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YOUR CLUB,

YOUR MEETING

YOUR SAY!


CLUB WRAP
· Some time ago the committee implemented a no policy on the airfield except in designated areas.  This in compliance with more contemporary thinking but also in adherence to the Bushfires Act which specifically bans smoking in the open under some circumstances (did you know that under this act it is also an offence to throw a cigarette butt out of a car during the prescribed season?).  The only designated smoking area on the air field is the lawn at the side of the club house.
· Be aware that random breath testing is now a reality and can happen at any time to any person involved in the operation of aircraft..
· We recently enjoyed the company of Steve Clements from Townsville.  Steve and his wife, Deena, spent a fortnight at the club, flying on the weekends and touring around on the non flying days.  We have to admire his style, or despair at his navigational skills; they left Townsville to go to Darwin and finished up here.  With luck we may see him down this way again with Golf Echo Xray, which he  bought in November, in tow.
MEMBER PROTECTION POLICY

While there have been some changes to the implementation date of this policy on a state level, it may be argued that it would be prudent to continue at a club level.  This will ensure the Balaklava Gliding club continues as a forward thinking club.  Of course, only the committee can decide if we do continue down this path rather than wait for it to be mandated
Who does this policy cover and who is responsible?
The policy covers everyone in the club!  While primarily aimed at those under 18, the protection of all club members is a concern whether it be to prevent bullying, harassment of any type, and discrimination of any type. While this sounds sinister and intrusive it is not as bad as it appears, nor is it going to intrude into the normal workings of the club, unless there is a good reason for that to happen.

Any member who has reason to feel uncomfortable with any behaviour, approach, or contact by any person has justifiable reason to approach the Member Protection Officer with those concerns.  This might be on a personal level but it also means that a person may approach the MPO on behalf of another; it can even be with out the subject being aware this has happened.
Once the MPO has been notified of any concerns there is a number of sequential steps to be taken culminating in the state MPO being contacted.  It is important to remember two things; the absolute guarantee of confidentiality, and that the MPO is not in any different position, except as a contact, than any other member.
Responsibility for reporting any concern falls on the shoulders of everyone.  If you see or hear anything which may lead you to believe that some one, particularly those under 18, is at risk, it should be raised with the MPO.  That then is the limit of the responsibility of individuals and the MPO will then carry your concern through to a conclusion.
The reality of this is it is no different than what has happened in the past where fair minded and decent people gather; that is, in the unlikely event something untoward happens, or seems to happen, then the line is drawn (perhaps a simplistic and optismistic view).  What is different now is there is an identified person, the MPO, to approach. 

The issue of who requires a clearance will be discussed at a later date

MEMBERS MURMURINGS
END OF AN ERA AT THE FLINDERS
 

Sadly, it looks like the annual Flinders Camps are no longer possible, at least not as we once enjoyed in our own campsite on Arkapeena Station, since the property has been sold to the owners of Rawnsley Park.
 

Just reflecting on events over the years if my memory is correct it started in 1981, when we camped next to the creek just west of the present Rawnsley Park Caravan Park when the former owner arranged for us to use a portable dunny he carted to the creek and a tap for bore water.
 

The owner was a Nobes, the father of Paul Nobes, who was a SA cricketer and he reserved this site for us each year and only members of the Balaklava Gliding Club were allowed to camp there.  He visited us each night in his old Valiant and sat around the campfire with us before collecting the dunny bucket which he put on the front seat next to him for the bumpy trip back to the park - choice!
 

I believe the previous year, 1980, the Dammerels, Gollins, and Bennys, camped along  Moralana Scenic Route and realised the potential for the Gliding Club.
 

In the first camp we joined the Adelaide Soaring Club and used their tug for launching out of a very minimal patch just over the creek about halfway between the camp and the southern edge of the Pound.  The tug had to return to Gawler near the end of our stay and - you guessed it - there was a giant lenticular over the area almost all day and our gliders had no means of getting into the air.
 

