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   Editorial  
 
Ah well !!, lockdown again, does not make a lot of difference for me as Iõm pretty inactive at 

the best of times, I suppose most of you are tearing your hair out by now, not that a lot of you 

vintagents have much, but I still do.  
 

Without any modelling meeting activity in the near fu ture, copy for our magazine is going to be 

a bit sparse. This where I launch another appeal for articles on any subject you like, without 

your input the magazine will consist of old reprints and whatever I can think of. Memory lane 

is a source for subject  matter so put your thinking cap s on and come up with something, Please. 

Pictures  and/or  articles of winter builds are another possibility.  
 

This issue we start off a report on one of the BMFA 7 th  Area events, namely Beaulieu reported 

by our chairperson Tony Shepherd. I v isited the old airfield once,  it has vast areas of gorse 

interspersed with clearings and the old runways. Iõm baffled as to how the regulars know where 

to fly from to land in suita ble places for recovery, but they do. It is a pleasant place to be on 

a nice summers day amongst the ever present ponies, model flying is a bonus.  
 

Iõve purloined a couple of bits of Pylonius for this xmas issue, the extra one being from the 

1996 December issue of Aeromodeller . 
 

As I promised last issue there is a couple of pages with the excess pictures from coupe Europa 

reports. Iõve listed the source photographers but due to duff housekeeping I cannot attribute 

pictures to picture takers. My apologies to  the photographers.  
 

My contributions this issue are, first another of my historic pieces from the old paper back 

Clarion of David Bakerõs days, followed up with a memory lane piece on models I have lost. 

Thinking back on models of the past, the only ones that I seem to able to recall the fate of are 

the lost ones. There are many many models I recall flying, right back to all sheet own design 

jobs in my control - line beginnings, but no recollection of their fate. My first engine, an ED Bee, 

did sterling serv ice but where it went I have no idea. So much for good memories.  
 

In search of xmas fare I have extracted a canard version of the ôEbenezerõ by Jim Fullerton 

from Aeromodeller December 1966. I am not sure if anyone might be tempted to build one. 

The little  tiny Cox .010 might be a stumbling block. It might be a better idea to upscale the 

model to .5cc or even .049.  
 

Nick Peppiatt has deviated from his norm to get us back to basics with a full description of 

carving a balsa propeller. I have carved one or tw o in the past but my results are a bit grim. If 

I need a prop these days I contact Spencer Willis and he will supply a masterpiece at a modest 

cost. Beautiful wood, glass coated with bamboo edged blades. I have one absolute beauty for 

my Jaguar awaiting fi tting after the next breakage of the much repaired prop currently fitted.  
 

I came across an aerofoil article so Iõve slipped in a sheet of some of the standard types that 

we use. Point of note, someone , whom I do not recall , told me that the upper profile of the old 

faithful RAF 32 is good for indoor model wing  ribs.  
 

A Tatton Park Timperley report by Gerry Ferer is probably the last on competition activities 

for the foreseeable future. I cannot see the covid situation review  on Dec 3rd  being helpful.  
 

Our Archivist Roy Tiller provides yet more snippets from some of the lesser known magazines 

on aeromodelling subjects. He must do a lot of bedtime reading.  
 

Finally our secretary Roger Newman wraps up this year with his notes an d his plan selection 

for the Models of the Month.  

              Editor   
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  7 th .  Area, Beaulieu       -        Tony Shepherd  

 

 
 

7th Area Meeting at Beautiful Beaulieu  
 

The forecast of winds from the North at 10mph gusting up to around 20mph were only right 

from the point of view of the direction and it actually turned out to be a rather nice day for 

the final Area Meeting of this much reduced year at Beaulieu.  
 

Just five of the regulars made the trip to fly in the comp classes , whilst Roger Newman took 

contr ol, David Etherton trimmed and John Coxall spectated.  
 

Roy Vaughn and David Cox had a go at SLOP. 

Dave managed a couple of maxes but unfortunately dropped his middle flight however this was 

still quite an achievement given that one of his knees is probably  going to have surgery on it 

and his walking is very painful -  the result of a fall whils t trimming earlier in the year.  

