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January 20th

This month’s meeting is a CAA Safety
Evening. It will take place at at Imjin

Barracks but the venue within the
barracks will be different. The usual
procedures of registering at the Guard
Room and being escorted to the venue
will be in force.

Quote of the Month

“Science, freedom, beauty,
adventure: what more could you

ask of life? Aviation combined all the
elements I loved. There was science in
each curve of an airfoil, in each angle
between strut and wire, in the gap of a
spark plug or the color of the exhaust
flame. There was freedom in the
unlimited horizon, on the open fields
where one landed. A pilot was
surrounded by beauty of earth and sky.
He brushed treetops with the birds, leapt
valleys and rivers, explored the cloud
canyons he had gazed at as a child.
Adventure lay in each puff of wind.”—
Charles A. Lindbergh

Christmas Party

The winners at the Club party were:-

Ray Dance in the “Guess the time around
the WAG pylon”.

In the photo competitions Rob Keene
won the ground to ground and ground to

air categories and Monica Hamer the air
to ground and air to air categories.

Sad news of former members
John Morris

Some older members of the Club will
recall former member John Morris - a

walking encyclopaedia of aviation
knowledge. Andrew John has kept in
touch with him since he moved to Sussex
many years ago and heard in December
the he had died of cancer. Andrew sent a
letter of condolence on behalf of the Club
to John’s widow.

Sybil Limbrick

Andy Virgoe reported the sad news
that Sybil Limbrick has passed away

in December from the throat cancer that
she has fought for the past years.

As many SVMC members may know she
was the wife of Roy Limbrick, the farmer
at Windrush who has made the club very
welcome on numerous occasions.
A card of condolence has been sent on
behalf of the club.

Safety
I learnt from that! by John Sparks

I could not believe my ears.  I had
floored the loud pedal, snapped open

the hand throttle and the engine just
ticked over.  The only option open to me
was a small field dead ahead but a line of
pig sties and a tree were in front of it and
I was heading straight for them!  I was in
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my canary yellow Pegasus Q  with a
‘rainbow’ wing (photo below) and I had
taken Bob, a colleague of mine who was
recovering from a triple heart by-pass
operation, to take photos of the village of
Cross just south of the Mendips where he
lived.  As his wife Margaret was out in the
garden, we had descended to 500ft to
wave to her before returning to base
North of Bristol.  That was the intention.
But now, the engine had decided to
become unresponsive to the throttle and
already we had dropped through 400ft,
and those pig sties were looming up fast.

Over the course of a quarter of a century
flying flexwings, I guess like most pilots
I have found myself in situations where I
have either been lucky or wished
fervently that I had stayed on the
ground.  At such times, the learning
curve goes ballistic! With the CAA Safety
Evening coming up, I thought it timely to
confess so that others can learn of my
lapses.

 The first uncomfortable incident
occurred very shortly after I had passed
my GFT at Long Newton with David
Young.  It was a balmy Summer evening
and I flew to Clench Common in my
almost new Pegasus XL.   I had started
my training there and it was nice to sit
down with the other pilots and exchange
a yarn or two two.  Time passed and I
had not noticed the sun sinking fast over
the Marlborough Downs until some one
pointed out the time.  Panic!  I donned
the gear, fired up the 447 and headed

back to Long Newnton.  By the time I
reached Swindon, lights were beginning
to twinkle on the roads and as I headed
west at a sedate 47mph, the ground
became steadily darker although the
western sky seemed reasonably bright.
By the time I reached Malmsbury, landing
in the serious gloom was not an option –
but I could see flashing lights in the
direction of Long Newton. They were car
head lamps.  David Young had
thoughtfully placed his car at the end of
the runway and partly illuminated it with
his lights.  I landed safely but it was a
close call.   I have never forgotten to
leave it too late to get back to base and
how the ground below goes as black as
the ace of spades when it is still quite
light up above.  My lack of experience
was responsible for that scare.

