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Hello again and welcome to the September edition of Airscrew. Although quite a poor month for 

flying, we have some tales of ‘warmer climes’, see first article below. To continue our ‘I learned 
about flying from that’ safety article, we have an anonymous contribution. If you have a similar story 

to tell, please send it to me for inclusion in the newsletter and your identity will forever remain safe 

(should you wish it so).  

On a personal note, do we have any radio experts out there ? If so I would appreciate you getting in 

touch as I have a continuing radio niggle. 

Trev the Editor. trev.kate@btinternet.com or 01453511141 

 

Torricella fire storm from Andrew John 

 

                   
                                                     VillaTorricella 

 
My daughter Sophie and her husband have spent the last four years renovating a derelect farmhouse, 

Torricella, in the Umbrian mountains in central Italy to which they intend to retire eventually from 

Iain’s career, currently based in Belgium. In the meantime they spend family holidays there, as well as 
letting it during the summer months. Sophie sent me this account last week::-  
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 “My first day back in Brussels after my trip to the UK brought an evening email to say that there was 

a massive forest fire working its way up to Torricella!   The German honeymooning guests had called 

Christine (who looks after the property) to ask if they should be worried by the smoke they could 

see.  One of them went down to the main road (4kms) and found a fireman who said they should 

evacuate as soon as possible. 

 

 
                                                             Torricella top right   

 

She managed to get them booked in for supper and the night at a local ‘Agriturismo’.  Meanwhile, 

five fire trucks arrived and parked on our meadow to try to create a wall of water on the edge of the 

pine forest bordering our olives and vines.  Due to the southerly winds and the 38 degrees 

temperature, the fire was raging up the hillside with Torricella directly in its tracks.  The firemen, 

together with the forester wardens and Carabinieri worked all through the night to save the site from 

being destroyed.  They used water from the pool to douse the flames and the fumes and smoke were 

very intense.  There were no planes or helicopters available to dump water as so much of Italy is on 

fire at the moment. After initially succeeding in halting the fire, it started up again and worked around 

the bottom and up the side of the olive grove and they then managed to finally put it out when it was 

under 100 metres from the house, this time with the aid of four flights from a Canadair water bombing 

aircraft.  The hot ash was raining down on the house but miraculously nothing caught fire and the 

house and all its immediate surroundings have been unaffected!  Luckily, the guests were able to 

return and complete their holiday here and were very stoical.  They also left a wonderful entry in the 

visitors’ book with line drawings illustrating the whole drama!  It has been an unforgettable 

honeymoon for them! 



 

                                                              Mario’s ICP Savannah S  
 
The aerial shots were taken by Mario, who is a pilot on the roster of the local Commune’s microlight 

patrol aircraft that survey the region for just such an event. We told him all about your passion with 

microlights, Dad, and he can share an equally impressive crash story with you too!” 

 

So I am already looking forward to a trip with Mario on our next visit to Torricella!   Ros and I spent 

last Christmas there – absolutely fab! In the meantime he, together with the other microlight pilots, is 

obviously providing a valuable service to the area. 

 

Take a look at ::- villatorricellaumbria.com  

 

 

Fly-ins 2017 by  Bill Austin 

May and the Wednesday evening fly-in season is ahead of us. Anticipation is running high 

and aircraft are being fettled for the summer to come. What a fantastic dream! Reality was 

something entirely different and very frustrating.  

According to my records there were potentially 18 evenings when a fly-in could be held 

starting on 10th May. In fact, only six fly-ins actually happened. Just 33% of all possible 

evenings is probably the lowest ever achieved – not the sort of record that the Club is proud 

of! Once again the weather was the main reason for this low figure.  

Without doubt the “Big One” was the Over Feast on 5th July hosted by John and Monica 
Hamer with an incredible spread of food and good flying weather. On the other hand the 

Bowldown evening was cold and windy for the brave souls who decided to give it a go. 

Some of the fly-ins were picnic events rather than a barbeque and attendance at these 

varied a lot. 

In summary, not a great season. Even Jon Ingram’s fly-out to France which, at the start 

promised a good number of participants, was reduced to two planes and three pilots. 

