MATG and Mercian Christmas Newsletter, Christma@20

From the Ed

Another year is behind us as we prepare to stuff our &o€hristmas. The usual
suspects will then whinge in March that their harnesags mysteriously shrunk
during Winter storage!! Here’s wishing everyone a greatstthes and a Happy and
safe flying New Year. (To tight fisted to send you all &&cards).

Summer ‘09 wasn’t kind and we have all moaned as a reswltmush for Global
warming. Steve Young finally broke the Mercian XC famiatl¢ast 18 years!) and
recorded a creditable 51km. This was sufficient to pretrenMercian’s finishing
last. Come on Mercians, there’s some good pilots ot tfiete, Ken, Jerry, etc) who
just need to give themselves that little extra push t§@o
The Aero Tow Group finished TQvith a score of 498Km. Damn........ just 2 short of
the magic 500. This was largely down to our globe trotting &y Smith, XC
hound extraordinaire. His first 4 visits to Swinford staytin late March finished in 4
XC flights by the end of May!! The lesson here is lteagys be prepared to go XC, no
matter what time of year it is. The rest of us wan@bably thinking “It’ll be warmer
in a couple of months”.

We welcomed 3 new members to the club, Jason SndtterAfrom Burton and Pat
Marlow. | hope you guys haven't been put off by the lactowafing since September,
but the weather has been pants.

Ken came down to get his aero tow endorsement but Tonygkey off XC. Stay
with it Ken, it will come good in the end. | would havieedd to have done more
newsletters but there was a distinct lack of mateFiahnks for those that have
contributed. Now we have sub zero temperatures and yiwapyped indoors, you
could start to write some stuff for the next editidhat’s all for now, see you on the
hill or Swinford soon.

MATG Chairman’s Corner
It's hard to believe that twelve months have passed since | last wrote this
article for the Christmas newsletter. It's been a very quiet season for me, but |
only have myself to blame so there’s little more to say about that. My New
Year’s resolution will have to be to get myself out more often rather than to
find excuses like ‘It might be even better tomorrow’ when of course it never is,
or ‘There’s that other job that simply has to be done today’ when we all know
that anything can wait until tomorrow, except flying!
Even though | haven’t done a lot of flying I've tried to keep abreast of the
issues surrounding the club and flying in general, and it seems to me that
there are two main themes that should occupy our minds over the next year.
The first is the wind farm. Unless the appeals go our way it would appear that
our time at Swinford is now limited. We have some serious decisions to
make. Let me make the assumption at this stage that we are determined to
keep the club running. We now need to start thinking of alternative locations.
This must be an item at the AGM that will take place in the New Year, and
your ideas and input are important. We must find somewhere that is
sufficiently convenient for all of us and that allow us, at the very least, to
continue to operate as we have done over the last few years. If we can find




somewhere that allows us more space/wind directions/members/XC potential
then all the better. | don’t know if we’ll find this utopian location, but we must
try.

The second main issue is safety. There have been at least two fatalities in
the UK this year. The two I'm thinking of were on paragliders, but we should
not become complacent. As a club | think we are very good at looking out for
each other and sticking to the safety rules we have laid down. People have
been hang gliding long enough for there to be no new ways to hurt ourselves.
No matter what accident you have, someone, somewhere will have been
there and done the same thing before. By learning from the mistakes of
others, however small, we can help to keep ourselves and our friends safe.
Wishing you a merry Christmas, a peaceful New Year, and many safe flying
hours next year.

David

The Life and times of a Bluebottle

Hi Humans,

| wanna tell you a story about some folk who went digiag trip to Italy and
how | tagged along for a freebie. The difference betvteem and me is they are
rather large and like to think they can fly and | ameatmall and can actually fly.
But then | am a fly, so | guess | can, while they chattthink they can.

| actually stowed away in a small cake tin in largefootable van for the trip
down, basically it was Hell, 27 hours wrapped in silverath only food to eat.
Tough life. Eat, defecate, eat and rest. My travelloigganions are a mixed bag. |
should explain - one has middle age spread syndrome asree thilitary air about
him and one is far too tall and forever taking photos.

| missed the rest stop in Austria, swimming in a glblake and a meal in a
mountain hut after an alleged mountain stroll to geteth&nd so my confinement
was to be for another 24 hours. Finally | was let inegome self catering apartments
and soon learnt some of the less desirable habite attier car as | found myself in
their room for the night. For example, | was unablgdbany rest as one of them
snores -all night.... | was to learn after a few repetg of this, that sleep deprivation
is all part of a flying holiday. And someone spends the nght.blowing off. Do |
need another holiday? | will when this is over.

