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Valley Microlight Club

This month’s meeting Wednesday

17th December

This month’s meeting is the Club’s

Christmas Party. Leading on from last
year’s success, the Christmas party 2014
returns to the spectacular and atmospheric
Over Barn at Over Farm on Wednesday
17th December.

This year we have some quizzes to tax
your grey matter, the photo competition to
show off your wonderful sights and skills
with a camera, the infamous Christmas
Raffle, and Monica’s exquisite culinary
skills to fill your bellies while you chat of
fair flying days.

Please remember to bring a small item for
the raffle and, for the photo competition,
please bring as many photos as you wish
in the following aviation categories: Air to
Air, Air to Ground, Ground to Air and
Ground to Ground.

For those amongst us who have gone to
the dark side to commit aviation in cosy
fixed-wing aircraft and have become a
little too used to cranking the cabin heat
up, you may wish to bring a light jacket to
keep off the chill. Flexwingers need only
come in shorts and t-shirts, as the heated
breeze given off from the industrial space
heaters will remind you of flying on those
rare summer evenings!

The Barn has a fully licensed bar, so drinks
will be aplenty for those who wish to enjoy
a tipple with, or after your meal, or both if
you so choose!

The evening will start at 7:30 and will
continue until we have finished enjoying
the evening’s splendour.

In order to make things a little easier for
Monica, please could you RSVP by This
Friday the 12th of December, along with
any dietary requirements and plus ones to
Rees Keene via email at:
rees.keene@overfarm.co.uk
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This will be a fantastic night to finish up
2014 and it will be great to see you there!

Quote of the Month

“It is as though we have grown wings,
which thanks to Providence, we have

learnt to control.”— Louis Blériot,

Halfpenny Green Wings and Wheels

Open Day by Trevor Jackson

I had spotted the fly-in months before in
the Pilot magazine and thought it would

be a good day out, considering it was a
‘Wings & Wheels’ event. Halfpenny Green
became Microlight friendly long ago and I
had heard some good things about their
friendly and relaxed way of doing
business, so I thought, give it a go. The
weather did not look great for the
weekend but with 10/10ths cloud at least
the wind and visibility were going to be
within limits. I had done a lot of the flight
planning the previous evening so all there
was to do was to check the met and route
and NOTAMS on Skydemon Light. What a
terrific tool, takes all the hard work out of
it ! I got to ‘The Chase’ (our strip) nice and
early, I prefer to take my time preparing
the aircraft and once all was secure I
coaxed the mighty powerhouse into life
(actually an 80 HP Rotax). I had PPR’d the
previous day and estimated my arrival as
10:30 local. Take off and climb out were
uneventful and enjoying a brisk tailwind I
quickly got on track and checked the
waypoints off as they slid by.
As I approached The Malvern Hills,
visibility was so good that I couldn’t resist
doing a 360 degree turn and taking some

photos of the Iron Age fort at the
southern end with my mobile phone.

Taking further advantage of the
tailwind, I climbed to 3500 feet which
was just above a broken cloud layer.
Before long I was abeam Worcester and
decided it was time to descend below
the patchy cloud and make contact with
Halfpenny Green radio. However, the
best laid plan of mice and men…. The
controller advised all aircraft that the
airfield was about to close for 20
minutes, to allow a model aircraft air
display to commence ARGHHH ! I
considered diverting to Otherton but the
cloud in that direction was even worse
than where I was, so I cleared to the
west and planned an overhead join just
as the airfield was being declared open.
And this was exactly what happened, a
Cessna 120 had the same idea so I
followed him in, keeping up my speed
for the big boys who were following me
in. Following directions to the parking
area, a marshaller appeared and safely
marshalled me into a parking slot. The
landing fee was £7 which I thought
quite reasonable, paid upstairs in the
control tower with great views over the
parked aircraft.

Apart from a respectable gathering of
interesting aircraft, there were several
activities going on in the hangars, one
of which had Dr Who with his TARDIS
and a clutch (?) of DALEKS who were
keeping an audience of young and old
enthralled with their antics.
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Outside were classic cars, including The
Ghostbusters converted American
ambulance and a ‘Black & White’ American
police car, all immaculately presented and
attracting a lot of attention.