We eventually met up with Alan and Stephen Gregory in the late 80's and they were happy for us to use their airstrip which was initially prepared by the army and also to camp on their property with use of bore water which we carted from their tank further up the creek, and we built ourselves a portable shower with water heated from a bucket on the campfire and dug a hole for the toilet longdrop.
 

The campfires were something to behold with plenty of dry gums in easy reach and we certainly didn't economise. Eventually we needed more big timber and as Wal Magor had done a course on explosives and Bevan Spencer being a farmer was entitled to a supply of materials for the making of Nitropill it was soon raining BIG TIMBER!
 

About 500 metres from our camp was a huge dead gum that needed our attention - so the chainsaw brigade cut deep holes into each side of the trunk and then proceeded to fill with explosives.  As the gum was about 50 feet high we didn't want it to nearly fall so they stuffed in more of the pink stuff and then everyone took cover for the bang of the century.
 

For the newer members refer to the photo in the clubrooms of the actual explosion where timber went in all directions and thankfully nobody was injured but one piece went through the side of Noel and Norma Dammerel's caravan from about 400 feet away.  This was becoming an annual event where Wal blew up rabbit burrows and on another occasion a stone broke a back window of Noel's favorite Holden panel van.  This, thankfully, put an end to the explosive era before someone was injured.
 

The Gregory twins - I'm still not sure of telling them apart - were extremely generous in building a  flushing toilet block with water being gravity fed from the bore and hot water from a 44-gallon drum heated from a ready supply of old native pine posts to supply the shower.  They also built a shelter shed with rainwater tank attached that was also used by tourists on other occasions.
 

So, for the later members of our club you have missed some great times and flying experiences on the Chase Range and the Wilpena Pound, but perhaps some other site will eventuate.  I believe it is planned this year to join the Bordertown club for a camp at the same time as we intended to go to the Flinders.
 

Dene Newton.
 

 

 

 

JoeyGlide ’08 (from a crewer’s perspective)

Gliding can be taken up by anyone of any age.  What you do with it after that is up to you; some people want to fly competitively and some just want to fly.

Competitions involve money, and (for the novice) flying with experienced people.  To fly against only low-hours people, one might organise a novice competition, setting short tasks.  Those without money might reasonably be juniors, wishing to have a good crack at the major league but without the means to do so.

Enter JoeyGlide.  A fun competition for anyone under 26, and reasonably cheap (launches notwithstanding!) and otherwise all the hallmarks of a major comp.  And the chance for the top players to represent Oz at world-class junior events.  Since they’re not competing against the top brass, anyone can win.

Colin and Eric have been competing for a few years now, their first was at Leeton at the end of 2006 where Colin flew Grant’s Pik20 and Eric got coaching from Ingo Renner in an IS28.  Last year was at Gawler, where Colin flew the Pik again and Eric competed for real in his first-ever competition in the Hornet.  Everyone knows what happened during that comp, courtesy of Colin’s Whisper articles and Eric’s hilarious rebuttal (sibling rivalry at its finest) after their separation from each other by a margin not even carbon nanotechnology could get through.  They’d be back for more.

They were.  JoeyGlide has just finished at Benalla, at the home of the Gliding Club of Victoria, host to the World comps of 1987.  I crewed for Colin who flew the Mozzie (which by the way has made a very quiet entrance to the Balak club!) and Ulrich crewed for Eric who flew the Hotnet.

We all started out from Balak on 2nd December, departing early, to arrive at Benalla that evening.  Before that, however, we had some setting-up to do in the Mozzie, such as with the new B500 vario which plays nice tunes and has a lot of impressive lights on it, and even tells you which way to turn by dint of providing vario tones through two speakers in stereo, not just one, and we’d also got an EW logger, and then ripped out the old B100 from the glider as it was now superseded.  Sorting out all the connections between the various instruments took a lot of ground-work, with great assistance from Dave Lawley (thanks, Dave!!) and technical information which didn’t seem to be in user manuals and was got instead over the phone.  (We got it all working the night before we were due to leave!)