On the first day, he who snores is buzzing more tha (surely not?
Er...Yes!) Takes to the air first. His fairy footed takeat nearly 8000 feet a.s.l. kind
of puts me off joining the next punter, so | tag along with3 big’'uns. They set off
with backpacks and food. I'm definitely in the right plag&efore long they stop for
more food and sticky drinks. Yum yum. | buzz around exityt A couple of pathetic
attempts to get rid of me, precede the one being calledyiadibing a radio and
encouraging he-who-snores to head over our way andlsoacree slope of the
Sassolungo. “It's working, | tell you it’s working.” | o4 understand what is working
and by now neither can he-who-snores. He is about 10@eals and is now
screaming expletives at Dad as he turns round and buacksdoitake off. “IF, you
can get back up, | tell you it IS working” repeats Dad. *&*%xxxxx$&+s the reply.
In the landing field the one with the spread is smilldg.has landed without incident.
The mystery man of the group has a shiny BRAND SPANKINEW glider and has



spent the day in the landing field, with the instructiook Mein Gott! as some of the
foreigners are saying. Mystery Man says he shouldlgeta fly it tomorrow.

The second day there is rampant enthusiasm in thReaiovered from the
stresses of work and the long drive, they all want tapjwff the rock strewn, snow
eroded hill. The only way up is via a cable car and | attagself to someones pop
bottle neck as it is suitably sticky and yummy. Nos&dwhose it was, the boys were
going up and | needed the nourishment. Rigged and ready; tteresfan
entertaining hour while they dig deep to find the courage afitoastually goes first.
| launch myself several times to give them the leaidthey spend a lot of time
clutching at the rigged gliders, shouting “dust devil!” whicimearipping through
periodically. More time is spent discussing little @eof ribbon on peasticks.
“Come on” | scream, “Let’s fly.”

He-who-snores is volunteered to be the dummy and hparthe top of his
wing as it wobbles to takeoff. The Hop, Skip and Jump s&deoff, followed by the
downward plummet catches me out and | am shaken looseover before | hit the
deck and decide | need a safer attachment point on th@uneber. Mein Gott, it's the
Mystery man next. Hmmm, | think | will miss this one,case he hasn’'t managed to
read the section in the manual on how to rig it cowyectl

The tall one is edging forward now so | slip inside lpebomb doors and
start climbing upwards. | can see light at the top amestenally perch on the edge
behind his head. The run commences.

“AAAAAARGH?” | really thought the base bar was going¢atch that rock
poking up, but we are airborne and turning right to skim thesnow barriers. He is
talking to his furry toy now. “Tiny Oswald, we're backtime Dollies again, blah,
blah, blah, ...ah-ha, a thermal’. The rattle stops whiledrgres in the core and to be
fair, we are going up. It is rough, very rough and we doa@ long way above the
valley landing zone. It is cold and this is making me leilargic. We dodge in and
out of the jellyfish. This is too much for me and | galbdown into his harness.
What'’s that smell? Fooood! | need a crap anyway...... Being bdusrceind and
eating is not conducive to a settled digestion. | need pake my bulbous eyes into
the wide blue sky to find we are soaring the scree slojphe Gassolungo. The air is
seriously rough and the “blah, blah, blah” drivel to thelipetis interspersed with
expletives. Time to retreat back to relative warmitth m@st. When | next poke my
cutie-pie face out again, we are much lower, 50 feeteabome trees and it is
warmer. Lanky-legs is working hard. He is reminding Ttimgt they have thermalled
up from much lower than this, this year. There are ajhéers on the slope. Dad is
one of them and he keeps edging over to us. We keep edgingrautégring about
airspace and his personal flying space to Tiny. The vallbgksg in the hot Italian
sunshine and we are soaring a tree covered ridge at teeneasd. The thermals are
rising like tiny bullets causing one or other wing to roll uprplyaand frequently.
Feeble attempts are made to core these bubbles, buytketso big! | could do it but
then | might not be able to get back down, so | won'tte&n hour of this he heads
out into the valley. It is vast, vee shaped but nambtte bottom. The cable car is
rising again, the heat is blistering now and Longmamie®ancing to Tiny it might be
amusing to video the landing. “Shit, Man!, time to bail’but is getting smelly in
there anyway, so | launch at about 200'. | feel ALIVEbuzz around excitedly
waiting for the er; arrival. From experience anything bédinged is bound to go
wrong. He swings onto finals, the skyblue leading edge, mjnti the sunlight, with
fetching pink undies and furry toy. Definitely going to makarapression with the



locals. It is obviously choppy as constant correctiare needed. Speed is essential.
50’, 30’, 10’ 5'. Bleed it off, steady, steady, FLARE! G lsucky!