The next situation  happened shortly
afterwards and was due to gung-ho
stupidity.  It had been a calm slightly
hazy autumn morning in Bristol and so in
the afternoon I raced out to Long
Newnton and found that the countryside
was really quite misty verging on foggy.
Nevertheless, I rigged the XL and kept
my fingers crossed that the very hazy sun
might burn the stuff off.  That was wishful
thinking because I  could barely see two
fields away – not VFR by a long chalk.
But eager to fly, I took off intending
simply to follow The Fosse Way which ran
by and parallel to the runway.  As it was
straight as a die, I decided simply to
follow it down to the M4, do a 180 and
return to the airfield.  In the air, the viz
was worse than I expected  - decidedly
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IMC really.   However, with the hedge line
of The Fosse Way underneath me, I had
no worries.  I reached the M4, crossed it
and picked up the hedge again and
headed back.  After five minutes, quelle
horreur!, the hedge divided – I had not
picked up The Fosse Way after all!   Using
the compass, I spent anxious minutes
criss-crossing the countryside and was
just about to land in a field when I caught
the gleam of cottages on the outside of
Malmsbury.  Much relieved and feeling
somewhat chastened,  I managed to
return to Long Newnton by following the
roads.  No excuse – sheer stupidity and
illegal  but it was a salutary experience
and I was never  tempted to fly in such
conditions again.

Failure to undertake pre-landing checks
properly caused a tad of embarrassment
on a couple of occasions, the worst being
on finals to Old Sarum in my Quaser 582
(above) As I turned over the fortifications
at the southern end of the runway, I
eased the throttle and pulled the bar in
to lose height but the nose of the Quaser
stubbornly refused to drop.  Pulling the
bar right into my chest I managed to
bleed off a little height but not enough.
I realized the 582 was still revving
strongly so I would have to cut the
ignition over the threshold.  I reported to
the tower that I had a stuck throttle.  I
swooped into the runway with the fire
tender racing along beside me, cut the
ignition and landed two thirds of way
down. The chaps in the tender helped me
push the Quaser off the field and I told

them that I would investigate the
problem.  What a bore.  My hand settled
on the hand throttle and it moved
significantly back! I had not closed it in
the circuit and so the 582 was still set for
the cruise.  No wonder I could not easily
lose height.  I have never failed to check
it since then!

On another occasion shortly after taking
delivery of my Quik, a similar thing
happened on finals to Sandown. I could
not believe the amount of effort it took to
bring the slippery little Quik down from
circuit height to touchdown.  On that
occasion, it was not the hand throttle – I
had long since learnt that lesson – but
the altimeter.  Somehow, I had made a
mistake in setting the QFE because as I
was taxiing to the parking area, I
discovered that the altimeter was
showing 1000ft!  I had been around
1300ft on finals.  I got down but it was a
struggle.  Perhaps I should have gone
round but I had not realized that there
was a problem.  Another lesson learnt –
carefully check the QFE and what the
altimeter reads.

A lack of care in performing the pre-flight
checks could have been responsible for a
very uncomfortable meeting with mother
Earth eight years ago.  I had flown a
friend of mine who flies PA 28s out of
Kemble on a flight over Caerphilly Castle
to Swansea.

 The plan had been to continue to
Rosemarket but the tower at Swansea
informed me that Rosemarket was closed
because of soggy conditions.  So we had
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a cup of coffee and decided to return to
Doynton over the southern Brecons.  All
belted up, I twisted the key and fired up
the 912S.  To my dismay, it did its best
to leap out of its mountings.  I quickly
killed the ignition and jumped out to see
coolant pouring from the back of the
trike.  The removal of one of the engine
covers revealed a disconcerting sight –
the port carb was hanging loose, having
popped out of the rubber carb mounts
and in doing so had pulled the water feed
to the carb heaters out of its rubber
connecting  hose.  The circlip holding the
carb into the rubber mount seemed to be
unusually loose and my immediate
thought was, perhaps when I last
examined the equipment, I had failed to
tighten it up.  However, everything else
looked as it should be.  I replaced the
carb, tightened the circlip and replaced
the lost coolant and to my relief, the
engine started normally.  So we took off
and flew over Swansea Bay climbing to
4500ft to pass over the Brecons and then
steadily reduced height over the Bristol
Channel to land at Doynton.