Also some serious military modellers, one
of who was operating a model of a German
Tiger tank, complete with sound effects!

There were also WW 2 military re-
enactors, both British and American army,
which when ‘comparing and contrasting’
their equipment, just emphasised what
crap gear the British soldier was expected
to fight with when compared with his
American counterpart. Unbelievably I
spotted a Spitfire/Hurricane spade control
grip, for sale at the aircraft flea market in
one of the hangars but was not surprised
to learn that the vendor wanted £600 for
it, even in its less than perfect condition!
Before long it was time to head for home.
Departure was uneventful and I had a very
pleasant flight back to Chase Farm. If you
spot a Wings and Wheels event advertised
next year at Halfpenny Green Airfield, you
would do well to put in an appearance,
they put a lot of effort into their events
and all they ask is for our support in
attending, which I fully intend to in future.

Midnight VFR Flying in Sweden (or

Rich, Russ and Tim’s amazing Arctic

Adventure by Dick Osler (PART TWO)
DAY FIVE (22 JUNE 2014).

At around 0930 Marco arrived with
breakfast (coffee, fruit juice, cooked

meats cheese and rolls). We devoured
this and after working out another flight
plan and route planning, we left for the
trip back to Ähtäri airfield. We called
en-route for lunch and arrived at Ähtäri
probably around 1300. We climbed on
board the Eurostars once again, and
flew in formation to Alavus. I flew with
Marco, and his Eurostar had a 100 hp
Rotax. The difference between that and
the 80 hp variant was staggering. With
it being my turn to fly in the PA-28 once
again, we set off at 1430 heading for
Vaasa. What was one of the highlights
of our trip then occurred. Marco and
Juha flew their Eurostars in formation
with Russ, and I took some photos from
Tim’s PA-28. After about 5 minutes our
“escort” peeled off and left us to
continue our journey. What an amazing
privilege to have been part of that
formation!

Vaasa is a large airport that handles
jets. We landed at 1510, so this was just
a flight time of 40 minutes. It was a
public holiday, so we had a bit of
difficulty navigating our way around the
airport buildings. Eventually, after
negotiating various doors with push
button codes we arrived in the airport
terminal where people were queuing up
for processing onto a large jet that had
arrived. We managed to blag our way to
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the admin office, but the staff were busy
doing security checks on the passengers.
Eventually, we managed to get someone
to issue us with a paper for landing fees.
God knows how much that will cost,
because it is set by Helsinki, and not the
Vaasa airport authorities, and the guy we
spoke to didn’t have the rates (Helsinki
was shut for the holiday).

Another flight plan filed and it was on with
the dreaded blobby suits once more,
because we were once again crossing the
Gulf of Bothnia. The viz was pretty clear
and the Lycoming behaved impeccably.
We landed back in Sweden at Umeå at
1555L (subtract an hour because we were
back in Sweden). The flight time across
from Vaasa was just 45 minutes.

So, to the last leg of our journey to where
we would be staying for 3 days. After a
flight of 1 hr 30 mins we arrived at Piteå.
An idyllic spot, with a very nice club house
we soon settled in. Russ’s friend Mikael
turned up and made space in the hangars
for the PA-28 and Eurostar. Mikael owned
a restaurant in down town Piteå, and he
drove us there and fed us royally and
refused to take any money for the meal.
We discussed our touristy bit with him and
our intention the next day to hire a car to
go up to Jokkmokk which is a small town
beyond the 66 degs 33 min latitude that
denotes that it is in the Arctic Circle. He
took us back to his house and gave us his
wife’s Volvo Estate which had an
interesting registration (NINA R). We
called at a supermarket for some
provisions on the way back to the flying
club and once again were shattered.  We
banished our snoring companion to the
wet-room which was further down the
corridor and managed to have an
unbroken spell of sleep, despite the
forever daytime conditions. Hours flown