Had no problems getting to Benalla, but then trying to find the airfield was rendered slightly tricky by the street layout not seeming to correspond with my Google Maps printouts.  Eventually, by accident, we found the airfield which is actually very prominent.  Dropped the gliders off somewhere and then pitched the tents out the back.

3 Dec.  Rigged the gliders and then experimented with the area.  Shortish flights only, as no one wanted to experiment with an unfamiliar area by doing a 500, even if the weather had been up to it.  Colin had only a circuit in the Mozzie.

4 Dec.  Day before the practice day.  Colin was crook, so I flew the Mozzie.  The airfield’s right next to the town, and in fact their aerotow pattern deliberately avoids the town itself.  Got one circuit, then a decent flight.  There’s a wood-chip factory nearby which the locals tell us is always a source of good thermals – well, for everyone except me.

Later that day there’s no Internet access.  Turns out all of Benalla is affected – some major component has failed somewhere, one that’s not easily replaced.

5 Dec.  Practice day.  Benalla – Peechelba – Numurkah – Glenrowan – Benalla.  Scratch distance around 220 k’s, min 128, max 326, 2½ hours AAT.  Most people got around.  Colin outlanded 10 km away on the return leg though, so we shot out there and got him.  He phoned his GPS coordinates to me and it was child’s-play then to find him.

6 Dec.  Day 1 of the comp.  All the details of tasks, scores and placings are on their website www.joeyglide.com.au but for those without internet connections I’ll just steal that info from there anyway.  Task was Nillahcootie – Corowa – Shepparton – Glenrowan.  Scratch 340 km or so, min 159, max 500-odd.  Time 3 hours.  Half the field landed out, half got back, and one suffered the ignominy of a failure in his only logger (no backup logger).  Eric was one of those who landed out.  Colin was 4th out of 14.

Once Colin’s back, I tried to get a logger trace off the Flarm.  Nothing doing – no traces recorded.  A phone call to Swift Avionics (who are now agent for Flarm) elicits the info that a firmware upgrade is necessary, so I downloaded the right version and then applied it.  Or tried to.  The upgrade process failed, and so did the recovery process which was to be used if the first one didn’t work.  Now the Flarm doesn’t work at all.

7 Dec.  Day 2.  Walbundrie – Yarrawonga – Glenrowan.  Min distance 172, max 393.  Time 3 hours.  Everyone got around nicely, Colin in 6th place and Eric in 9th.  Overall, Colin’s in 4th and Eric in 8th.  So much for the 0.1 gap from the last JoeyGlide, that’s now been smashed into oblivion.  We’ve borrowed another Flarm for the Mozzie.

While they’re away I have time to do a few more things on the laptop.  The Internet’s finally back up too – earlier than expected.  Someone did well.

Dinner for us that night was delayed somewhat when Ulrich’s gas bottle ran out halfway through doing the steaks.  And nobody in Benalla seems to refill – they’re all swap-and-go!  It’s Sunday too…

8 Dec.  It rained.  Nothing doing except sightseeing locally by other than glider.  Or more stuff on the laptop.  Or eight-ball.

9 Dec.  Day 3.  The weather had improved, along with everything else.  Except for the disaster which was to follow.  Rennie – Walbundrie.  A straight speed task this time, distance 253.3 km, in whatever time you could manage.  For this task, every pilot had a SPOT transceiver/monitor, which is a device which sends its position to a satellite which then collects all such transmissions and then sends the lot to an earth-bound receiver, which in turn then sends all this to any PC running Google Earth in conjunction with a suitable script or software.  This allows tracking of all such devices.  Its disadvantage is that it updates only every 10 minutes or so, so you don’t get live action, but it’s still heaps better than nothing.  It certainly lets you see who’ll be first over the fence, screaming on in.

Two landed out – one of them only 11 km away on the way out – and one didn’t fly.  Everyone else got around.  The results, however, don’t quite show this – Colin had unfortunately mis-programmed the turnpoints into the PDA and left a 5-km radius around each point instead of the required 0.5 km, with the result that he turned short of each one and was awarded a photo outlanding at the first point.  The rest of the flight – which was one of his best! – was null and void.  He came in 11th and Eric was 7th.  Overall, Colin’s slipped to 10th and Eric is now 8th.