Little did I know when I took this photo
that the Quik had a problem!

It had been a beautiful flight – calm and
crystal clear.  As I taxied back to the
hangar, the engine cut – botheration!  My
pal left me to put the Quik away but a
further really thorough check revealed
that we had been very lucky.

The port carb rubber had a split half way
round the circumference which was just
hidden by the circlip .

It must have been the suction of the
revving engine that had held the carb in
place during the flight.  Doubtless, I
should have noticed the problem,
especially as the on the previous flight a
few days before, the engine had
uncharacteristically stalled on landing
and that should have alerted me to the
fault.

Another lesson learnt – and yet, nearly
eight years after, my inspector found
both carb rubbers beginning to unbond
from their respective metal base plates
and one was within a gnats whisker of
allowing air into the manifold.  He
reckoned that I had not been pulling the
carbs about sufficiently to show up the
problem on my pre-flight checks.

Oh yes.  What about those pig sties?
Well, Bob reminded me that I skilfully
swerved around the tree just narrowly
missing it with the tip of my wing, yanked
the bar in briefly and picked up just
enough speed to pop over the sheds and
landed in what proved to be a small hay
meadow.  The long grass snatched at the
rear wheels and the trike stopped in
around 20-30 yards, whereupon the
engine fired up and responded nicely to
the throttle. But there was no way I could
take off again.
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 I had delivered Bob almost to his front
door and he has dined out on the story
ever since!
 But my yellow Q had to be trailered back
to the airfield.  The problem had all the
symptoms of carb icing.  It was the middle
of summer, we had been flying quite high
over the Mendips and on descent, I had
not switched on the electric carb heater.
After that incident, the Q’s engine never
missed a beat.

 However, soon after that, she ended up a
bag of bones on the grass runway on an
otherwise perfect evening.

 I had bought a Quaser (G-MWJJ) and a 3
axis pilot bought my spotless Q for a very
good price.  Despite my urging him to take
lessons, he reckoned that he did not need
any instruction to fly these ‘simple’
aircraft.  So, a few days after taking
delivery of it, he took off solo, and had 7
attempts to land; on the 8th, he flared the
Q pulling in the bar as though it was a
joystick and nose-dived it into the runway.
Luckily, he walked away from the wreck
and, just as important,  I had already
banked his cheque.  But his wife forbade
him ever to fly again.

Older and wiser, these days I reckon that
I am a safe and ultra conservative pilot,
not prone to recklessness or being
careless.  But I always thought that
anyway from the moment I passed my
GFT!!!!!  Safe flying.

WAG 2015, Dubai by Rees Keene

Flying a flexwing at 90˚ bank at
100mph and pulling 3+G isn’t what

the average pilot goes out to do on a
regular basis if at all but for the
fortnight of the 1st to the 12th of
December, a British team of 6 pilots
including myself and my Dad Rob did
just that around a course to see who
would be crowned champion at the
World Air Games 2015 held in Dubai!

Dad and one of his students Neil very
kindly bought the two machines we
used at the event, which P&M and CFS
helped with enormously, both by
sponsoring, aka ‘discounting’, and
helping supply a machine that was
lighter than the factory standard.

Having waved them off in shipping
containers, it was slightly alarming to
have an email some weeks later to say
that the planes had been ‘unstuffed’ and
were awaiting our arrival! Mark Fowler
and Dave Broom arrived on hand first,
and much to our relief said all was well
and rigged and check flew them before
we had even arrived without problem.

