
july 2021 

WOO HOO! 
The next club meeting will be held 

at St Rumon’s club, on Thursday 12th August! (We hope!) 

Not the Photo Competition Winner 

There has been no photo competition since last February’s meeting but thanks to Tony Peach 
for a few photos of what looked like an enjoyable day at Perranporth on 8th July. 
“A bit like old times!” He said! 
 



Chairmans Chat 
 
 Summer has come along with the easing of many of the Covid restrictions and a more 
“normal” service is returning. It is therefore planned to resume the monthly meetings at St 
Rumon’s starting with August. Time will be 19.30 and as before on the second Thursday of 
the Month so that will be the 12th. Please pop forward anything you would like added to the 
Agenda and hopefully it will be a good time to do a lot of catching up. This is still subject to 
confirmation from St Rumon’s so will be confirmed in due course. 
 
Good news on the flying front is that Chapel Porth is once again open to flying from August 
1st as the nesting season ends. We have been in contact with the NT throughout the nesting 
season to try and get earlier access but with no success. Maybe things can be sorted with 
them and the Chough society to help things for next year should they return… Thank you to 
all of you who refrained from flying there. It is once again sad that not all can resist making 
our job of maintaining good relationships and sites more tricky. 
 
No update on Carbis bay at present but with a bit of luck we should be able to return there 
over the autumn/winter as the grass stops growing. 
 
Good to see that we have a few new members including some recently qualifies pilots so 
please keep an eye out for them on the hill and help out where you can. 
 
Time passes quickly and as previously announced I will be stepping down as Chairman this 
year and Tony P has also advised me that he will also be stepping down as Secretary so there 
will be at least two positions to fill, so it’s time to start thinking. 
 
On the flying front there has been a fair amount going on at various sites for both Hangies 
and Paras and it has been good to see several visitors enjoying the sites along with the 
resident members.  
 
 Look forward to seeing some of you at the next meeting 
 Safe flying and all the best. 
 
 Phippsy 
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XC flights this month 



Continuing the long running series of “scraping the barrel”, scouring past Bulletins, I came 
across some interesting pieces from 1990. 
 
A tale of derring-do from Bill Scott: 
 

A Close Shave in the Owens 
It was a somber mood that night in the bar 
at Lone Pine. The previous day’s flying had 
seen Mark Seymour land soon after launch, 
cursing the notorious Owens Valley 
turbulence. He was not keen to fly the valley 
again. Geoff Loyns had flown 90 miles before 
the White Mountains had forced him out into 
the valley. Geoff was musing that this may 
be his last flight in the Owens, he had been 
thrashed just one time too many. I had also 
been the victim of the white knuckle 
turbulence and had been forced down four 
miles short of Geoff. 
I wasn’t so keen to give up, though, as I still 
had a bet to win. A drunken moment in the 
middle of the Cornish winter had seen me 
bet Pete Coad that I would fly twice as far in 
the Owens as he would in the UK. The loser 
would have his moustache ceremoniously 
shaved off at the club Christmas party. Pete 
had subsequently reached the coast from 
Pandy, a distance of 66.6 miles. This meant 
I had to fly 133.2 miles to the town of Mina 
to win. I was going to give it one more go 
tomorrow. S**t or bust! 
7.45am, Monday 9th July saw mark and me 
driving up to Horseshoe Meadows launch; 
Mark had agreed to drive retrieve for me 
today. The cumulus clouds were already 
forming over the Sierra Mountains, the drift 
indicating a light southerly wind. When we 
reached take off, there were only two gliders 
rigged, usually a sign that all was not well. 
We checked it out and it seemed perfect, so 

