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	FROM THE EDITORS DESK

 Next issue should see a report of the Flinders trip and a report from the AGM which about 30 members attended, this number being about average for the past few years

Having been in Whyalla in the last few weeks I have had a chance to ponder the lack of gliding in the Iron Triangle, given the much larger population and arguably better conditions.

It again highlights the good work done in the early days when setting up our club, and the subsequence efforts by those following; either on the committee or by enthusiastic participants in general club activities.  

At the AGM we had a chance to greet one of those stalwarts of the past when Alan Powell arrived in the afternoon and stayed for the evening.


CFI

Low Level (Competition) Finishes
As you may have heard, the GFA has recently released an Operations Directive on "Low Level Finish Pilot Endorsements" (OD 1/06) as a result of new rules negotiated with and now endorsed by CASA.

In short, the new rules - under certain conditions - allow a glider to descend below 500ft AGL within 5km of an airfield with sufficient kinetic energy to enable the pilot to convert energy into height for a safe circuit entry and landing.

Pilots wanting to perform such a “competition finish” must meet the prescribed training and assessment conditions and be authorised through a corresponding logbook endorsement by a Level 2 or higher rated Instructor who is current in the procedure.

Previously, per GFA Operational Regulation 9.11(b) (iii), this manoeuvre was only permitted when finishing in CASA approved competitions. The problem with this was that there were no rules to allow a pilot to legally practice low level finishes. So, a rule-abiding pilot would perform their first low-level finish at a competition, while fatigued at the end of a long cross-country task, sharing airspace with many other pilots doing the same thing, with no experience and no guidance as to the proper decision-making process required to do it safely.

Consequently, many pilots in the past chose not to be rule abiding, and performed these manoeuvres during regular gliding operations, generally known as "beat-ups". And while these are spectacular and exhilarating events to onlookers and the pilot, they take a great deal of skill, exceptional care, and excellent planning to conduct safely.

OD 1/06 now provides the framework for training, assessment, and authorisation of low level finishes so there is no need to do illegal “beat-ups”. As with most endorsements in the GFA system, training is based on demonstrated competency. So talk to the instructors to arrange for training and assessment if you would like a low level finish endorsement. It is obvious that high standards of airmanship will be expected and any compromise on safety will be not tolerated.

Ulrich Stauss

CLUB WRAP

· At the AGM Steve Shuck was re-elected as President, John Bradbury again as Secretary, and John Cheetham taking the role as Treasurer following the resignation of Andrew Horton. 

· For your information. The co-ordinates for the bridge at Narridy (a small settlement about 12 ks east of Crystal Brook) are S33.25.388 E138.18.152.
If any one wants the position of a particular point in the Mid North let me know and I may be able to help.  My work takes me to a lot of places and I have access to a GPS (Ed.)


MEMBERS MURMURINGS

Thirty Five Minutes to Go

(Roger Cox)

“I’m going to Womad, are you coming?” asked my mate who lives in Melbourne.

As I belong to that well known demographic ‘grumpy old men’,….I’m over Womad..…too many cheerful people mingling in too small a space presented with too much loud music from bands in too close a proximity. 

However my friend is rarely in Adelaide and had organized a small group of friends I don’t often see, so I compromised and planned to spend Friday evening there. 

As it turned out, spending just the Friday evening was just right, the forecast for the next day was for 37….in Adelaide, for Balak [read Whitwarta], 39 or 40. 

This meant two things, Womad on Saturday was going to be unbearable even if my disposition was cheery [not likely], and, according to the temp trace, Saturday March 11th was looking like having at least a 9000’ ceiling.

Something in my waters told me that Saturday was the day……I wasn’t sure what the day was for, but I was going to be there to find out, particularly as I had been at the field the previous Saturday and could have had the Mini on what was later described as the ‘best soaring day of the season’, but chose to go house hunting instead…..go figure!

Friday evening turned out to be pleasant.