Departure on the appointed Saturday resulted in returning to base because of the weather 

and a decision to postpone the start for a week. However, the French weather was not much 

better but all eventually returned home safely. 



The current thinking is to “make up for lost time” by organising a few weekend fly-ins/fly-outs 

during the winter to take advantage of any good flying weather. Keep an eye on your Inbox 

for notification of these events and look at the “News” section of the Club website for details. 

Just a reminder that the winter “indoor” meetings start on 18th October at “The Flying Shack” 
at Gloucestershire Airport. If you have a story to tell or know of any potential speakers 

please let Ed Wells, our Chair, know by email - edjwells59@gmail.com – as soon as 

possible. No doubt the Airscrew Editor will remind you again of the meeting date in the 

October newsletter. 

 
Fly in Season – Not great is it? 

Well having become a tad ‘disappointed’ with the numbers turning up for the early season 
SVMC fly ins I have now moved to ‘massively disappointed’ in the Wednesday night 

weather. Clearly as the Wednesday night daylight window becomes impractical to try for 

more, I have asked Bumble to think about doing a couple more over the weekends - before 

the normal wind and rain stops everything, so please watch your email. We really do need to 

get into Long Marsdon before it becomes just another housing estate surrounded by traffic 

jams! 

As for myself. On Saturday 2nd I looked at the weather and the sky and thought ‘perfect’ – 

what’s on? I found the Championships on the IOW, Sutton Meadow BBQ (Cambridgeshire) 

and the LAA Rally (needed prior booking). Pete was unavailable so I decided to go it alone 

to Sutton Meadow. Around 2 hours flying in the flex - maybe a bit more. It’s interesting how 
long it takes to do a longer trip in terms of preparation. Two fuel runs, checks and general 

faffing around got me to eleven o’clock with a must get going attitude - which is never the 

best approach. So a perfect sky and less than five mph wind, lovely on the ground – what 

could go wrong? Here is the list… 

1. I decided to supplement the map with a test fly of Sky Demon on my iPad. Having 

done the route at home on the internet I got to Over to find that the Garmin GPS 

battery was flat – no problem all the bits in the car – except the one cable I needed. 

So a static Sky Demon map only! 

2. Then for whatever reason I thought I would set the old GPSIII in flight – a big 

mistake. 

3. I rang Sutton meadow got the info I needed and the likely strip in use – but that was 

likely to change apparently. 

4. Radio frequency not set – again I could do that in the air, after all 2 hours plus on a 

perfect flight is more than enough time to fiddle around. 

5. So I took off and skirted south of Gloucester then set a general heading while I tried 

to set the route properly. That was when I realized another 10 minutes on the ground 

would have been time well spent. It was totally impossible – the air was volatile and I 

was having some serious problems with the hot ground popping thermals continually 

into a cold, cold sky. Tried different heights but the cold drove me down. 
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And so I flew on – not happy with the situation but I knew Sackville near Bedford was sort of 

on the way and I decided I would take a break there and review the situation. That was in the 

GPSIII so managed to set that destination ok. After over an hour of hell my arms were 

packing up, I was seriously cold and I still had over 45 minutes to run to Sackville - when I 

still wasn’t at Sutton Meadow. And you know what? I said to myself ‘what the hell are you 

doing, this is not a pleasure its pure torture’. Just past midday I turned 180 and headed back 
being banged, bumped and thumped all over the sky. I gave myself a serious pep talk as I 

descended into Over for what I thought would be the landing from hell. And 100 feet from the 

floor it was dead calm and I did a perfect landing into the warm air – what was that about? 

So what’s the moral of this tale. Prepare properly and don’t be afraid to admit defeat. Flight 
time - 1:53 minutes of pure hell in the log book. But better an aborted trip than a smashed 

flex in a strange strip wouldn’t you say?  

The Club – What state are we in? – I feel a survey coming on. 