Roy had much less success when his model piled in on its first flight. He was going to save the 

day by using the visit for some F1J tri mming but the complicated bits werenõt working properly 

so he spent rest of the d ay timing for the other flyers.  
 

 
Dave Cox readies his SLOP model 

whilst timekeeper, Roy Vaughn, watches having lent Dave his starting gear! 
 

Peter Hall flew a Buckeridge Rub ber job in Mini Vintage but his òNo mistakesó culture deserted 

him. He made a max on the first flight despite a dreadful flight pattern, but flight No2 saw 

the model pile in very early on, breaking the prop and that was his day over.  

 

Ray Elliott flew his electrified Tom Smith òNig Nogó in Combined Electric. Despite persisting 

with a flight pattern that saw the model turn left at the top of the climb and roll over on its 

back prior to stalling down for much of the glide, he still managed two maxes and a 2õ 14ó (which 

subsequently turned out to have won him the class).  
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With his comp flights complete he made a minor trim change which sorted out everything -  

letõs hope it stays like that over the winter! 
 

 
Peter Hall Winding for his second mini vintage flight which piled in 

 

  
         Ray Elliott and electric Nig Nog waiting for the air       Tony Shepherdõs E30 Fly-Off launch 
 

In E30 Tony Shepherd was Crookhamõs representative. Three maxes were achieved, one very 

comfortable and two a bit close for comfort but they still managed it. Fly off time provided 

the best weather of the day and a launch into a lull combined with a small but noticeable 

temperature jump saw Tonyõs best climb of the day. This was followed by a super glide with 

the little model continuin g to climb. The breeze took it on its way until it went OOS at 4õ 06ó - 

fortunately a 4õ30ó DT had been set and the model was heard down safely by the loss of the 

signal from the tracker. The retrieve was proceeding well until the signal was suddenly lost but 

a text message was subsequently received from a couple whoõd been out walking and picked up 

the model and taken it back to their house a couple of miles from the airfield so collection was 

arranged for the journey home. It turned out that the ladyõs father used to be a model flyer 

in Minnesota in the 1950õs. 
 

And that was the end of the 2020 competition season at Beaulieu.  

             Tony Shepherd  
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Extracts from Model Aircraft May 1952 

 
Burnt  Of fer ing 
Most laymen, I suppose, associate the term ñD.Tò with the palsied after-effects of a ñlost weekend.ò To us aeromodellers, however, 
the term has a more pleasant significance; denoting, as it does, an agreeable decline in the weekend losses of models. 
For this happy state of affairs our thanks are due to that anonymous but time-honoured genius who first tried dabbing a little, 
saltpetre on the tail of his wayward model. Little did he perhaps realise at the time that his simple idea would spread like wildfire 
throughout the aeromodelling world; leaving in its devastated wake acre upon acre of burned up crops and blackened grass-
land. Trouble is, though, that the farming types are selfish enough to resent the odd acre being offered up as a propitiary 
sacrifice to the Great God Thermal. An attitude which is evident even in bountiful America, where the incendiary model Is 
now regarded with much the same hostility that the early American settler felt towards the flaming arrow of the barbarous 
Indian. Although it might be mentioned in passing that more than one fuse-happy American mod, awaking with guilty dread 
the dire consequences of destroying a largesorne quota of the world's food supply} has been startled to receive a handsome 
gratuity from some enriched stockbroker. 
To the average modeller who, in the high fever of his building activities, is wont to subsist on a spartan diet of tea and balsa 
dust, the ravaging of a few acres of ripening corn is regarded as 
nothing more than a mild form of protest at the utilising of such good 
flyable territory for the growing of such hideous fungus. To the 
gastronomic needs of lesser mortals he is, of course supremely 
indifferent. 
Happily, this indifference does not extend to the brains of the 
aeromodelling world. I have been working for some time on a 
safety device to ensure against the further destruction of crops by 
fire-brand models and yet at the same time to retain the benefits of 
the now essential ñD/Tò. The fruits of my inventive genius can be 
readily perceived in the brilliant idea illustrated. 
 