These guys do an awful lot of eating, in the landialgl they are handing
round my cake | travelled down here with and that eveniag &hne tucking into local
cuisine, cooked to perfection by a local genius called Michad his parents.
Copious amounts of beverages are consumed and the nolitarg cracking jokes. It
has been a long day.

3 consecutive days of flying follow. | decide | have had enamidlofty.

Today | chose the one called Dad. He has a clean lantthretreat to the warm
womb of his harness for a crap. | wonder if there isfaayg. | burrow around and can
smell something but it is in an outside pocket and outyofeach. Where are we? It
is a bit tight but | manage to wriggle up to peer out.aMebanking nicely and
climbing rapidly at the eastern end of the Sassolungaoihof which is nearly
10,000 feet a.s.l. Blimey, he has a video rolling showingidhe of his head against
the background. We pop out above the top and the lift dprstpips. He is trying not
to grin inanely at the camera as we bounce our way do&8asso to the western end
where there is a huge slab of rock called “the patibis S baking in the sunshine
and my Dad logically cruises over hoping for lift. Thew is awesome, Northwards
all the way to Austria, South across to the Marmolduapiggest mountain in the
Dolomites, Eastwards to the Sella de Gruppo at also arbugdand, westwards all
the way to the Matterhorn in Switzerland, magnificénlok down to the valley floor
which is now over a couple of miles below. The liftisvhere the text book says it
should be and soon we are only 50 feet above the roeke Hne only a couple of
paragliders and another hangie to share the sky Whhlift up the south facing slope
of the Sasso is reliable and consistent if a littlegh lower down. So once up, it is
relatively easy to stay up, although thermalling closthéorising crescendos of
limestone takes a certain “je ne sais quois”.

Dad also has a furry companion. For those who haveatrdhaf the
Mercian Mountain Men (there may be a few ignoramusggshere) they are a tough
breed for whom a furry flying companion is necessarylifferent reasons. In Dad’s
case it is to give the impression of complete normatie doesn’t carry on a
conversation with his monkey, like the tall one but méheer he feels insecure, he
presses his toy and his monkey chatters to him. Bhisi;wormal? After nearly a
couple of hours of aviation in scenery of staggering beaatgi@gcend to the valley.
“Are we going to have a good landing Boy?” | gently inquirel(sould make an
erudite decision as to whether | should bail out or ridit most pilots | have flown
with, there is no response when they are concemyrati the landing approach. |
helpfully persist ...."Lower, lower, steady, steady, dlegteady, bleed, FLARE!" his
long legs enable him to run off the excess speed. What, die for a beer or two
with the boys.

The following day | decide to broaden my horizons anaviti? the one called
Tot. | munch on a doggy dollop while he decides when to fligdeGrigged,
preflighted and carried to the launch. On go the exyerd&a he is getting more
voluble as the minutes tick by. He dons his harness.... V8ha¢ doing now? This IS
new territory for you the esteemed reader. He is lymgie back, endeavouring to
zip up his harness. Yep, straight up. To add to the gemantal Lanky is called in to
assist. | am worried; will there be room for me? | barzund and try to squeeze in,
but clearly it is designed (and does) to fit like a selcskin. | try to find a perch on
the wing as the Sgt Major assists with the launattelagain | lose my grip and | fall



off seconds after launch. Bloody nuisance these tops, nothing to grip on to.
Fortunately it is simple matter to fly back to lauricha relight.