The laptop can go hang – the SPOT tracking is much more interesting.

Swift Avionics couldn’t really help with the Flarm.  Later on, I was to find out the real problem.

10 Dec.  Day 4.  Today’s good, but there’s a heap of gunk coming in; it’s already dropping on Adelaide.  Dookie – Peechelba – Nillahcootie.  Another racing task, distance 206.7 km.  Again, the SPOT system is used.  Colin’s desperate to make up on lost ground, he needs at least 280 points more than Eric on this one flight to have any hope of beating him.  Eric’s just as desperate to make sure that doesn’t happen.

One pilot outlanded and two didn’t start.  The other 11 got around, including both Colin and Eric.  Colin was going to come screaming in low over the finish, for me to take pictures of him, but he found masses of sink on the final approach, and he had to slow right up.  He wasn’t 300 points ahead of Eric on the day, though, only 100.

Colin was 5th on the day, and Eric 9th.

Again the SPOT system’s more interesting than anything I might do on the laptop.

The rain’s forecast to start around midnight or a bit later.

On the ground, I’ve shown our dead Flarm to the contest director, Heath L’Estrange, who apparently used to help build these things in the early days.  He’s noticed that the baro pressure sensor has some pins shorted together, as if by a soldering defect.  That definitely doesn’t look right, so he pulled a known good unit apart to confirm.  Perhaps this is the reason why the Flarm won’t be upgraded.  Fixed the soldering problem – I had a complete set of tools with me – and tried upgrading again.  No dice – but we did at least get the Flarm talking to the laptop.  Further experimentation, on a hunch, shows that the Flarm upgrade/interface tool doesn’t like my laptop.  It’s fine with everyone else’s – just not mine.  Eventually my laptop upgraded the Flarm OK, but it was touch-and-go.

But I still couldn’t see any traces.  Stuck the Flarm in the car and drove around.  Still no traces, nor any trace of them (excuse the pun).  Then it comes to me – the laptop’s communicating with the Flarm at the wrong speed.  I try again, at what I think is the right speed.  Now there are lots of traces!

My laptop still wouldn’t retrieve them.  It required someone else’s laptop to do the job.  But the Flarm’s now fully operational!

11 Dec.  The rain held off until just after dawn.  The weather forecast is for garbage.  No task.  We’d elected to box both the Mozzie and the Hornet the previous day; a wise decision as it turned out as the following day was written off to rain also, and the day after that we’d be leaving.  Rain the whole day that day, and the camping area turned into a quagmire.  The fine silted mud stuck to everything.

12 Dec.  Rain, and more of it.  JoeyGlide has now finished, except for those who wanted to try thermals to 500 ft in strong winds.  Overall, Eric’s in 7th place and Colin’s 9th.  What might have been…

Colin and I had heard that the weather might be bad enough for snow to drop on nearby Mt Buller, so we drove up there.  There wasn’t any, but the drive there was nice – well, different.

That evening is the JoeyGlide dinner and presentation.  The theme is fancy-dress, preferably something bought from the local op-shop or Vinnie’s.  I didn’t bother, but I did have my skydiving gear with me, on the off-chance that I might manage a jump out of a glider, or at nearby Nagambie if both time and weather permitted.  So that was pretty sensational, but the prize for best- (or worst-!) dressed was Adam Webb in a wedding dress, followed closely by Kiwi in something hardly less outrageous.  Colin went as a surfing bum, and Eric sported a double-breasted jacket which was in fact very respectable but was slightly too narrow for his broad shoulders (it fitted Colin perfectly, who then looked even worse with the jacket, loud board-shorts, tank-top and no shoes).  Adam Henderson’s effort defied description, it was some sort of gold or brass-coloured iridescent outfit which could in its previous incarnation have been a woman’s suit.  Others were equally outrageous, compared with which the skydiving suit, by the end of the evening, hardly rated a mention.