How to Watch  No. a. Team Racing 
It has often been said that the chief attraction of team-racing lies in its strong spectator appeal. To what extent it appeals to the 
weak spectator I donôt know, but it does provide a lavish entertainment for the casual observer. 
Now, in making your debut in the team race gallery you will naturally be wasting your time if you can't trot forth the 
occasional sage commentðas one who knows his onions should. And hardly will you be able to stagger the other galleryites 
with your intimate knowledge of the sport, if, like the majority of spectators and most of the participants, you haven't the proverbial 
clue. 
First of all it must be borne in mind that in team racing there are many unusual features which are likely to perplex the 
ñL" watcher. Perhaps, you may be Inclined to think that the similarity in appearance of the models strikes a somewhat 
monotonous note. But don't be deceived, A closer scrutiny of these ingenious little machines will reveal many novel and 
interesting variations in design, such as a boldly painted pair of moustaches on a dummy pilot, or a curvaceous cutie lying 
recumbent on a wing panel. Or, again, you may be puzzled by the presence in each of the models of a quaint looking dummy 
pilot, who, in his 1918 Flying Corps rig, seems to gaze with such apoplectic disapproval on all the new-fangled modern flying 
contraptions. Well, the compulsory installation of these dummy pilots is one of the few simple rules governing the sport, and is fully 
explained in "Team Race Rulesò Vol. 7, Chap, 24, Para. 60. 
Another advantage of getting to know your subject is that you will avoid the sort of dreadful misunderstanding such as befell a 
certain moth-hunting professor. 
He had been following a farm tractor for some milesð looking for caterpillar tracksð-when he found he had wandered into an airfield 
where a team race was in full spate. The elaborate ceremony which greeted the professorial blinkers so amazed him. that, after 
watching the war dance antics of the handle wavers, the stick-jugglings of the lap counters, and the display of hookah-puffing on 
the part of the pit mechs., he. immediately repaired to his study to write a long and learned thesis on ñTribal Rituals in a 
Mechanised Ageò 
Another misleading aspect of team racing is the impression that all the hectic scrambling and dashing about is an 
exhausting business, fit only for the young and vigorous. This is far from the truth. Team racing afflicts even the most 
elderlyðwitness the recent publicity given in this journal to the astonishing feat of "40 laps at 90" (Wilfred Pickles 
please copy), 
Having mastered the intricacies of team racing you will find it a never ending source of interest and amusementðthat is when 
you get tired of watching aeromodelling. 
 

             Pylonius 
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  Croydon Coupe Day Pictorial  

 

 
Chris Chapman                       Martin Stagg 

 

 
Chris Chapman winding for the Fly-Off 

 
 

       
Chris Chapman           A.N.Other           Chris Chapman again 
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    Roy Vaughn waits with Dave Etherton on the watch   Martin & Mrs.Stagg 

 

 
Gavin Manion launches with Dave Etherton timing, Roy Vaughn looks on and Martin Dilly fights the streamer 

 

    
        Gavin Manion winds & Dusan Jincny checks Photographer  Alan Brocklehurst takes a break 

 
Pictures Courtesy:  Peter Hall; Roy Vaughn; Alan Brocklehurst 
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  Engine Analysis: Elfin 1.49 BB     -   Aeromodeller Annual 155 -56 

 

 

 

 

            
 

 
          Aeromodeller Annual 1955 -56 
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  Timperley in Tatton Park     -    Gerry Ferer  
 

LOCK- DOWN REGULATIONS  

The present regulations restrict travelling outside the designated lockdown Tier. Tatton Park 

is in Tier -2. Most of our members live in greater Manchester which is Tier -3, and should not 

travel out of their area. Derick May who lives inside Wales is also prohibited.  Mike Macconnell 

is the exception, living at Cranage in Tier -2, and may travel there .  So at present we are 

unable to  have flying meetings in the Park.     Letõs hope this situation does not last too long.  
 