Having a disposition tinged with ‘grump’ means one is apt to over look potential positives…..how could a man at my stage of life overlook the fact that the gender balance at an event such as Womad is many orders of magnitude opposite to that of my rural residence. So, even if the music was not to my taste, there would still be much diversion!

 Of course it was great to spend some more time with my pals one of whom has in the past lured me to some exotic places such as Bulgaria and Georgia [on Black Sea], places I would not have visited otherwise.

Not really wanting to start a big flying day from Adelaide, it made sense to drive to Whitwarta that night, so I would have time in the morning to make all the preparations unrushed and get away as early as possible. As well, on previous occasions I have found, to my dismay, that a promising soaring day will stir the early birds very early indeed. Having got to bed in the bunk house not much before 1am on Sat, I was not going to take the risk of waking around 8, to find that a pesky early birder had bagged the Mini. 

This club has its lore like any other, and one story that I’ve heard is of another period when there was competition for club single seaters. Legend has it that one fellow was not going to miss out on the Mini so he arrived Friday evening, removed the horizontal stabilizer and slept with it in his room. 

I was not prepared to go to this length, but I did consider it prudent to have control of the maintenance release, figuring that this was also a vital piece of the aircraft without which it could not fly.

I’ve read already how this episode too may be entering club lore. Posted on the club website, I’m supposed to have slept with the release under my pillow. A cute pretense, particularly as it came from a pesky early birder himself, who on one occasion I know of, must have roused his family very early indeed to arrive at the club well before 8am, to ensure his wings for a promising day. Still to have my story enter of the rich history of the club can’t be all bad.

As it was, I needn’t have worried, I was roused by Burt’s gentle footfall around six and gave up the sanctuary of the bunk house shortly after, and dammit, the event was an anti climax, there being no one inconvenienced by my early claim on the Mini.

The day was to be for me both an arrival and a departure.

My first solo was a little over 12 months ago, my conversion to the Mini five and my first cross country [in ZBG] also five months ago.

Since joining, I’ve attended both coaching events at Waikerie and a few of the SAGA lectures, post solo the Silver C had been my next goal.

I had actually fulfilled the two of the requirements for the badge on my second cross country flight. A flight similar to the one of the 11th in that I had not declared the distance I finally flew [in fact, at that stage, I didn’t even know how to operate the logger, or understand the intricacies of declaring flights using pre digital techniques], instead I found myself flying further and further as the day allowed. Sadly at that stage I had not grasped what was involved in verifying such a flight so the distance and the height were just good fun/experience.

Since the conversion to the Mini, a number of the requirements to make and claim such a flight as the ‘c’ have slowly come together. Such as learning how to use the Folkslogger, learning how to set up the cockpit to be comfortable yet have food and water for the duration, being comfortable with the idea and practice of flying further than final glide from the field, refining airmanship and altimetry skills, making provision for inflight calls of nature and perhaps most importantly, learning the subtleties of keeping away from the ground over both a long distance and time span.

I came back from the most recent coaching week disappointed that I hadn’t made any progress toward the ‘c’, and worse had been advised subsequently not attempt further cross country flights until I’d learnt to ‘straighten up and fly right’, well, actually, the advice was to learn to do accurate turns and thermal efficiently.


So prior to this day of days, I had been beginning to quietly despair that I was not going to get much past beginner proficiency as a pilot.

My previous flight was in the Mini on a day too low [for me] to attempt a cross country, and though I flew for 3 hours, I landed feeling I still wasn’t able to fly the thing properly. To add insult to injury, I hadn’t been able to convince my new computer to talk to the flokslogger, so I couldn’t review this most recent flight, to see just how well……or badly I was thermaling.

All this led me to have as my goal for the day, to use the logger to verify the 50 km in a leg part of the ‘c’ and if I was feeling comfortable and things were going well, maybe I’d do the five hours as well [I’d have been a bit sad if I couldn’t manage a 1000 m height gain!]. Initially then what I declared on the logger was a Balak, Gulnare, Redhill, Balak triangle, which would have given two legs over 50 km.