Overall, then, 4 flying days out of 7, which seems to be par for the course at JoeyGlide.  None has yet been blessed with more soaring days than that since its inception 5 years ago!  Overall results: Nathan Johnson won again (he’s very good).  Best-placed in his first JoeyGlide was Adam Henderson (who, like Eric who won last year, was a coachee in the previous year).

The evening celebrations continued well into the morning, and Colin and Eric staggered back to their tent around 4 am, which boded interestingly for our planned 6 am start.  Eric actually appeared reasonably sprightly at breakfast the following morning and helped with cleaning both dirt and Colin out of their tent.  Colin’s cheery good-morning actually consisted of an unintelligible grunt.

The journey back started nearly two hours later than planned – somehow packing up after a trip like this always takes longer than anticipated.  Eventually we’re off – Colin yawning his head off.  Later on, I’m playing James Bond themes on the car player, and Colin drops right off.  Then I switch to a classical symphony which lasts 53 minutes, and Colin’s out like a light.  Now I can switch to classical organ music, which I play with impunity and gay abandon, knowing that no one’s in a position to object.  In fact, to wake Colin up I have to play a loud piece at nearly full volume, then Colin wakes up wondering what earthquake he’s in.

We all have dinner at the Stirling pub, then we’re off to Balak to drop off trailers, then back home around midnight.  It’s been a long day.
I must’ve done all the right things crewing for Colin, who thanked me for it all.
Thus endeth JoeyGlide ’08, another good-fun-filled competition with enough days to constitute a full competition and a good result.  I guess Colin’s learnt the mistake and won’t make it again.  I’ll just have to make sure that I don’t make the same mistake at the forthcoming State Comp.
Postscript 14 Jan 09 – I’ve found the real reason for the Flarm/PC failure – the laptop (which runs Vista) uses a USB-serial converter for the Flarm’s serial output, and this component doesn’t work in one of the laptop’s USB ports but it does work in another!  Full functionality is restored…Andrew Horton
The Whitwarta Whisper; do we need it? 
To produce this journal is not an easy job, but it is not that difficult either.  It is frustrating and dis-appointing, yet it is very satisfying at the same time.  It is time consuming in this era of time consuming activities.

To get it done as a worthwhile and interesting publication requires the input of others or there is a risk of it becoming an indulgence.

Requests have been made many times for articles to include in the Whisper.  It is interesting, yet not surprising, that there is only a hard core of contributors with the risk of those people being over exposed thus subject to negative comments. (to those people I offer my grateful thanks). An example of this, on a national scale, is Emilis Pregaulskas’ articles in that silly magazine.  How many of us have made negative comments of his writings?  I have, yet how many submissions have I made?

How relevant is the Whisper in this era of electronic illusionary communication?  Most things included in the Whisper are already on the internet so why should there be another version hidden some where in the ether?  Why should there be a hard copy of irrelevant or repeated information?  In fact it is hard to know who wants what; hard copy or electronic.  Get it wrong and you hear about it.

Should the Whitwarta Whisper continue?  Yes, I believe it should, at least for the fore see-able future.  For this to happen the person charged (either this writer or another; your choice at the AGM) with producing this journal, will need help.  Why should it continue?  This is our most reliable record of our history although it has failed in that regard in the latter years.  Where is the record of that first solo, or the new member or that outstanding flight; even the stuff up?

Your club, your journal, your help.  Your choice.     T Lacey
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	September 30th to 6th Oct
	Bordertown
trip
	See Dene Newton’s article.  The annual trek has taken a 180 degree turn

	Nov 14th 
	Annual Dinner
	Details to be advised

	26th Dec to 6th Jan (TBC)
	Coaching week
	The Flinders have gone so grab the chance to have a look at the river while it is still there!

Great flying and socialising.


Please note that while every effort is made to keep this calendar accurate and up to date there may be the occasional change or correction at short notice.
July August 2009








Tim lacey
Page 7
14/08/2009