BMFA give the lockdown rules at www.bmfa.org/news/news -page/articleID/2692  

An extract for Tier -3 is  below 
 
 

NEWS 

Midland Gala .  Due to extreme weather on the scheduled Saturday 24 October at Barkston, 

the meeting was postponed to Sunday 22 nd November.       Barkston is Tier -1. 
Classes are ---F1H,  F1G,  BMFA-½A,  E36,  P30,  CO2,  Mini-Vintage,  HLG/CLG,  +Cranfield-Classic Power. 
 

Free - Flight Forum.   This annual Symposium on modelling matters t his year will be  

a Zoom meeting on Sunday 15th  November at 10am.  

Details and how to register are at www.freeflight.bmfa.org/2020 -forum . 

The charge is £ 5. 
 

REPORT---- For the Don Fletcher Max 3x Span event at Tatton on 15th October.  
 

With a forecast NE wind we walked along the path past the Old Hall setting up before the 

small trees. The drift varied  from north to east at first, some flights going straight to the 

deadly Old -Hall trees. Later the wind increased to the forecast 8mph NE.  

Warm in the sun at 11deg.  
 

 
 

 
 BMFA lockdown rules.                          Ralphõs Achilles                        Rogerõs P30 with extra rubber 

 

             Gerry Ferer   

        DON FLETCHER  (max =3x span)  15 Oct 2020

Name Model Span Max 1 2 3 Total Total %

Mike Macconnell Thermal Bug 30 1.30 1.38max 1.40max 1.28 4.28 298

Gerry Ferer Senator 31 1.33 1.48max 1.29 1.20 4.22 282

Ralph Sparrow Achilles 24 1.12 1.25max 0.52 0.50 2.54 242

Roger Shaw P30+ 30 1.30 0.45 0.51 0.50 2.26 162

http://www.bmfa.org/news/news-page/articleID/2692
http://www.freeflight.bmfa.org/2020-forum
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  Olde Tymes Recalled      -     Pylonius 

 
Extract from Aeromodeller Christmas edition 1966  
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              Pylonius 
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  Clarion Past          -         John Andrews  
 

Extract form the old paperback Clarion circa 2004  

 
John Andrews at Grantham & Luffenham 

 

Early in July I received a call from Peter Spalding inviting me to an open day and Bar-B-Q at the 
Grantham clubôs farmerôs fields flying site.  Wednesday 14th July and I was on my way, past 
Barkstone and down some country lanes and a farm track into a flying site similar in layout to Old 
Warden but somewhat larger.  The field is a good trimming site and large enough for rallies of some 
sort or other. 
 

I settled down near the Bar-b, I donôt like to be too far away from food.  It was more than a little 
breezy but I was there so I was going to fly.  Before I assembled any models I visited the ever present 
John Hook and, after buying a fuel bottle, I finally remembered to get myself some thinners.  I came 
away with a whiskey bottle full, some guys must have thought I was still on the meths. 
 

I assembled my Stomper and prepared for a short trim flight.  I had decided to attempt to straighten 
out the climb a bit and had fitted a couple of thin washers under the engine lugs to give a little left 
side thrust.  I fired up the motor and launched with about a 4 second engine run.  I had straightened 
out the climb alright, straight up into the wind and over the top.  The motor cut when the model was 
upside down, but the model had just started to roll and I watched with ever tightening cheeks of my 
bottom as the descent and the roll carried on.  Thankfully the roll just beat the descent and the 
Stomper was almost level when terra-firma arrived, no harm done apart from my blood pressure. 
 

That was enough of that for me, out with the spanners, out with the washers and back to factory 
settings with the thrust-line.  Next attempt, back to normal on the climb but the glide was all over the 
place and Stomper appeared to be pushed into the floor by some giant hand.  The penny dropped, 
the field was bounded on the upwind side by a huge stand of trees and the very strong wind was 
boiling over the top creating phenomenal turbulence way down the field. 
 