On running my plan for the day past Bernard, he advised against going to Redhill and thus close to the gulf and potential sea breezes, so I changed my task to a simple out and back to Gulnare. It was just as well that I am now quite familiar with entering data directly into the logger, as I changed my declaration for the day with the logger connected to the aircraft battery which was by then parked just off the grid.

So……thus far on the morning of the 11th, I’d DI’d FQB, cleaned it, placed the parachute plus nibbles and extra water in case of an outlanding, checked the logger details, chosen, entered and declared a task, got the whole lot to the other end of the field from where we were operating on the day, evacuated all that is best emptied just before a long flight, had a shower donned some fresh clothing, and thought I was getting close to setting off.

Oh, did I mention, I went solo February…. 13 months ago,……. I foolishly asked the duty instructor as he was calling out for check flights at the briefing, when mine would be due……

The check flight, though it delayed my departure, was a positive thing to have done before setting off as the flight however brief, went well, the instructor had complementary things to say about my flying and the flight plus comments set me up nicely for what was to follow [who wouldn’t feel confident after flying a 21?].

Finally, after 16 months of preparation, I launched, one of those beautiful launches not too fast not too slow, through a thermal that when, post launch, I went back for, took me straight to 5000’.

One of the things one learns when using the logger is how to fly to a heading, as when one is trying to over-fly a turn point beer can of 500m radius, one can’t see where it is in the last few km, so I find the heading, and, distance to turn point function of the logger were very useful. When the first thermal gave out, I aimed to ‘make’ the start point which had been at the top of the launch and was now 2km north.

Having made the start point, I set off on task immediately, feeling happy with the preparations, the way the day was looking, and buoyed by the all important feeling in the waters.

It was a measure of my confidence in the day that I didn’t achieve the expected height for the day until the top of the third climb when I was already half way to the turnpoint, ok I confess…. fourth if you cant the one I turned for but couldn’t centre.

Viewing the flight tracks via the logger is a wonderful way to review the flights as there is so much information to be gleaned from them.

Having made 8000’ for the first time I pushed on, however the second lowest point of the day was next. My heading had me looking at the spot where I did my first outlanding in ‘anger’ a few months before. On the flight track there is visible the distinct deviation I made when I realized where I was headed…..I wasn’t going there again, the sting of being on the ground while the rest of the team were still on their way to Jamestown and back was still too fresh......in the event, the deviation almost didn’t help. 

Next I found myself looking at the turn point of Gulnare, a task that was now looking ridiculously easy…if I could only find another climb…..I wasn’t about to head across the Koolunga hills from below 3000’, instead I turned for Koolunga hoping that the plain between Koolunga and Brinkworth would throw something up for me.

Just before the pucker factor came to the fore,……. yes there was something,………but it felt weird, just wasn’t working, so I changed direction and was rewarded as the track shows with a climb peaking at 6 knts to 7000’ with the track showing neat 20 second turns.

So that was that, now at least I had the 50 km in my sights and only something catastrophic would prevent it……I kept my look out……of course the 1000m was in the can too.

Once again on approaching a turn point, it is directly under the nose, so flying by the heading and distance supplied by the logger was the way to go. 

As I’ve heard many times, this sport is really a mind game, its all about decision making…what’s next? As I approached the turn-point I could see a bare hill to the west of Gulnare that looked like it might be rich thermal hunting territory, so the instant the logger registered the turnpoint, I made for the hill, as I was again heading for the wrong side of 3000’.

To my immense gratification [not to mention small surprise!] I was right on the money….where I thought there might be something there bloody well was! [People now get paid huge sums of money to use that word, so it must be okay!]

What’s was more, I made a reasonable job of using it turning to the left, something I’ve not been good at [though I’m well ambidextrous at everything else].

One of things I love about flying is the different perspective one gets with altitude. Having remade 7000’, Bundaleer reservoir was just to the east and Jamestown was now within cooee [if you sing like Pavarotti], so there was nothing for it but to push on.