By now the Mystery Man with his grey elephant (sg@but true) has already
launched, so | latch on to Snora. Plenty of room irhaisiess. He gets quieter nearer
to chucking off time. Once again the Military Man doeshbaours and | am airborne
with him and his electric blue furry companion brightening upsktyeas a kingfisher
brightens up a canal. Quickly we are climbing. This humsaas light as a fairy. We
shoot up and edge over to the Sasso again, climbing easiser 10 grand. It's
getting cold so | retreat to the warm cosy fug for sommeh needed rest. | dose off
easily. BLUUURRPPPUURRPP! The rapid ascent has caauseaior blow off. The
smell is wonderfully warm and intoxicating; so excitiiog me. | defecate rapidly and
snuggle up in my new found heaven... he is jabbering intcetlie constantly but |
don’t care. “Climb higher and let rip some more dogs avke” | shout from the
depths, hoping for more. Nothing comes, so | poke my pgettyn eyes out for an
update. “Holy Blowflies, this one is quite good. We havexabow crosssed over to
the south side of the valley and are soaring thernsahg consistently off the next
ridge of mountain peaks. | look down to see two peojmebahg a zig-zag track,
snaking its way up an impossibly steep green slope to aoptony over looking the
village of Canazei, a mile straight down. | feel giddth the height. So does my
pilot. Time to retreat. Ah ha! Guess what I've foundyehkS food in these murky
depths. It's rancid, but | am grateful. | eat far too mui tiny stomach is soon
bloated with the alcohol soaked cheese and reduced aiuggeSsiddenly Snora
decides that’s it for the day and starts wanging it rabadsky, burning off height
rapidly. The millibars increase and my little eyesmtsto hurt. Still the heartless rat
cores the sinking air. | can't stand it. AAAAAAAAARRRERGGGGHH!

Oblivion.

| freely admit the above was plagiarised from theimecesses of the Atlee
mind for this article. | will not be going there again. Taoxlgy.
Anon.

The Mercian Mountain
Men.

Over 10,000 feet up, looking towards the flying monkey and theokagyo.



Malvern site news

From the ¥ April 2010, the Malvern Hills Conservators are raising parking fees
in their car parks to £3.00 per car. So smash open the pagdyif you come to fly.
They are justifying this enormous increase with thetfzat it has been £2 for the last
7 years. Apart from some grass mowing, some litter pickind always making sure
the car park money boxes are emptied regularly; | angquit¢ sure how they are
going to spend the extra revenue.
It may interest you to know that this organisation isdgjof Great Britain today, run
with one director of operations, 13 foremen and workeds2® on the board of
governors.
Oh happy days.

A grumpy local.

Julians new local site....

A Woman. A Dog. A Walnut Tree. The harder you beat thbm better they'll be.....

so sayeth the local wisdom around here. And | havéraét........ But surely you're not
interested in how | run my life. The big question you nausely be wondering is “does one get
more flying living within a 5 mile drive of take off of one thfe countries prime easterly sites?
Well .......

Before we had moved in, | was decorating with an dgddwing and | was aware that the
Mercians were using their Xmas break to flex their wirf§o, no flying for me, but was pleasantly
surprised when the driveway filled up at dusk with pilots’ calishoping for a cup of tea.
However, with nowhere to sit, no heat and no millswgar, we adjourned to my new local. | will
gloss over the details, but thanks to my friendsyeha@ot dared to show my face in there again!

Early spring and a succession of easterlies come thr&ug/foy now we had moved in and met
some of the neighbours who kindly informed us that thes@dad apparently flooded in 2007 and
as one put it “they had to knock a brick out to let theewatit.” This was the worse moment of
the whole year. Lesson learnt; that any legal seayghegpay for, aren’t worth the paper they are
printed on. Kind of focuses the mind away from flying sni$sed some of the easterlies in late
March but by the 18Apr | couldn't stand it and drove the 5 miles to take &ty convenient. |
had 2 consecutive days of light wind thermal flying and lweky enough to thermal up from

400’ above the 3 counties landing field to fly home. Now a4 a buzz.

My problem now, that having got back into it, was that veeerover run with a succession of
visitors who thoughtfully had waited until the weathesveetter before inviting themselves down
and one weekend after another seemed to be clogged Witfiiis decreases your airtime. Still,
that ain’t happening anymore. The end of May saw me flyingt®b4 easterly flyable days on
the trot. Convenient to be able to decide to go flying ap@nd this does increase your airtime.