Stomper was back in the box in short order whilst still in one piece and I thought I would try my 
rubber model 36-4 which was supposed to be for windy weather.  I put quite a few turns on to give 
enough power to clear the turbulence but not enough.  Up goes 36-4, whips round the corner, 
wallows all over the place and is finally pushed into the ground.  John boy does not give up though, 
more turns try again, same result only higher to start with.  Still stubborn, I try even more turns, even 
higher but same result.  This time the prop folded but, with no sign of a glide, 36-4 was pushed into 
the ground yet again.  The balsa and bamboo cabane wing mount did not survive this time and most 
of it was removed by a wing down arrival on terra firma. 
 

I gave it best and sat in the boot of the estate and cynoed all the bits back together, then off to the 
bar-b-q.  Great stuff, we even had a posh glass of wine to wash it all down, thatôs what aeromodelling 
should be like thinks I. 
 

About now I noticed numerous chaps wandering about with Gaz Lanterns and packs of Gaz 
cylinders, it transpires that Rod Brigginshaw was emptying out some closed down factoryôs 
abandoned stock.  I missed the boat as usual. 
 

Rod made a couple of attempts to fly his large open electric, but although he went off well down wind 
to launch, he still was hooked up with the turbulence and any thoughts of trimming soon vanished 
and he, Bert Whitehead and myself slipped into conversation mode.  We moaned about the weather 
menôs mistaken prediction of dropping winds later in the day. 
 

As it was about 4 oôclock by this time and Rod had to go back down the A1 to London whilst I had to 
tangle with the A14, we both would hit the rush hour traffic so we decide to carry on chatting until the 
roads cleared a bit.  What the three of us found to talk about for the best part of the next three hours 
I still donôt remember but all of a sudden about 7 oôclock the wind died and it went dead still.  
 

We had an hour of superb trimming conditions and I found I needed 1/16th packing under the tail to 
get 36-4 to glide again, no wonder it would not climb in the earlier wind. Finally, those of us who had 
hung on had a good time although we had had to wait until the death.  John Hook was still there, 
flying one of his folding wing catapult gliders, Johnôs gliders are available to all at about Ã2 a pop, at 
least they were when I bought my bundle for the grandchildren a couple of years ago. 
 

My next three outings were to the delightful bomb site by the name of North Luffenham, the home of 
cratered runways and waist high grasses that not only hide models but modellers as well. 
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I was returning through the jungle after one check flight when I came across a clearing of beaten 
down grass containing non other than Ray Monks. 
 

 
John Wingate winds his ITZME III Wakefield for his one and only flight at Luffenham 

 
Ray was messing about with a power job and he informed me that he had just blown his folding prop 
assembly off the front of the motor and actually found all the bits.  If you saw the depth of the grass, 
you would find that difficult to believe.  Just look at the background of John Leitchôs picture. 
 

The three events, BMFA/Walsall Summer Mini, Brumfly Gala & Timperley Open, seem to have 
blurred together and I have difficulty in separating the individual happenings at each.  One thing I do 
remember is the, BMFA 4th area do run by the Walsall club where your scribe recorded his first event 
win.  I flew my Stomper in the additional British Power competition and, although I dropped one flight, 
my bad flight was better than the bad flights of the other contestants.  John boy stepped up proudly 
at the prize presentation for his John Hook voucher. 
 

My win was not without cost.  I set up the Stomper and moved out into the grass for an engine warm-
up and, in my usual bumble fisted manner, I managed to chew a lump off the end of my forefinger 
as I turned the model for tuning.  Immediately following the bang, as my finger stopped the motor, 
came a chorus of óOuch!ô from the majority of the nearby flyers.  I get out the first aid kit and fiddle 
about trying to stem the blood flow whilst left-handedly getting a plaster on the wound.  I was still 
leaking blood so I bound micro-pore tape around the whole shebang.  After my first flight, I noticed 
my injured finger was feeling a little cold and looking very blue on the end.  I had to unwind a few 
turns of tape to get the feeling back.  Back at home that evening I unwrapped it and blood still flowed 
like Billy-oh so I re-wrapped it.  Next morning same process, unwraps, blood, re-wrap.  I then decided 
that a visit to casualty at the local hospital was the wisest move.  Later that day Iôm in the assessment 
sisters office, sat at her polished desk, and she asks me to remove the wrapping. Looking at the 
clean desk, I enquire ñWhat about the blood?ò  Sister puts a wad of gauze on the end of the desk 
and I expose the wound.  Dry as a bone, not a spot of blood in sight, just the white jagged edges of 
the cut.  A couple of cross tapes with dressing and your embarrassed scribe scuttled away. 
 