Of the many things I’ve learnt from the immense pool of experience BGC provides is too ‘read’ the landscape and anticipate what the atmosphere is doing around you. So, I took a punt on flying along the ranges east of Gulnare in the expectation that  with the afternoon sun shining on the north-west slopes, in combination with the gentle northerly of the day, warm air would most likely be pushed gently up the north west slopes and triggering off trees, rocks, fences….anything.

The theory seemed to be good, I soon remade 8000’ and was spoilt for choice.

I ignored the guilt that I was spending too long thermaling, as part of the exercise of the day was [maybe] being there a long time, I reasoned I’d rather be hanging around in rising air than falling…..

Before I knew it, I was abeam Jamestown and faced with another ‘what now?’

The range theory seemed to be working well, and the ranges were still heading north. It was around this time I heard Yankee Bravo Echo call on 126.7 asking me to go to 122.7 and we made contact.

Knowing BE was in the area, and heading for Orroroo meant there was a pair of friendly wings in the area further emboldening me. At the time I heard BE talking to another pilot, from Gawler I think, I could see several whirlies off in the distance toward Booleroo Centre. That was that, I just made a bee line for the nearest of them and sure enough found more lift.

Another reason I made for Booleroo, it is amongst flattish farm land, with abundant landing possibilities if required.

I finally found the devil and at the top of this climb, Orroroo beckoned to the North East, …. ‘I’m not turning back now’, particularly as BE had only just made the town himself.

As we all know, every flight has its low point. In fact getting back wouldn’t seem like such an achievement without a scrape somewhere along the way.  Mine for this flight was not far off. Maybe if I’d explored that first bump I went through after turning for home I might have got through without suffering the pucker factor [as Emilis Prelgauskas calls it] to the extreme….hind sight is beautiful isn’t it?

Heading a long way out is all very bold and brave, but when one turns around, home looks a long way away…an impossible way away, and where is all the lift already?

The training comes through, when the pressure is on. Down down down, still north of Caltowie, below 3200’, and there is still the possibility of a sea breeze to contend with……… Oh shit, Whitwarta seems a long, long way away now.

Something anything…. please, I don’t want to be retrieved from Gladstone, the retrieve crew don’t want to miss the wine tasting…..

There’s a bump, I turn, damn it, I can’t make anything of it, maybe that is the difference between thermaling efficiently and not.

 I give up on the thermal, and take up puckering instead. As well I think it prudent to let Bravo Echo know I’m going to get a good look at the local sheep if things don’t change soon.

The tone of my voice tells the story as well or better than any words I transmit.

In response, I receive words of encouragement and a description of good conditions ahead…..at the time hearing that he was now further ahead and much higher, somehow made me feel…..left behind and low…..

Less than two minutes after giving up in disgust on the last thermal, I feel another rush, however gentle….[I’ll take a bee’s fart now] and summon all my powers of concentration, determined not to let this one go without giving it my best shot.

Oh joy, I’m gaining, I even see 6 knts [briefly] on the averager,…………...damn, it fizzles, at least I’ve 5000’ to play with now and I push on past Caltowie. Shortly after Caltowie I find another that takes me up another step to 7000’ and slowly the pucker dissolves.

Again, another step, this time I join another pair of wings, grateful that someone is marking one for me [I’d been above in two others, not sure if they knew I was there, one trio insisted on counter thermaling!].

Once again I’m flying high at 8000’, since I’m east of Gerogetown by now my mood lifts…..it’s amazing what achieving final glide will do for the spirit, BE was right, conditions ahead were good, and no sign of the dreaded sea breeze.

Now I can relax and enjoy what I came for….flying. I’m high enough now to see both gulfs and I enjoy immensely the beauty of the landscape below. It’s now after five, the heat is going out of the day and the air is becoming smooth.

I’ve been in the air a long while now, but I’m still comfortable, I’ve been drinking regularly and nibbling on quartered apples, banana and my version of mixed nuts. On occasion I’ve loosened the harness and had a bit of a wriggle [I’m careful to do it up again, having hit my head on the canopy a couple of times even though the harness was tight]. I’m now feeling more comfortable in the Mini than ever.

