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1978 was a good year in spite of the weather, as the World Championships Open
Class was again won by George Lee. Great congratulations to him, and of course
to his crew. But I am sure that George would be the first to say that winning

is helped by being able to practiss in good competitions beforehand. This year
the Mationals were again held at Lasham, where as usuzl many members gave up
their holidays to work, and this made a real contribution to the British success.

At Chateauroux there were 79 pilots from 23 countries, with 11 contest days
in the only patch of good weather in Europe, as was clearly seen on the Meteosat
photographs received at the airfield every hour. Towing was done by 17 Rallyes
and Robins, which regularly had the 79 gliders airborne in 30 minutes from a
line-astern grid, each glider having its own tow rope. As soon as the tug was
hooked on it went - which would have been most educational for some of Lasham's
more leisurely-minded pilots!

The photographs in this issue are by Rob Johnsen, to whom we are most grate-
ful. If anvone wants prints of these or of the many others that Rob has taken

of Lasham scenes and personalities, please leave a note for him in the 'J'
pigeonhole in the clubhouse foyer.
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Pam Davis

The excitement of wave flying begins for me during March and again in September.
That is when you see people bent double over their cockpits fiddling with their
oxygen systems, walking about with large black bottles of the stuff and generally
discussing the plans and preparations for the annual migration to Scotland.

The long journey up passes quickly with chatrer about the wave cne hopes to
experience, the heights one hopes to reach. It is a marvellous anticipation of
hopes set on great achievements. One knows in one's heart that none of it will
happen. The wind will be from the wrong directien; it will probably rain; no
doubt the wave will be missed if it does blow - but there is the thrill of talk-
ing about it, the delicious expectation of what might happen.

It is something quite different from the summer flying in thermals. This is
quite special for it is so rare to get the wave. There has to be an encrmous
amount of luck too in getting the right weather. One can sit in Scotland for two
weeks and never get the glider out of its box. But it does not really matter -
there is always tomorrow or the next visit. I suppose that it is the super un-
attainable, and even if a diamond height is reached, or a persomal best, then
there is the endless thrill of trying to do it again. Was it all luck the first
time? Finally there might be the possibility of going cross country in wave,
surely the ulrimate in glider flying.

At the wave site the waiting begins. There are the endless anxious chats to
the locals, the listening in to every weather forecast. At last the signs and
portents seem right. All winter woolies, long johns, woolly gloves and flying
boots are laid out ready and so early to bed.

The scream of the alarm has everyone out of bed and on with everything before
realizing that it is 5.30 am on a cold dark windy morning. At the airfield gliders
are thrown together with cold fumbling fingers; everyone helps everyone, it is all
a flurry of excitement. Finally the glider is on the line, parachute on, oxygen
switched on, mask in place and baropraph ticking. This is rthe moment when one
feels a bit silly - why has there been all this fuss when the Flight will prob-
ably last only twenty minutes because some stupid mistake is made and one has
fallen out of this thing called wave. Gradually the gliders in front take off on
aerotow, They seem to be dancing and swinging about more than usual and the dread
word rotor is bandied about,

I have not experienced rotor flying at all, 1I've heard about it, asked ques-
tions about it, but now it is my turn to take off and I am going ro find out for
myself just how rough it can be. About a hundred feet from the ground and we ate
in it. The tug shoots upwards and just as I get level, dowm it goes. Up and down,
side to side, heart beating, knees knocking, shall I pull off? There is nowhere
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to land. Come on = stick it out. The others did, so no doubt it is all quite
notmal. So with teeth gritted T endure, wondering how long I'll be able to cope.
Then suddenly out of this turmeil of air we enter perfect calm and peace. People
said 'you'll know when you're in wave, it's so still', but that is a most inade-
quate description of this utterly special feeling of being wrapped in the most
beautiful cream velvet.

I pull the bung. 1 am free and holding my breath. I sit in this marvellous
still air, with the vario singing and the altimeter unwinding. 1 am going up and
doing absolutely nothing about it. There is no sensation of upward movement at
all. It is all just happening, it is magic, it is fairyland, it is wave! After
a little while in this euphoric state it dawms on me that I am not going to be
borne aloft endlessly without doing something about it. All the advice everyone
has given me filters into my mind, and I look around for the lenticular cloud
alongside. Sure enough there it is. So I begin to tack across wind up and down
the long soft white cloud. Every movement is made as gently as possible. This
is a tender way of flying, a seeking and searching, slowly and cautiously feeling
for the best lift. Along the cloud, a slow turn as lift falls off, back again,
another turn and always going up. The ground gradually recedes but not notice-
ably, not frighteningly. As I go higher I begin to look around. Away to the
west the gorgeous Cairngorm mountains, in March covered with snow, gleaming so
dazzlingly, an unforgettable sight. To the east the city of Aberdeen and the sea
beyond. Below me there are two little lochs and the bowl of Tarland, with its
lovely flat fields to land in, and just nestling in the bend of the river Dee is
the site I have left and to which I must return. The higher I go more and more
comes into view; it seems that the world is stretched out around me. T am alone
in the sky in my safe little glider, going upwards, alone with the sun, warm on
one side of the cockpit, ice crystals forming on the other., There is no taste,
no smell from my switched on oxygen, there are no effects at all, my faith is the
system is absolute. The glider is behaving normally and there is still this feel-
ing of stillness and magical quiet.

As 1 reach the top of my particular wave, away to the west I can see more
clouds forming and reforming, so taking my courage in both hands, 1 shoot across
the clear gap. The variometer is quiet and the altimeter goes down, down, down.
Will there be lift where I expect it? The anxiety and apprehension of leaving
the safety of my patch of lift for the unknown gives way to relief and enormous
satisfaction as the variometer sings again. I have made it and all is well. How-
ever the clouds form and shifr there is always a gap through which I can seé the
ground, catching a glimpse of the Dee or the lochs or Ballater town. I know my
position so there is no need to worry.

All around me and below me there is this world of wonder. Most people have
flown above the clouds in big aeroplanes, looked out of the windows of their snug
pressurised cabins and said 'isn't it beautiful', but it's a hundred times more
beautiful when you are alene and in your own glider above those same clouds.
They are soft and enticing and I have the most overwhelming temptation to slide
up and down them, the snow heaps of the air. It is a temptation I cannot resist
though T feel it is no way seriously to set about attaining a diamond height.
But it is quite the best fun there is! I plane and slide along the clouds. 1
follow their shapes but never go into them. To wet your glider and deposit ice
on its wings is the way the clouds have of objecting to anyone who becomes too
familiar with them,

After several hours I realise that it is getting late as 1 see the full glory
of the setting sun and watch the great fiery ball sliding down the sky. I am
above it, the ground is darkening below me and I think that this is the greatest
moment that T will ever experience in flying. A moment up there in the evening
sky, a moment that makes all my training, all the long hours spent in perfecting
that training, very worth while. I now know what the poet meant when he wrote:

"Above the cloude the airman finde his peace,
Where he ean call the boundiess skies hiz am."