A couple of trips to the Mynd, interspersed by outings tdBlbeenge happened because some of
you kindly phoned me and | could say to my good ladyPed¢, Nick or whoever wanted to go
flying. I still missed all of July and August due to me ifistg phases 2 and 3 of my flood
defence works and yet more visitors. Just how, do we laticwese people? By mid Sept | was
desperate again and a light ENE saw me at the Kettigs Sigain late afternoon. The wind was
dropping as | was rigging but | flew through the paraplonkebdbing around in front of take off



and off up the ridge thinking the higher hills to the Northulddoe working. They weren’t and by
the time | got back to the Wyche Cutting | was looking up! &t was very nearly doo-doo time
but fortunately | squeaked into the new emergency field toetkte golf club. Had to walk home
from there as | was dropped off at take off saying to Dihatl would fly home!

End of Sept saw me and our ruftie-tuftie Kevin, campingab@winford and flying both days. |
haven't been that cold since Laragne a few years agentjgpyromaniacs, the pair of us, burning
everything in sight, but good fun ruminating under the starsPhil and Stevie D. Then it is back
to the Mynd, mid Oct, when | am volunteered to try th&t ©f Kevin's toys. His Cheetah. Apart
from entertaining those who were there, | did survivéew weeks later saw Kevin and me going
down to fly the sand dunes at Weston super Mare. Thesed out to face WNW but a WSW was
blowing, so while we waited for it to come more on thel*hdut came 2 more of Kevin’s toys.
His power kite and a stunt kite. All 3 of his toys fly ixaetly the same way. You have been
warned ... should you be lucky enough to be offered a go&(lits.. only the Cheetah nearly
killed him!! Ed)

So, have | done more flying because of our new locationi®k so. | have only done more
because | have turned out and it is what | want to do mt precious spare time.
Merry Christmas everyone and hears to aflsafg New Year!
Julian T.

“Ner cast a clout till March is out!”

06:40 on Sunday!

We've put the clocks forward!

WHY ARN'T | ASLEEP?

The offer of a cup of tea kept one eye open and halpdater both eyes were
watching the GP from down under.

29, March, a light SW forecast and a crew expected atfSrd. By 09:30, glider’s
on the car and I'm ready to go. “Now what do | do?teAimore tea and a slow drive
| arrive at Swinford around 11:00. Surprise, surprise not giéam tuggie in site but
Barry (part time tuggie) promises to drag me up so unloadingyping and baton
stuffing commences.



A new guy turns up, Jason “hi, | may like to join thelcso thought I'd come down
and watch operations”. | trust that he was suitably isg@ée watching me stuff batons
and by and by fellow aviators meandered up to the field to lkeepccupied.

We dragged out the tugs and Jan and Norman started TAKINEMTHO BITS!

| watch the fluffy clouds start to flatten out and iGnly my big butch reputation that
keeps the tears at bay.

A lifetime later, Jan has used up the countries fuelvesdest flying the AX and
Norman is strapped into the XL. DBII, Pete, Phil, Kevid amyself are rigged and if
not roaring then at least ready to go. “Out and retui®addington” is the optimistic
task for the day.

Pete, the most current tow pilot (strange but true) shasthe way, shortly followed
by Kevin (36k in front of JT, ha!). Pete soon “arrives” lbat the field but Kevin has
been going round and round and off (soon to be more tham3@&int of JT?).

DBII has an attack of kindness and lets me go nextssafter 2pm when | find
myself hooked up behind Norman in the XL.

Now when Norman recently renewed his membership he femgotlude a stamp so
the deal was; if he dropped me into a 4up | would release bimlis debt. | was
therefore a little bit disappointed with what he wavedoffien but hey, this time of
year, “take what you can get”. | worked it down to 1,400ftQBE drifted slowly
over the field. Well I'm a bit rusty and like a challeng&en spurred on by the
thought of Kevin, most likely already at the turn pointaddition to the sniggers if |
did a nil wind Pete down there, | found a rough core.

Beep, BEEP!

SUCK! Then cloud base!

| remember this, now off after Kevin, “I'll join thaa#plane going around near that
cloud, on track.”

SINK! The sail plane had stopped going around and was whinfinthe cloud was
dissipating and there was a big flat object coming up to greeVell so it seemed
having rapidly lost 3,000ft. “I'm not even going to make 10k”

PIGS!



Not having breakfasted on pork scratching that smell wasaming from me so VB
off, slow down and search for the lift from a pigs baott hey, “take what you can
get”

Well it wasn’t much but buoyant enough and as | hung arogathéd a few hundred
feet and that cloud was reforming just to the east of tBrgitmorpe.

With 2,000ftQNH, VB on, toes pointing “go for it” “atdst I'll make 10k.” As |
neared the cloud,;

Beep,Beep, beep, beep, Beep, beep, beep,beep, beep, BEEP !