The day was slowing down, but the lift was still there, gentle but long and the next climb takes me to the high of the flight. It doesn’t seem to matter about turning and bank, I just seem to go up at a steady 3 knts. I know I’m making lazy circles in the sky and I don’t care, in fact the Mini seems to climb just as well with a little more speed and less bank. I realize that since the pressure came on I’ve reverted to favouring right turns, so I go left and feel happy that I seem to be able to thermal left with some degree of neatness.

Now I have height to burn, so I decide to burn it, full negative and trim forward to 120 knts. What a blast through silky smooth air……then I start to think……how long have I been flying exactly? I call base to find out……damn, I’ve got stay up another 35 mins to make the five hours…..all of a sudden my final glide vanishes, I slow up and it dawns on me that slowing up isn’t going to do it, I have to find yet another climb having just squandered 5000’ with a burst of speed.

Here the flight track tells the story nicely. Just as I realize all this, the track shows me deviating east from the straight in track I was following. I turn back toward the hills west of Clare.

Now the logger shows another point of interest for the day.

More than once on the return leg, I’ve found lift in the same places as I did when outward bound. This last climb to 9000’ is an example. While not in exactly the same spot, it is remarkable how close it is to a climb I’d taken earlier in the day.

Now the flight is one of pure enjoyment, I have a personal best in the bag, distance, time and height, and I have it verifiable. At the end of a long flight, I’m happy to fly on, in fact when I fly over the field, I still have 6500’ so there is nothing for it but to have a good look at Pt Wakefield. Being careful not infringe airspace restrictions, I turn a little north of the town and once more make for the field.

Another benefit of having the logger on board is to be able to give accurate distances when making inbound calls [I know this is not news for those who use GPS gadgets]. This time it was very pertinent as there was another aircraft tracking through Balaklava at the time. Using 126.7, we made each other aware of our position and intentions.

The icing on the this cake of a flight was to be able to do a nice big square circuit, starting upwind, followed by a lazy hanger landing, you know, long stabilized approach on a mid field aiming point, a long final to a two point touch down, then flaps to negative and an unrestricted landing roll to the hanger door….being careful to stay clear of the sail planes parked outside.

I said earlier that this flight was both an arrival and a departure, and so it was.

For me this flight was the culmination of all the training I’d undertaken to date, and now I feel I’m in a position to ‘learn to fly’. After such a long flight in the Mini, I felt like I have a glimpse of what it is to fly it well. What is in front of me is to hone all the skills of which, I’ve just demonstrated the most basic grasp.

 Not that this flight was about winning a competition, the average speed as calculated by Strepla using the logger data was only 27 knts. A challenge ahead is to raise this, and to be able to do it on a weaker day.

The final sweetness to an already terrific day was to be ‘fashionably late’ to the wine tasting….but not so late as to miss out on the event, which was followed by an equally terrific meal [as we often enjoy at the club]. Hearty congratulations were in abundance and it was rightly noticed that I wasn’t sure if I had in fact landed yet!

I was so pleased with the way I prepared an executed this flight, the after glow will be with for some time to come, perhaps only to be dimmed by a more notable achievement. That it was such a great day, was just as well, on the following day, such reflection was pretty much all I was capable of.

REGIONAL VINTAGE RALLY AT BENDIGO.

Leigh Bunting

During the Melbourne Cup weekend, 2005, the Bacchus Marsh clubs adjourn to the Bendigo Gliding Club at Raywood for a cross-country coaching weekend.

As there are some local vintage aircraft and home-builts based there,  it was thought that it would be a good opportunity to have a small vintage rally as well.

Never having flown from Raywood before, and it was 1986 since I had flown in that part of Victoria, I elected to make the trip and represent the Crow-eaters.