As I said earlier in my article I was disappointed in the numbers attending some of the fly-ins 

and the weather simply went to pot for the second half of the season. This leaves me 

wondering what we are doing wrong.  I can’t control the weather but as Chair I can do 
something about communication. This year we moved the Club shop front onto the web and 

with that came a change in the way in which we communicate with members. Your 

Committee and I will shortly be putting together another short survey to try and tease out 

what you all think – more importantly why a Club with so many flyers doesn’t appear to do 
enough flying! Sorry if that was a bit direct and I’m sure many of you have been flying, we 
just don’t know about it. If you have been on the go, use the dark evenings to write up a brief 
report for the mag, Trev will be pleased to accept any offerings. The survey is coming! 

October – Back to the Shack. 

Don’t forget, as agreed September is a flat month and we will resume the winter meetings at 
the Flying Shack in October.   

Fairford – What’s this then? - Picture 2. 

As I said last month I will drop odd pictures into my piece for the Airscrew and roll these into 

the Xmas comp. This is number 2. 

 



I learned about flying from that. 

Many moons ago, in the early days of Microlighting, I owned and flew a Mainair Tryflyer 

attached to a Hiway Demon wing. As I had built the trike unit by hand from plans, whether by 

design or accident, it turned out to be a very stable and reliable aircraft. With only about a 45 

mph cruise speed I wasn’t exactly carving up the sky or setting any endurance records but 

as it was the first aircraft I had built with my own hands I was justifiably proud of my 

achievement. At the time I was living just outside Stirling in Scotland, which had a small but 

enthusiastic group trying to get a Microlight club established. We normally flew (all three of 

us) from farmers’ fields in the Stirling area, one of which was at Cumbernauld (now 

Cumbernauld Airport), so yes, I remember it when it was just a field !  

One crisp Spring Sunday we had been buzzing around near Tillicoultry, which is about five 

miles east of Stirling, the days were short and as we were losing the light I elected to get 

airborne and head home where I could land at a nearby field to my home and de-rig before it 

got dark. Plus I felt a tad tired and chilled *. Due to the wind completely dying on me, my 

approach to the field extended so I opted to land in the next field. My wife and kids (plus a 

few curious neighbours) came over to see me land. Rather than go to all the trouble of de-

rigging a field away I decided to just do a short hop across the fence and land in my 

originally intended field *, plus as there was virtually no wind, there wouldn’t be any harm in 
doing a downwind take off * With full power I started the take - off run but it seemed to be 

taking a lot longer than usual to get off the ground, so I aborted, Well I did, but the engine 

didn’t, due to a jammed throttle AT FULL POWER *. As I leaned forward to kill the ignition 

switches, I impacted the fence at about a 30 degree angle. What happened next (I was told) 

was that I did a complete cartwheel with the wing disintegrating around my ears and engine 

screaming at full power. Hanging upside down. I did eventually reach the ignition kill switch 

and released my seat belt, falling out of the wreckage. 

Apart from shock I was unhurt, but the aircraft was a total wreck. One of the fuel tank 

support cables, located just behind my head, was sliced in half, presumably by the propeller 

and in all probability when I leant forward to kill the ignition switches. So from that day 

onward I swore I would never fly a Microlight again, having almost killed myself in 

front of my family. But, the news spread quickly and that evening my Microlighting buddies 

turned up at my home and almost forcefully took me out for some beers. I was interrogated 

in every detail about the accident, re-living the noise of the engine, my abort point, the 

jammed throttle, everything. I thought at the time that this was all a bit unnecessary but my 

biggest surprise came when they dropped me off at home, saying they would be back at 8 

o’clock next morning to take me to Cumbernauld and ‘get me back into the saddle’ ! And that 
is what I did, in a friends’ trike, shaking from head to foot I took off, got out of the circuit and 

miraculously stopped shaking. I landed with a huge grin on my face but also with tears of 

gratitude for my friends who had rallied to me when I needed them most. And I stuck with 

Microlighting. 

Lessons learned : 

Well, I suppose you have all heard of ‘the Swiss cheese effect’? It’s when all the holes line 

up and disaster soon follows, as I have indicated with a * above. Accidents rarely occur from 

just one cause, rather as a result of a catalogue of errors or incidents. So my message to 

you is ‘Learn from the mistakes of others, you won’t be around long enough to make them all 
yourself’ ! 

A.V. Ator 