today: 2:55

DAY SIX (23 JUNE 2014).
A day without flying! To Jokkmokk we will
go! We set up the Sat Nav in the car and
headed off. Why doesn’t Swedish Sat Nav

issue instructions in English? We had
some hilarity with some of the place
names and gave up with it. Tim had Sat
Nav on his mobile phone that translated
into English so we eventually got to
Jokkmokk around 1330. It was not cold,
though a fairly brisk wind was blowing.
One of the highlights that we saw was
the river Pite in full flow with melt
water. The rapids drop 80 metres and it
was impossible to hold a conversation
whilst near the rapids. It was
inconceivable that such a huge volume
of water could move so quickly and
noisily. A bit of lunch, a walk around the
lake and an inspection of a Suomi Tepee
and we headed back to the airfield. On
the way back, we saw a reindeer that
obligingly posed for us on the roadside,
before disappearing into the woods. It
was such a magnificent creature. I had
worked in Sweden previously and had
enjoyed Reindeer stew! Now I felt guilty.

Fortunately, Tim had worked out that if
you pressed HOME on the Sat Nav, it
would lead us back to the airfield (and
it did)!  Mikael soon joined us and it was
back to his house for an evening meal.
Once again, we were banqueted in
style. During my 12 days away, despite
being told that I would be bound to lose
a few pounds I managed to gain five!
My Iphone had given up the ghost by
now, so I was scrounging calls back to
the UK with Russ or Tim. Email still
worked fortunately, and all of the flying
clubs we visited had free Wi-Fi. Another
exhausting but exhilarating day was had
by all. The weather turned fairly grim
with low cloud, so there would be no
midnight flying on this day.

DAY SEVEN (24 JUNE 2014).
Flight to Pajala (or Santa Claus’
Airfield). A leisurely start to the day, but
we were airborne and heading towards
Pajala with me flying in the PA-28, with
a take off time of 1125. The flight time
to Pajala would be 2hrs 20 minutes.
Mikaela (Russ’s friend) had taken a day
off from his busy schedule and agreed
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to come along with Russ. Once again, the
scenery was magnificent, but it appeared
to me that every square inch of possible
land was covered in pine forest.  Beautiful
flying conditions prevailed once again.
After landing at Pajala we went into the
airport terminal buildings and met with the
airport manager (Maria). She was a very
pretty girl and insisted on showing us the
airport facilities, especially the parking
place for Father Christmas’s reindeer!
During the winter, there are package tours
from the UK that fly to Pajala primarily to
visit Santa Claus. We were given a hug,
Tee shirts with a Pajala Airport/Father
Christmas logo on them and no landing fee
to pay on the day we visited. Such
hospitality and informality! So relaxing,
especially after the UK GA environment
where everybody is trying to fit a quart in
a pint pot and if it has wings on it, there is
a huge intake of breath and you know it
will cost a fortune.

We got a taxi into town and dined at the
Pajala equivalent of Macdonalds. The town
was pretty deserted. In the burger joint,
we were temporarily engaged in
conversation on the world cup with one of
the locals, who judging by his girth had
spent a lot of time dining there. We had a
walk around the town, which boasted the
world’s biggest sundial. I thought, wow! If
it is as deserted as this now, what would
it be like in winter? The temperature was
around 12 degs with a fairly brisk wind.
We were there for a couple of hours and
headed back to the airport for our flight
back to Piteå. There were no worries about
getting back before it got dark! I swapped
aircraft once again, and flew Russ’s EV-97
back to Piteå. Mikael was flying with Tim.
Prior to take-off, we were waiting outside
whilst Tim was having a pretty bad
coughing fit in the loo. Mikael looked quite
concerned until I helpfully mentioned,
“Don’t worry! He is always like this before
a flight)!” I don’t think this calmed Mikael
down much however!