good in fact, that Mark left his glider for me 
to rig while he raced down the hill to drag 
Ginny, my wife, away from her breakfast to 
drive retrieve for us. By the time he 
returned, the rigging area was jam packed 
as usual. 
A paraglider pilot from London was first to 
launch. He flew straight out and went up and 
up and up until he disappeared from view. 
That was good enough for us, so we left the 
9160ft ASL launch at 10.05. I flew straight 
into a good thermal and climbed to 11000ft 
ASL; another couple of miles to the next 
peak and I got a good one to 13000ft. 
Over the past two weeks we had come to 
know some of the good thermal generators 
along the Sierras and I was approaching one 
now; a sheer rock face of 3000ft on the 
north side of Whitney Portals. The previous 
day I had gained 500ft in one 360 here. It 
was awesome again today and I rocketed up 
to 14000ft. it was proving to be a good day, 
so we started to race along the Sierras, 
dolphin flying. The classic definition of 
dolphin flying is “Pull on in the sink and push 
out in the lift,” I like Geoff Loyns definition 
better: “Hold on tight in the sink and hold on 
even tighter in the lift.” It was proving to be 
one of those days! 
I was with a group of Australians who were 
flying the latest Moyes gliders, the XS. It 
was very similar to a Kiss/Rumour except 
that it had curved fiberglass tips. Over the 
next 20 miles I became very familiar with 
those tips, as on more than one occasion 
they tried to lance the Pommy git who was 
shouting abuse at them. We approached 
Lookout Mountain at 10500ft. this mountain 
extends well out into the valley so it is 
important to climb over it, or else you waste 
valuable time flying around it. A good 
thermal saw me over the top and heading on 
towards Mt Tinemaha, the point at which 
you attempt to cross the valley. This is the 
mountain where Liavan Mallin was turned 
upside down last year and is notoriously 
turbulent if you approach it below the top, 
which is exactly where I was. I hung on and 
tried to relax. You need to get to 15000ft to 

Finding some shade at launch 



stand a reasonable chance of crossing. I got 
to 11500ft and thought, “That’s it, I’m going 
anyway!” meanwhile the Aussies cruised 
high above. Mark came over the radio; he 
was at Lookout Mountain, also at 11500ft 
and was going to cross from there. I headed 
out into the valley towards Black Mountain, 
not too hopeful of reaching it. 
When I reached Big Pine I was down to 
8500ft and Geoff Loyns came on the radio. 
He was driving to Hobbs, New Mexico to go 
truck towing. Geoff gave me a quick lesson 
on how to get up on Black: “Just keep flying 
towards the spine where the west and south 
faces meet, don’t worry how low you get, 
just keep going.” I was down to 6000ft, 
500ft above ground level and still two miles 
short of Black when the gods smiled on me. 
I found a rough 200 fpm thermal you would 
normally expect to find half way down the 
Blorenge. I worked it for all my worth, 
gained 2000ft and reached Black at 7500ft. 
Mark was not so lucky and landed just short 
of Black. I worked Geoff’s spine for 20 
minutes before I finally got a good one and 
started to climb out. Then, disaster, an 
Aussie appeared from nowhere and was 
making a beeline for me. I broke right and 
just missed him. I lost the thermal in the 
process and was now sinking like a brick. I 
went down to 7500ft before finally finding 
another thermal which took me above Black 
Mountain peak and up to 11000ft. I checked 
my watch; I had been flying for three hours, 
it was time to move on. 
I started to sink again as I headed into the 
Whites. The turbulence started to take on 
the vehemence you only find in the White 
Mountains. It was alternating between total 
negative g, where you had to hang on to the 
speed bar with a grip that would crush a full 
can of Stella, to, in an instant, 10 up lift that 
would twang the wires and knock your wind 
out. I was getting tired, scared and going 
down. I passed Gunter launch at 9000ft, 
Piute at 8500ft. I had reflected for a while on 
the reasons that had put me in this 
predicament. I had come to Owens to test 
my flying ability to the limit, but that was 
not all. I had come to find out a little more 
about myself, to test the strength of my 
soul. I was not going to let the White 
Mountains conquer me this time and I 
entered the next thermal with a resolve to 