Planning the trip over, I thought I would see a different bit of countryside and aimed to turn off the Melbourne road shortly after Pimpinio (halfway between Dimboola and Horsham). I also had an invite from Peter Brookman, the Pres of BKGC who lives on the Melbourne road, Adelaide side of Keith, so stopped and had a cuppa and chewed the fat for a while.

The GPS gave me the approximate turnoff I required after Pimpinio onto a dirt track that said `fairweather only'. It certainly could have been entertaining after a spot of rain, I was thinking. Down the track there was a car parked on the side. With just good looking crops around, I couldn't think what this might be about, but it turned out to be an old guy just sitting in his ute. Probably was watching the crops grow. Exciting stuff! He probably spent the rest of the day wondering what the big, long white box was for, that disturbed his peace and stirred up the dust.

On the left of the main road this side of Horsham, is the airfield of the Wimmera Soaring Club (or whatever they are called now, since they have joined forces with the power boys). If you have a gander as you drive passed to spy what aviation activities might be taking place, you might also have noted a very high guyed communication tower some way east of the airfield. Well the tracks I took, brought me out at the base of this tower and I can vouch that it sticks up a bloody long way. Near the base, the Wimmera Highway starts/finishes at the Henty Highway, so a-Wimmera-ing I went on route to St Arnaud. Quite pleasant country through this way actually.

I stopped on the banks of the Avon River, to throw a couple of jerrycans of mogas into the tank and gave a personal contribution to the flow of the Avon River. Actually, my contribution was the only flow this Avon River had seen in a loooooong time.

In St Arnaud, which is a largish town,  I had to find a road that continued east, and became temporarily unsure of my location until I saw a small street sign that said 'Bendigo Road'. Near enough, I thought as my next waypoint was Inglewood on the Calder Hwy. It seemed to meander in the general direction required by the GPS. At a place called Logan was a really cute weatherboard pub that was the total content of Logan. I thought of stopping, but this looked like bushranger country, so decided to keep going. The GPS said I had to vear off on to a single-lane sealed road. This took me through a range of hills that was obviously old gold mining country as indicated by signs that said 'No Fosicking'(sic) and warned of horrible things that would happen to trespassers. Hill-billy country if ever there was any!

Through to Inglewood, down to Bridgewater-on-Loddon, where I had to find another backtrack that went to Raywood about 40km north of Bendigo. I found another single-lane sealed road that seemed a “best-guess”. I figured that there wasn't going much traffic through here. Wrong!! What really surprised me on this stretch was the number of B-doubles that used it!!

This road eventually brought me to Raywood and a turn in town east to the Bendigo Gliding Club airfield was easy. Thanks to the GPS and the CD of 1:250,000 maps for the waypoints.

The Saturday morning was overcast and didn't look at all promising with the odd spot of rain, so we left the birds in the boxes. By mid-morning the odd spot thickened to continuous rain, so I retired to the Commodore Suite and a thick book. It didn't stop raining until next morning. The airfield had assumed the mantle of a lake.

The Club has a substantial hangar(photo) and a small modern clubhouse (photo). There is no mains power or water, so a genny set supplies the former and rain water tanks supply the latter, although dam water had to be used by the end of my stay. There is also no mobile coverage in the area, so to phone home means a trip into town and a phone box.The piecart(photo) is a solid ex-fire brigade crew truck with comfy leather bench seats along the sides to sit on. However, you need fireman's legs to climb into it. The club operates a K7 and a PW-6 for two seaters and a Sparrow and Jantar Junior for singles. Two tugs came from Bacchus and one from Ararat. Together with the Bendigo winch it was a very busy place, but there is only one strip. I was hoping to secure a ride in the PW but the queue was always long.

The wind soon started to evaporate the lakes and flying operations commenced, but because of the wind, the GB stayed in the box. About thirty aircraft soon made there appearance out of the boxes. More appeared the next day, so that there were forty-something aircraft in total on the field. Peter Buskens ran the morning lectures with assistants chipping in.

