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       News Letter October 2009
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Well that’s the summer turbulence gone then; now for some beautiful winter flying. Bring on the clear crisp days, mist shrouding the valleys, dry dense cold air filling the chambers of your chemical engines, watch that VSI needle climb higher than usual……………………..
CLUB WINTER EVENINGS

At the time of writing we have not been able to secure all the firm bookings due to some slow replies. However these should follow in due course so keep an eye on your In box.

November T.B.A 
Speaker from the BMAA. What does the BMMA do for you?

December 5th
Christmas Dinner at the Hare & Hounds near Honiton. Anyone else wanting to come along (Bring partners) just email bernard.bader@BT.com
January 19th
Flying in Europe and General Adventuring. Andy Oliver & Mike Hawkins
February 16th
Hitch Hikers guide to Inspections, Maintenance & Mods. Bernard Bader & Carl Tharme (T.B.C)

March T.B.A 
Trying to get Richard Meradith Hardy, Brian Milton or similar

April  T.B.A

Devon & Somerset Microlight Club A.G.M

POOR WEATHER FLYING
Not surprisingly most flying lessons are carried out in excellent conditions, but this can leave us feeling a bit unsure what to do in less favourable weather. So, as we go into autumn, it might be useful to look at 10 tips on the subject which have stood microlighters in good stead over the years. (Note we’re talking here about flying on a showery/overcast day with legal vis. and reasonable terrain clearance, not scud running or going IMC in cloud!)
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1. If you may need to dodge showers, it’s a good dea to plan more than one route to your destination. You can then pick the route which looks clearest once you're in the air and can see the conditions over a wide area. You might even want to switch from one route to another as you go along, if conditions make it necessary.

2. Rain you can see through is a light shower and can be flown through. Rain that is an opaque grey mass should be avoided.

3. Pay close attention to navigation. The weather will distract you, you may need to deviate off your planned track, and visibility is likely to be reduced. IFR navigation is to be encouraged (I follow railways!). Know what your minimum safe altitude is in relation to masts, hills and other obstacles.
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4. Always have a full tank of fuel and some alternate aerodromes in mind. Carry airfield plates for them if you can. As a last resort, a precautionary landing in a field may be safer than continuing into bad weather and it’s an option we have that GA don't.
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Try not to plan a route close to high ground. 
     Low cloud tends to love getting even lower near 
     hills!

6. CuNb can produce its own weather system with
Strong unpredictable wind shear. Embedded 
CuNb may not be easy to see, but it’s worth
knowing that mammatus cloud (udder shaped)
indicates downdrafts at the bottom of a CuNb cell. Avoid.
7. If you need to dodge round a shower, go round 
     the upwind side, not the downwind. You’ll be put
     less far off course, especially if the rain extends 
     some distance down your planned track.

8. If you’re tempted to go above broken cloud, beware that the holes may ‘heal up’ leaving you stuck on top with limited options.
9. Increased risk of carb ice when flying near the cloud base.

10. Decreased choice of forced landing fields when flying low! 
All common sense if you think about it, but the point here is unless you have actually thought about it beforehand or experienced it, many of these thoughts might not necesarily occur to you when flying in a potentially stressful situation. 

If you have any thoughts to share on this subject please add to the thread on the website about it – www.devonandsomersetmc.co.uk/forum.htm

Fly safe.   Tom

Doing a Bleriot
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“Ohhh Noooooooooo !”……..forms silently in my mind at exactly the same time as a muffled cry, uttered by my passenger in my headphones, affirms those very thoughts. We enter a surreal world, a time machine that fuels itself on adrenaline. Time slows down and all around us, metal tubes bend, structures collapse, plastics graze, engines are abruptly halted and the sound of “breakage” wraps itself around us like blanket. Then cold silence
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“Are you ok?”  

My worried words

”Yes but I’ve got petrol dripping down my back and I can’t get out, the belt won’t release”  

Her calm reply

An eight and three quarter stone thump on top of me suggests that her belt decided resistance is futile. Actually she had taken her mittens off and apparently the task became much easier.
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“Jean just get away from the plane.…just in case”

“But your wrist, is it broken?  I saw it go under the 
 control bar”
“No it’s fine. Really, just get away from the plane……

She didn’t, but I had little trouble in crawling out 
and we waked away together. Once out I saw the 
damage. I was crest fallen my beautiful Blade 912, 
on her side, two prop blades missing, wing keel 
snapped in half, wing hideously broken looking like 
shot pheasant. I mouthed a word that has a tenuous
link to procreation as I surveyed the carnage.

It then dawned on me that the Airport sirens were wailing and a small band of airport workers mixed with a gaggle of earlier microlight arrivals were sprinting toward us. The fittest still at full bore, the un-fittest, hearts beating outside their chest, being chased, I imagined by a hopeful grim reaper. Oh Hell……It’s one piggin’  thing to screw it all up in a cow infested field in the middle of nowhere, but to do it at Calais International at a public event. I longed for a salesman to arrive selling tins of “Disappear” invisibility spray. I would have made him a rich man.