The flight back from Pajala to Piteå took
just 1 hr 50 minutes, due to a brisk tail

wind. The visibility was such that we
could see smoke emanating from the
Piteå industrial area some 60 nautical
miles away. Mikael disappeared back
into town, only to return with masses of
food once more. This would be our last
evening at Piteå prior to the return
journey. The weather was stunning, and
the sunset before midnight was
magnificent. This was to be our chance
to get the midnight VFR flight in our
logbooks, by taking off before midnight
and landing the next day, several
minutes after midnight. We all had
preparatory flights before the occasion.
We found an old leather flying helmet
and goggles in a cupboard, and had fun
posing in this outfit in front of our
aircraft!

It felt really ethereal, taking off in the
dusk. There was not even the tiniest
zephyr of a breeze, or any thermic
activity. The aircraft would go exactly
where you pointed it. The flight path
was devoid of any external interference.
We all got our midnight flights in.
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Mikael had returned to his house and told
us to fly past his house during our flight. I
was flying myself and Russ at the time,
and Russ texted him to say that we were
on our way, but got the reply that he was
already in bed!  Russ and I took off again
at 0110 until 0135 just to watch the
sunrise. Hours flown today: 4:55

DAY EIGHT (25 JUNE 2014).
This was a leisurely start to the day, after
our late night activity previously. Mikaela
turned up and refuelled both aircraft.
Nothing was too much trouble for him.
What a really special man. We tidied up
the flying club and left it as if we hadn’t
been there except for one small reminder.
Someone in the club had carefully
constructed a model of a paramotor
complete with extended parachute and
pilot (victim?) hanging from it. We
carefully cut out a speech bubble with
what we considered to be a suitable
statement aimed at paramotor pilots, and
placed it by the pilot’s head. It read “I
wanted a real aircraft, but this is all that I
could afford!” We had visions of Swedish
pilots Googling this statement to find out
what it meant. There is a webcam at Piteå
airfield. I wistfully gaze at it on a daily
basis to see what the weather is doing
now.

The first leg home was from Piteå to
Umeå. We left Piteå at 1240. I was flying
Russ’s EV-97 and my approach to Umeå
was slightly flawed! It was a strong cross
wind (20 kts with gusts), and with
thermals coming off the runway, at one
stage we were flying 20 ft above the

runway at 40 mph! Anyway, we made it
safely! The flight took 1 hr 20 mins.
Next leg was from Umeå to a tiny gravel
airfield called Härnösand. The approach
to this airfield was interesting, because
you flew over trees, dropped down onto
the gravel runway and had about 700
metres of usable surface. Needless to
say, there were trees to get over at the
climb out. Initially, there was no sign of
life at the airfield. After 10 minutes
however, Erik, a fairly elderly guy
turned up and opened up the clubhouse
and made us some coffee. He flew
motor gliders, and showed us round the
hangars. In the meantime, his wife
turned up and asked us if we would like
her to make us some sandwiches. We
graciously declined and were on our
way to Tierps after a break of 1 hour
and 10 minutes. We were aboard Russ’s
EV-97 watching Tim’s uphill take-off
with 700m of gravel runway and trees
to climb over. Tim made it OK, but the
excitement in his voice showed that it
may have been a bit “iffy!” The take off
time was at 1655 and we landed at
Tierps  at 1830, a flight time of 1 hr 35
minutes.

Mats was waiting for us in Tierps, as we
had previously booked clubhouse
accommodation for the night.
Additionally, there was a Swedish
trainee pilot there (Larch) who
volunteered to run us into town for an
evening meal. We found a Chinese
restaurant called “The Dragon”. Now, if
you can think of a huge auditorium say,
roughly the size of the Albert Hall,
decked with a red carpet, red table
cloths, red silk covered chairs with
probably 50+ tables, then that gives
you an idea of the place. However, we
were the only diners! Four of us sat in
the middle of this place complete devoid
of other people and music. (Actually, I
think something was playing down in
the basement somewhere, but it was so
quiet as to be virtually inaudible to the
human ear). The food was adequate. I
decided to have chicken, because it
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could have been anything because of the
taste, and therefore, I didn’t have to
guess! We washed this down with a couple
of the 2% beers and went back to the
clubhouse. A completely weird dining
experience! Some flight planning then
ensued for our next leg home, and then to
rest. Hours flown today: 4:35

DAY NINE (26 JUNE 2014).