The wind was brisk until very late on the Sunday and later on I had 3/4hr with fellow Vintage Gliders Australia member, David Goldmith in the local K7. There was lift to about 3500 but with 25kts up top, you didn't drift too far in the K7. At the end of the day, I was asked to take the new owner of a Mk2 Kookaburra for a flight as he wasn't gliding-rated yet. He was a power-pilot, though. Well, never having flown a short-wing Kooka before, this was going to be interesting. The staggered side-by-side seating was cosy to say the least. All went well and as it was a hangar flight, I did the 'fast', long, low approach and finished with a spoiler-less (no dive-brakes) daisy cutter landing, which the owner thought was really cool.

The owner needed to get the Kooka to Locksley, about 100km east and with no trailer at Bendigo for it, he decided to get it aerotowed behind the Bacchus Cub, so I was offered the flight. But without ballast weights available I was a bit on the light side for the solo flight. The owner had to drive to Locksley anyway. So at first light next morning, I DI'd the Kooka and a larger-sized chap from Bacchus volunteered to sit behind the Cub and then return with the tug pilot in the Cub. He said afterwards that he spent most of the flight with one hand on each stick because the Kooka tended to want to roll constantly during the tow. Not sure why because it handled OK off tow.

Monday and Tuesday appeared to be classic days with big Cu and looked fantastic, but unfortunately the lift was terrible (for me) and around Raywood, it was a struggle. The plastic and high performance wood managed XC, but there were a number of outlandings. My longest flight totalled about 20 minutes because I couldn't hang around in weak lift and drift with it because there was still a fair breeze up top. I spent a while thermalling with a Libelle and did my usual thing and waved to him from the open cockpit. In the evening, this chap just couldn't stop talking about it to everyone. He had never seen such a thing and couldn't quite believe that it had happened.

I even had an aerotow behind the Piper Cub. Having restored the aerotow system, the year before, I had never had a chance to test it. I briefed the tow pilot, how slow I would like it and he understood - or seemed too. However, while his ASI apparently indicated 45kts, I indicated 55kts, so it was still a little fast. As it was 25 years or so, since my last aerotow in the GB, it hasn't improved in being easy. Every last living neuron needs to be engaged to keep in station. 'Stability' is not a word that enters the mind when aerotowing the GB, although I'm sure it would be a lot better at 40kts. If only Bristol Boxkites were still around - sigh.

Even the aerotow didn't get me a longer flight, because he towed me well out crosswind and with the weak lift, the drift was killing me. The only choice was to find something between Cu towards the airfield, but there was nothing useful.

So with less than an 1 hour of GB flying, I still had a good time and a lot of people, who had never seen a Grunau before were pleased to have now seen one.

On Wednesday morning, I set out for home. I decided to go back via Chalton/Donald/Warracknabeal to meet the Adelaide Road at Dimboola, not having been that way for many years. However, its a very boring trip through that part of the country except for the following item.

About 20km before Dimboola on the Borung Hwy, I came upon what appeared to be the usual road workers up ahead and had to stop. The man advised to travel slowly on the right hand side of the road. As I progressed beyond him, I couldn't believe what I was seeing on the road. There were heads and guts and bones everywhere and I thought that a truck must had plowed into a flock of sheep, but this went on and on and on. Some 10km down the road there was still stuff on the road when I came to the other end of the road gang, so I asked what the blazes was going on. The worker said that a semi loaded with sheep offal had lost his tailgate. Man what a job! Having to rake up that stuff! It was a warm day and I was glad that I was upwind of all this. Bits and pieces of offal continued to appear and turned the corner on to the Adelaide road and kept going. Further on at Dimboola, the boys in blue were chatting to the driver of a big tipper semi with no tailgate that was totally empty.

I should also have stopped and got his details, because after I got home, I found out what sort of mess the car and trailer were in. The pong was horrendous. The following day I went to one of the self-serve car cleaning joints and spent some time and some dollars trying to steam-clean off what I could. Only partly successful. The stuff was well and truly stuck on.

Ahh - gliding! Never a dull moment.
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