SUCK! 8up to cloud base with two sailplanes, YES!

| stooged around under the cloud for awhile thinking “wher&gik?”

Now pre take off, the fact that | could see my breattouraged me to put on an extra
layer and glove liners but not my winter gloves, foakr‘cast a clout....” One of my
fingers was so cold it hurt. Also it finally dawned on tnattwith this drift, |

wouldn’t reach Saddington until dark or until | froze congle

| set off into the blue.

SINK!

Well “I'd make turn point and could land there”.

Flying at speed quickly brought me overhead and sent my cgidrfnumb which
made for fun taking my camera out and taking a snap “ehEevin?”

“Ho, Hum, back to Swinford” but the route was blue. Theas a reasonable cloud at
Hus Bos but out of reach. The one just SE of Kibwaréls a much better bet and that
nice Jason chappy said he was up for a retrieve.

VB on, toes............

Beep,beep,beep,beep,beep,BEEP !

SUCK! This is all getting a bit familiar



On the way up | consider my options; North is out, W’'tlvant to over fly Leicester
(i's never a good idea to overfly airspace), East was but SE over the Langtons
was something fluffy and beyond that another towards Rutet a new goal for
myself, Uppingham.

| didn’t bother with cloud base, at 5,000ft | was off.

BEEP! SUCK! Pictures.
4,500ft off again, past Market Harborough.

BEEP! SUCK!

4,500ft VB....... off again.

beep, beep, nrrrrrr, beep, nrrrrr (just in case you thaugas all too easy)

This was one of those now you're in it now you're oteally flash sailplane came
to join me “why?” and we climb 1,000ft together. | wouldnake Uppingham from
here but it wasn’t worth hanging around in this so;



VB, toes... and the sailplane was flying in formatiémy wing. “Didn’t know they
could fly that slow” He gave up the game and bugged off “dolylda JT's house and
back with this height”

“Kevin who?”

| topped up just north of Eyebrook Res and knew I'd get to Uppingo | set a new
goal of Empingham where we’ve been before. Uppinghashworking, not SUCK
but | was OK with this more sedate UP and my fingerwipee starting to join my
numb finger (which had warmed and frozen again). The sksterly drift took me
back over 3,500ft (great view of the viaduct) and decided omth east final glide to
my field just behind “death wish” Rudin’s.

SINK!

That woke me up as | dropped 1,000ft but then it mellowed dnftdd over Rutland
water in zeros.



“Now, do | really want to burn off two grand or shalidin another couple of miles
and land just this side of the A1?” Guess what?

| drifted along the Stamford road in buoyant air. | wasilg going to land just past
Stamford but “hang on those wispy bits over there lowéresting”.

VB, toes.........

Beep, beep!, BEEP! SUCK! NRRrr! SUCK, a snottydittlumber this but I'm having
it. Back over 4,000ft and | can see the sea. Not thaiclfa paddle, I'm already as
cold as a penguins cold bits. “So Spalding it is then.”

VB, toes........ 3k, SINK!!

Not your ordinary run of the mill sink, this is fall otiet sky stuff. I'm flying fast but
dropping vertically (and getting colder) “have | hit the beseze?” “What way will
the wind be blowing down there?” Turbulent and then iegadf. I'm cold and
knackered so decide enough is enough and I still don’t kneeventhe wind is from.

| pick a field (from 2.500ft “on another day...”) and therienthe power lines. | see a
nice field at Bourne and fly over to check it out. Thefock the power lines. Back to
Thurlby. There’s a field right in the village about 200that’ll do” “NO IT WILL
NOT” on my first XC of the year | want something B&&d FLAT so | opt for a field
just south of the village. Eventually (there’s lift kiog off) | waft in and drop to my
knees “what happened to those leg things?” too much poiesy to

17:05, over two and a half hours. 63k.

Gloves off, blow on fingers, dial Swinford.

| never did find Kevin but he found me in the village pub abaltaur and half later.
Thanks to Norman for another great tow, “just the tifghe year | hope”. I'll cover
the stamp cost.

BIG thanks to Kevin and brother John for making theewegr I'll pick up the cost of
a few beers. Now what about next weekend?

Tony Smith



Planning next years XC’'s

Those nice people over at the CAA have finally caught tip meodern technology
and updated their NOTAMS site. There is now an interactiap at
http://notaminfo.com/ukmapCheck it out....