The same meeting saw my recent new acquaintance from Grantham, Rod Brigginshaw in the E30 
electric fly-off, with me as timekeeper.  The drift had veered by fly-off time and we moved to the end 
of the main runway as Rod intended to fly straight down it.  I set myself up with a towel on the wet 
roof of the car to rest my elbows in case of a long flight and waited for Rod to launch.  I had not seen 
any of Rods previous flights and only had my memories of his large modelôs test flights at Grantham. 
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His E30 could not have been any more dissimilar, when he launched, the model pottered across the 
runway towards me and went by me at shoulder height with me thinking, is it going to climb at all?  
Rod had said he expected to do about six minutes and when the model had completed its first circle, 
I could not see how.  After the second circle, the model was a little higher and, as it carried on down 
wind, it was slowly getting a little more altitude with each successive circle. 
 

After five minutes the model could not have been much over fifty foot high, then it came slowly down 
and I clocked it off at 6-17, Rod knows his model.  The time was good enough to win, so we both 
had to step forward for awards at the end of proceedings. 
 

 
Vintage Power flyer John Leitch with his electrified recovery en-semble. 

 

I thought Iôd throw in a picture of well-known John Leitch and his electric powered bicycle recovery 
machine. The box on the back will hold Johnôs models for the trip back to base.  John is a real vintage 
power man and all of his models fly with vintage engines.  When I enquired as to what he had, he 
reeled off a very long string of models and engines that I could not possibly remember, Mcoys, 
Ohlsson etc.  The list was more akin to an engine collection than a competition flyer, but a 
competition flyer he certainly is.  He made the vintage fly-off at the first Luffenham do but declined 
to compete in the fly-off, as he just could not face another safari through the jungle grasses for 
recovery. 
 

I failed to compete at the Timperley do and the Brumfly.  My Stomper had a long burble at cut off so 
I had fixed up a strangler next to the spray bar operated by a lever from the normal squeeze off timer.  
Snag was, the lever seemed to slow down the action, and cut off was even worse so, when I tested 
at the Timperley, I opted out.  Brumfly was just too windy. 
 
 

Subtitle ï Giggles with Biggles 
 

I just could not resist the title, this a tale of recovery of John Coopers A1 glider (I donôt go in for these 
F1-whatevers) and John Wingateôs Wakefield by the Biggles group, at the Timperley do. 
 

I had tested my new Stomper cut-off and opted out so I attached myself to John Wingate (He must 
be getting sick of the sight of me by now).  I was acting timekeeper/general factotum and John wound 
his ITZME III Gosling Wakefield for his one and only flight of the day.  We go over to the blockhouse 
for maximum available distance, light up the fuse, launch into good air and up goes ITZME like a lift.  
D/T was a bit long and the model was very high so recovery was going to be well off the field.  John 
had a bug fitted so he set off on his cycle round the peri-track sometime about midday.  I took a 
bearing on the line and filled in his card then wandered about passing the time of day here and there 
together with a lunch break. 
 