So, we owe another huge thank you to
Mats once more for his hospitality. No
landing fee, very nice accommodation,
internet access and fuel. I can’t get over
this refreshing experience when compared
to the UK. We continued down from Tierps
to Köping, just a 45 minute flight from
Tierp. I was once again flying in the PA-28.
It was interesting comparing the
performance differences of both aircraft.
The PA-28 invariably always arrived at the
selected destination well ahead of the
EV-97. It carried all of our necessary
paraphernalia and was more comfortable.
The EV-97 just leapt off the runway
however with its eagerness to get
airborne. Myself and Tim were on the
ground at Köping watching Russ arrive in
the circuit. We watched with trepidation
when a Gyrocopter trundled out and took-
off whilst Russ was on short finals. This
could have been really nasty. The pilot
was very low hours and had assumed that
there was only one aircraft in the circuit
(the PA-28) and on this occasion Russ had
caught us up. He aborted his final and did
another circuit to land. We only stayed at
Köping for 30 minutes and then headed off
to our next destination which was
Visingsö. I think that we put our blobby
suits on at Köping, because this was a
substantial over water crossing with
Visingsö being just a small island. We left
Köping at 1125 and arrived at Visingsö at
1235, a flight time of 1 hr 10 minutes. It
was an interesting landing at Visingsö.
There are three runways, but they all end
with a drop into the sea from cliff tops. We
almost had the brakes on in the descent
when on finals! The tiny island airfield was
deserted. It boasts a cottage as
accommodation for flying club visitors, but

we will have to try that on another
occasion. We hung around for less than
an hour and departed for our final leg of
the day at 1325, returning to Höganäs,
where we landed at 1455, a flight time
of 1 hr 30 minutes.. We had booked the
flying club accommodation in advance,
and on landing, Lars was on hand once
more to help with all our requirements.
Myself and Tim were watching and
waiting for Russ to appear. We had
flown through some pretty rough CB’s
and picked our way through some
substantial rain and hail downpours,
and thunder was rumbling away to the
south, but Russ appeared and landed
unscathed. The wind started to get up
and while we were getting settled in, we
watched this very attractive Swedish
female pilot getting ready to take her
mother flying. Despite the substantial
wind, she insisted on taking off using
the crosswind runway. She did several
circuits, but coped with the conditions
well. We went over and chatted
afterwards and she mentioned about
the crosswind. There was a runway
directly into wind which she chose not
to use however.

More excitement to end the day! Lars
hired out three bicycles for us to ride
into down town Höganäs. With great
hilarity we mounted our cycles (I hadn’t
ridden one for a few years) but despite
the odd wobble, we made it safely. We
had an expensive meal in this water side
restaurant and (wait for it!) beer that
was around 4% proof! Wow, it made the
cycle ride back to the airfield more
interesting but there were no mishaps!
A relatively early night beckoned,
because we had a busy day tomorrow.
Hours flown today: 3:25

(To be continued)

For Sale

Rees Keene’s exemplary Chaser is for
sale.

G-MZCB Chaser S Rotax 508, 400 Air-
frame Hours, 210 Engine hours.
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Very nice and well looked after example
with the sail in excellent condition having
been renewed in '09 and has 40 hours on
it.

Cruises at 65mph hands off using 5.5 litres
an hour. Climbs at up to 900' per minute.

The aircraft is up to date with all service
bulletins and service schedules, all
meticulously recorded in the log book.

The instrument panel consists of:
Compass, ASI, VSI, altimeter, RPM, dual
EGT and CHT gauges.

Permit to be renewed on agreement of
sale, as it expired on the 14th of
September this year. The aircraft is
eligible for SSDR, but has not been
converted to allow the buyer the choice of
doing so.

I'm reluctantly selling as I'm having a go
at fixed wing flying and I just can't justify
keeping two aircraft.
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Editor’s Note

The following photos were submitted
during the year but, up to now, have not
featured in a newsletter.

mailto:marshview@btinternet.com

