Amongst the ever growing stable of privately owned
single seater gliders at Portmoak was Tom Docherty’s Nimbus
2, and on June 16™ he flew it to Cambridge, then on 16"
August flew 617km to the Kent Gliding Club site at Challock.

The cable laying winch was soon completed and such was
the improved launch rate that the club employed two
professional winch drivers - Dennis Brown and Phil Morley —
who provided seven day cover. Club members were so
impressed with the cable-laying winch, that they ordered a
second one!

The 11" October provided some interesting flights when a
strong wave system set itself up over the site. A number of
pilots were presented with an excellent photo opportunity when
they looked down and saw Concorde flying at 7,000 ft starting
its run in to a flypast at a local air show.

The year ended with the usual award ceremony; Brian
Scougall was presented with the Club Championship cup and
George Lee — by now a three times Open Class World Gliding
Champion — was made an Honorary Life Member.

1982 started off well with Easter wave providing 20 badge
claims for Gold or Diamond heights. No sooner had these epic
flights been made when word came through that the C.AA.
were planning a new airway - to route aircraft between
Edinburgh/Glasgow and Aberdeen - directly overhead
Portmoak. The B.G.A. and SGU joined forces and, with the
support of local M.P. Bill Walker, a Parliamentary lobby was
planned.
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Summer and Autumn flying was curtailed somewhat while
the Mossmorran gas pipeline was laid under the ash strip, and
all flying was by aerotow. This enforced lay off of the winch
equipment was seen as an ideal opportunity to completely
overhaul the winch equipment, ready for the following year.

1983 saw a refurbishment of the clubhouse bedrooms with
new divan beds, comfy chairs, heating and carpets!

On the flying front, Jimmy Luke became the first pilot to gain
all three Diamond badges from Portmoak. On his way to claim
his Diamond distance, he flew in company with Andy Penswick
and they both landed at Syerston to claim their badges on 27"
June.

Tom Docherty was limbering up for greater things later in the
year when he completed two 500 Km flights on consecutive
days (26™ & 27th June). In August, Tom completed 666 Km to
fly from Lasham, across the Channel, to the south side of
Paris. This epic flight was recorded in the S&G at the end of
1983:

Tom’s Channel Crossing

The forecast at Lasham for Wednesday August 3°
promised good conditions for a longish flight although poorer
conditions would affect that area north of Northampton. Alan
Purnell was busy preparing for a 600 Km. triangle but found
time to discuss conditions and the anticipated cloud base
which by his quick, and as | found out later, accurate
calculation would be of the order of 4000 ft. Not surprisingly
my thoughts turned to that elusive prospect. A higher cloud
base would be a distinct advantage for the Channel
crossing. It made good sense to extend the track to Dover
by going northwards round the London TMA. With the clag
forecast at Northampton | declared Cambridge Airport which,

" if achieved, would take me conveniently on to the track
previously followed in attempts from Portmoak.

| was in line for a launch about 10:30 a.m. with Alan
Purnell and Chris Lovell already airborne and reporting weak
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but soarable conditions. The tug pilot was briefed and
everything looked rosy. Too good to be true. Then followed
two abortive launches. Well | never, that hadn’t happened
before!

Third time lucky, but to my dismay | was being launched
by a different tug pilot. It is rarely very good when you don't
get what you want! | was losing out on the launch height of
2000ft. with nothing in sight locally, so | burnt my boats,
pressed on northwards and ended up using some low level
smoke — what a start! Fortunately | scrambled out of that
hole fairly quickly and was soon climbing back to launch
height.

| skirted Booker and Dunstable both eagerly launching
their morning queues. Conditions were firming up very nicely
by now and | was anticipating seeing RAF Henlow which
was hosting the Inter-Service