An hour or so later Iôm chatting to Kath, Johnôs wife, who was helping run control, and still no sign of 
John.  I say to Kath ñIôll walk down the line and see if heôs in the right place, see you laterò. 
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I go back to the launch point, pick my bush on the skyline and off I go wading through the jungle.  
Over the fence at the edge of the airfield, across a couple more fields, and the bush Iôm heading for 
is now a tree on the end of a small spinney.  When I arrived John had also found the area and is 
waving his tracker about with a good signal but could not find the model. 
Chris Strachan had retuned his own tracker to Johnôs frequency and was also in wave it about mode 
as the pair tried to locate the errant Wakefield.  Eventually it was some other flyer  from further away 
who spotted the models wing tip in the centre of what I think was a Hawthorn bush cum tree.  The 
model was well out of reach and the tree was not climbable, so we headed back to get some 
equipment, leaving Chris poking buttons on his tracker trying to retune to his own frequency. 
Back at base, I put my 8 Mtr. pole into Johns car ready for recovery and we located some ladders in 
the back of Trevor Payneôs van.  We then looked in vain for Trevor, not wishing to abscond with his 
kit.  Our dilemma was solved when the Biggles Squadron, led by John Cooper, arrived and purloined 
the ladder, loaded up their car and set off to recover Johnôs glider.  John Wingate and I set off in hot 
pursuit in his car to claim ótwos upô on the ladder when the Biggles gang were through. 

John Cooperôs glider recovery had all the hallmarks of a Whitehall Theatre farce.  The model was 
the best part of fifty feet above ground in the very top of a slender tree.  John was swaying about at 
the top of the two-section ladder propped up against the adjacent tree and he was wielding a totally 
unstable thirty-foot long sectional alloy tube rod.  The rod had a hook on the end but getting it 
anywhere near to the model was down to pure chance.  The hook caught on everything else and we 
half a dozen helpless onlookers were all dodging falling branches including John at the top of the 
ladder. It was getting quite hilarious as the de-forestation took place. 

The farmer was continually passing by as he ferried tractor loads of something or other back and 
forth, giving us the thumbs up each time he passed.  It took so long to get anywhere near the model 
that even the farmer eventually ignored the goings on. 

Finally a path was cleared to the main branch and, after much swaying about with the pole, it was 
hooked.  That was not the end of it however, as the model was firmly caught, and, although the 
branch was shaken really well it was some time before one of the wings slid off its dowels and 
fluttered down.  More shaking and eventually all the bits were at ground level including half of the 
tree. 

Then came the inquest. John Cooper had already wrecked one model in the course of compiling his 
three maximums so he needed undamaged bits of the retrieved glider to try to make up some sort 
of composite model for the fly-off.  Sadly, he could not find satisfactory bits and decided to give it 
best. 

This decision of John Coopers however, was good news for John Wingate, as the Biggles recovery 
squadron now moved lock stock and barrel across the road for the ITZME retrieval. 

A similar story unfolded, the tree was not as high but there was no way that the model could be 
dragged down through the dense foliage.  The ladder was placed near the centre of the tree and 
John invited me to climb, but I quickly declined. I could see it was going to be virtually impossible to 
get the model down in one piece and I did not want to be the one that knocked it to pieces.  Therefore 
it was John Wingate who was standing on the top rung of the ladder and, using half the pole, he 
managed to get the hook tangled up in the Wakefieldôs undercart.  Problem was, that he could not 
drag the model down and could not untangle the hook.  John elected to raise the model as high as 
he could and then attempted to throw the pole and model towards the outside of the tree.  We now 
had the model and the pole out of reach up the tree.  I scouted round and found a half inch diameter 
iron rod with a big hook on each end which we hooked onto the highest branch we could and then 
three of us shook the tree as best we could.  Eventually the bits were retrieved, the weight of the 
pole attached to the models undercart brought the Wakefield within reach.  The wing and tail survived 
almost intact but the fuselage was sheared off in front of the wing and the undercart is still up the 
tree.  John was reasonably happy however, as he had his new rubber motor and his bug back. 

It was way after five oôclock by now and John and I had been out in the boondocks twice for the best 
part of five hours but we just made it back to see the fly-offs. 

Trevor Payne had returned by now and he needed his ladder, as his model was still up a tree 
somewhere.  He was quite unconcerned however and remarked that the model was safe enough 
where it was until after the prize presentation. 

Iôll shut up for this issue, JHA at Wallop next time.     John Andrews  
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