The next hour was filled with the business of getting the wreckage stowed away and during the process it became clear that the worst of the visible damage was in the wing. I was still in my flying suite hot and bothered after the exertion of getting the machine into storage.  I became aware of someone next to me, on reflection with an air of awkwardness about them, “Er….Bern I was wondering if….hmm… well my interface has packed up…….don’t suppose, as you won’t be needing yours now, if I could remove it and hmm… borrow it for the trip home. I’ll post it back to you?”  

The timing wasn’t good but those microlighty chaps are bold fellows and no one can put a man down for being straightforward. Times I’ve watched a bad approach and said to myself  “Here we go then, just think of the spares.”  Well they do say you get your own Karma back.  My interface popped through the letter box a few weeks later as promised with a little thank you note. I felt rather good it had helped out.

The rest of the day felt rotten. Disappointment, self recrimination, failure, but strangers trickled over to give support, offer empathy, offer help and by morning the business of having a great time had well and truly returned. 

The Grand Bleriot Memorial Reception in Calais’s famous town hall was not what many expected, but we hung on in there and the canapés kept coming. Now canapés in the UK are a greasy affair but in Calais town hall a completely different experience.
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Oysters, for heavens sakes, pate smoother than velvet with taste to die for, little oddities I could not name for you and so on. Copious fizzy falling over water made it a jolly fine evening as far as I was concerned. All topped with a bus ride home listening 
to a drunken rendition of,  “You’ll never get to heaven in a 
Microlite….” led with gusto by my now good friend,  
The Interface Man. After joining the breakfast briefing session
for those who still had a serviceable flying machine We left 
Calais next morning for the ferry home, in good spirits and 
good weather; me clutching a piece of broken prop to hang
on the wall, Jean clutching our much coveted Bleriot badges. 

I went through a lot of hoops over the next weeks trying to 
understand what, after 12 years of flying, did I do wrong? 
I had recovered well from some very nasty turbulence on 
final, I had handled the fierce crosswind ok: back wheels 
were down in a greaser of a landing; but when the nose 
wheel touched, she just shot off to the right and flipped her lid. 
All day I had noticed my landings were veering right. I had put that down to my pod bag being too full on account of bringing along a female passenger. My legs were laying on top of it and I surmised they were not straight on approach. If only I had done my final approach checks properly; perhaps after all these years I’m flying too much on intuition rather than regimented checks.  I faced up to the belief I had landed with a half cocked nose wheel. Unforgivable after all these years.  

Amazingly the machine was not a write off and duly repaired by P&M. I rang Billy Brookes to see how the test flight went. When there is a pause and someone says, ”Well” you know a story is about to follow.

Apparently when landing on Mantons grass strip Bill started to swerve left and right unable to smooth out the oscillation; “I was in trouble. In the end I kicked both feet out and just locked the steering……..." he said recounting the experience.  

                                                                On investigation they found the Nylon Steering Bearing was sticking badly and preventing smooth control of the steering.  I was kind of glad, the machinery had played a part in leaving a streak of yellow fibre glass across Calais pristine runway; it was not just me then, but I knew the one finger I was pointing at the machine still left 3 fingers pointing back at me. I could not get away from the facts. The machine was telling me on earlier landings that something was not right and I had discounted it. The grip of bone dry airport tarmac took away what was left of my recovery margin. My nose wheel may not have been absolutely straight as I cannot be absolutely sure I positively checked “Nose Wheel Straight” on final approach. 
At the time of writing this I have joyously just heard that I can pick up our repaired machine. I just hope the club trailer is up to it. There’s more weld on that thing than there is original steel.
Last week it collapsed on the hang gliding club which means its been repaired which means I should be borrowing it during a good phase. I can hear the call now, “Darling, I’m on the M4…….Well actually all over quite a stretch of the M4………”

You know the best thing to come out of the whole experience was the people.
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People (including me) can be a pain in the arse some of the time, but most of the time I think people are just wonderful. Here is a list of the wonderful:-
Andy (The Red Baron), Tom, Ben, Glynn & Martin; our companions and Bleriot friends with whom we planned and shared the experience

Daryl (The Interface man) Who broke the spell with his boldness.

Andy (Journeyman Balladeer) who sat with us at exactly the right moment in the evening airs sharing his wine and cheese. 

The many people who came over to check we were ok and all those who made us laugh at it.

Harry. Who without hesitation took all our kit halfway across blighty to a secrete rendezvous, despite not really having the room and without questioning the volume of kit. Did I mention my passenger was female? 

Joan-Marc Duvivier and his very busy team at Calais, who never charged us storage for the machine, gave us full access to their offices to sort stuff out, translated for us and helped in every way possible.

oOo

Bleriot wrecked his machine on landing and I guess we can say we were the only one’s to do a true enactment of his achievement, but he was flying at the very limit of aviation technology, We were flying proven kit. Viv La Bleriot !
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