win. The next thermal arrived just past 
White Mountain Canyon, an intensive 8 up. I 
climbed steadily to 14500ft, I could relax at 
last! 
I cruised high along the Whites heading for 
Boundary Peak. I knew I had to get even 
higher to continue the flight into Nevada. I 
took a rough thermal up the south west face 
of Boundary, which smoothed out over the 
summit. I continued to climb until I reached 
cloudbase at 16500ft ASL for the first time 
after four and a half hours flying and 100 
miles. 
I drifted with the cloud off the end of the 
Whites and over Montgomery Pass. Then, as 
is common in this area, I hit heart breaking 
sink. The altimeter wound down like the 
second hand on a watch. I was down to 
10500ft and racked my brain for my next 
move. I spotted a cumulus over a small 
mountain three miles to the north-west. It 
meant flying directly away from the only 
road but that cumulus was already drawing 
me in like a moth to a neon light. I arrived 
just above the summit and was rewarded 
with the smoothest thermal I had flown in all 
day. I topped out at 14500ft and for the first 
time saw my goal at Mina. I headed straight 
for goal, oblivious of the inhospitable terrain 
below; I needed just one more thermal. 
I flew on to the Excelsior Mountains where I 
found that thermal and climbed back to 
12500ft. I got on the radio to Mark, gave my 
position and the eagle-eyed Ginny spotted 
me. “You’ve got it cracked, boy.” They told 
me, “Keep going.” I gave the goal field the 
time-honoured spit of contempt and flew on 
towards Luning. I relaxed and took in the 
breath-taking views, staying up was left to 
euphoria; I no longer cared. I drifted over 
Luning and up towards the Gabbs Pass. 
The pain from aching wrists was telling me 
enough was enough, quit while you’re 
ahead. I asked Mark to find me somewhere 
flat to land. He marked out a spot and I 
circled over, and went up! I was exhausted, 
though, and couldn’t give this thermal the 
attention it deserved. I slowly came down, 
got the walking gear out, shook them into 
life and landed, not really into wind but it 
was good enough. 
I unclipped and walked aimlessly about, 
flexing my wrists to try to get them strong 
enough to hold the can of Miller beer being 



thrust in my general direction. The 
Australian retrieve car drove past; obviously 
some of their team must still be flying. I 
wasn’t worried; after all, they wouldn’t have 
the pleasure of seeing the hairless top lip of 
Pete Coad at the Christmas party! 
 
Glider: Rumour 
Distance: 143.57 miles 
Flying time: 6 hours 15 minutes 
 
 
Bill Scott 

 
 
And from April 1990. 

XCs in Devon and Cornwall  
I know it’s not just Kernow, but it shows how active local pilots were, flying cross country, 
and how competitive they were! The BT that landed near Penzance is Bob Tremblett, who had 
broken an upright on his Magic glider trying to do a fly-on-the-wall landing, and lacking a 
spare for his glider, had borrowed a spare from someone’s Clubman and “made” it fit before 
taking off again to fly 83 miles! 
 

 

Bill points to the facial hair he mistakenly 
thought he had saved! 
 



Touching Cloudbase e-learning  
From Ian Currer, it might be of interest to some: 
 
I enclose details of a major new project I have been working full time for the last few months 
(whilst on furlough).  I hope that it is of interest to your club members.  
 
To be clear, this is a personal project and not a BHPA official publication. 
 
As we have all learned during the lockdown months, ways of using the internet as a teaching 
tool have expanded enormously, and the appetite for customers to have all the information 
they need at the swipe of a mobile 'phone screen is greater than ever. For better or worse, 
every one of your members will have looked at paragliding skills or theory videos on you-
tube, as you know, some of this is excellent, but quite a lot of it is either outdated or 
inaccurate. 
 
This resource aims to help your club to offer an effective and professional resource to newer 
pilots or those revising for their pilot exams.  
 
Essentially, Touching Cloudbase e-learning is a series of bang up-to-date on-line courses that 
use the written word, illustrations, more than 60 video lessons, and several mock exams to 
help prepare and inform students and pilots.  
 
There are more details in the attachment, or go directly to www.touchingcloudbase.co.uk 
to take a look.  
 
I hope that you find it useful, and will consider recommending it to your coaches and club 
members  
 
 A paramotoring version is also well advanced, please ask for details. 
 
iancurrer@gmail.com (personal) 
ian-currer@bhpa.co.uk (work) 
 
 