Its worth saying that Dubai is quite
something, there is a huge amount of
wealth about, far beyond what even
footballers could dream of, and it’s a
little bizarre in a way that you can’t
quite place your finger on when there.
We, happily, were on the receiving end
of this at the WAG with a budget far
beyond any sports aviation event I can
think of, or anyone will probably see in
the near future. An example of this is
the Prince’s ‘farm’ where the aircraft
arrived, which incorporated a 600x70
metres AstroTurf runway and 100x70
metres air-conditioned hangar with
polished floor!

After a few days of practicing at the
‘farm’, we headed off to the ‘remote
control’ airfield to begin official practice
and the event proper. The first few
attempts were rather exciting to watch,
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as many pilots hadn’t had a chance to
practice in a while, some hadn’t even
flown the type for more than 30 minutes
for various reasons. This resulted in the
trashing of one of the laser timing gates
and a test of the yellow Quik R’s wide tyres
on the sand. Thankfully both planes and
pilots came off fine and there was only one
other ‘event’ in the whole flexwing
competition after that.

The scoring of the event was all taken
back to seconds. Naturally the time
around the course was taken, then the
distance in meters taken to clear the one
metre tape was added in seconds per
metre, and finally the distance to
touchdown from the start of the 100 metre
box was added, zero added seconds for
the first 5 meter box, then five seconds
added per box after that.
The combined quickest time for 3 out of 5
races were taken to determine the
champions.

This made for a very interesting
competition, as it wasn’t necessarily a
guaranteed win for the fastest plane, and
we really did not know if the light weight
Quik R’s would be the best machine for the
job.

Flying around the desert was exhilarating,
it was a constant battle to keep your
height and turns even around the course.

It was very easy to see where others were
going wrong but hellish difficult when
doing it yourself, sometimes finding the
next pylon was the hardest part. I quickly

started practising the course by walking
around the pattern on the ground,
though I never progressed to doing it
with my hands out and engine noises!
The week at the RC airfield was fun The
Brits and our machines were starting to
come through as leaders of the pack,
though the contest was far from over,
as Jonny Foreigner was snapping at our
heels and a wrong move from any of us
could have resulted in big changes in
the running order. We bade farewell to
the desert and made what turned out to
be an epic flight to the coast, landing
next to skyscrapers and Palm Jumeira
on a runway constructed on the sea,
followed by what seemed like our
personal air display that took place over
us as we put our planes to bed!

Flying at the sea front was a very
different experience from over the
desert, no thermals, an incredible
backdrop and it was much easier to see
the upcoming pylon on the course.
For a video, type the following into your
web browser: http://bit.ly/1kVgvM1

We began in earnest finding that the
take off for us was key to a good score.
Being light helped but with the other
elements, it was still going to be a close
run thing. The French BB trike was hot
on our heels, and could easily have won
if only for consistency. Unfortunately for
them, it was not to be, as one pilot had
an engine out and though making a
textbook recovery, approach and
landing, ended up in the sea about 20
meters from the beach, filled the engine
with salt water and ended their chances
for the medals.

On the final day, it was apparent that
Dave Broom could have stayed in bed
and won! So the pressure was on for
Silver and Bronze. It was going to be a
close call, as the final race had the
chance to make or break it for several
of us. Going for broke here was not the
name of the game for me but I
somehow pulled off an amazing time,
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being the fastest in that race by 4
seconds! In the end though, Paul
Dewhurst’s experience shone through,
and he pipped me to Silver by 2 seconds
out of 400, with Mark Fowler in fourth 6
seconds behind me.

Overall scores are online at:
http://bit.ly/1TLCuRv

The Brits managed 1st to 4th, with my
Dad coming 6th and Chris Saysell 8th. It’s
worth mentioning that the top 9, YES 9
places were in P&M Quik R wings,
something I think to truly be celebrated.

My Dad and I will be doing a talk on
WAG at the February meeting after the
AGM. Do pop along for a more in depth
look at what went on while we were
there!

Dates for your Diary
30th April - 1st May 2016 - Microlight
Trade Fair, Popham
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