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Believing

ang,” went the sound of our wheel

hitting a pothole. We were driving

at a snail’s pace already, and sud-

denly we were stopped. We got out
and examined the tire, which was as flat as a
pancake. “It’s only the bottom half that’s flat,”
I said “the top half is still good.” Martin was
in no joking mood. He pointed to the rim,
which had a six-inch dent in it from the im-
pact of the hole.

We had been driving 18 hours already
from Slovenia, and we were less than thirty
minutes from our final destination of So-
pot, Bulgaria in a heavily overloaded Skoda.
Martin had done his best to avoid the pot-
holes on this stretch of mountainous, windy
road in the dead of night amidst frequent
downpours, but a flat was inevitable since
the rain-filled potholes were too numerous
and obscure to avoid completely. We would
later learn that a group of Austrian pilots had
two flats simultaneously the same evening
on the same section of road.

Travelling with me were fellow Canadian

C

°
1n
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Annelies Browne and Czech pilot Martin
Pacejka. Annelies is one of the most active
pilots I know. She’s flying every chance she
gets, even if it’s just a sled run. In a mere two
years, she’s racked up some 300 hours and
commendably even managed to win a task
in the Czech Open a week earlier against
some very stiff female competition. She’s
very talkative and enthusiastic and is forever
cracking jokes and laughing herself silly.

Martin couldn’t be more different. Quiet,
shy and reserved, he’s always putting others
before himself. One day, during the competi-
tion, Martin spent half an hour helping An-
nelies repair her torn wing on launch while
everyone else took off. Martin’s English isn’t
very good, and he has the habit of breaking
into German mid-sentence when he gets ex-
cited about something.

By the time we changed the tire and pulled
into Sopot, it was 2:00 a.m. The organizers,
Nikolay and Johannes, were still up working
the bugs out of their computer before the
competition started the next morning. They

Bulgaria

were buzzing on adrenaline (or Red Bull),
and had us registered in no time. Shortly af-
ter, they dispatched a driver to help us find
accommodation. We struck out on the first
two hotels; they were either booked, or the
owners were too lazy to come to the door at
that time of the night.

The third time, we got lucky. The owner
of a private home gave us accommodation.
I dragged my stuff into a large room made
small by another pilots paragliding gear
strewn about the room. He was happily
snoring away, and soon I did the same.

The next day, I woke up to the familiar
sound of Elizabeth Rauchenberger’s laugh-
ter at the breakfast table sharing stories with
a group of other pilots. T had met Elizabeth a
couple of times before at other competitions,
and she was here as the official World Cup
observer but would also be competing. At a
mere 125 Ib, she has to carry a lot of ballast
to fly a small glider. Her gear alone weighs
80 Ib. In my chivalrous way, I would try to
help her with her bag, but after a couple at-
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tempts, I gave up and asked her to help me
with mine.

Bulgaria is a classic, old-fashioned East-
ern European country that is a traveller’s
paradise since it is incredibly unspoiled and
inexpensive. The old towns of Plotvin and
Sophia are beautiful and picturesque, boast-
ing Roman amphitheatres amidst 17th cen-
tury mosques and churches. And the Black
Sea is a popular destination with Europeans
for good reason: the water is warm and clean
and long stretches of unspoiled beaches
consisting of flat, quartz-like pebbles line
the shore.

Our accommodation was situated on
a hillside only minutes from the central
square. One night cost €6, which included
a hearty breakfast that we ate on the terrace
overlooking the town. The ancient charac-
ter of Sopot was clearly visible with its stone
houses and windy, cobblestone streets. As
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with most developing countries, there is a
marked contrast between the older genera-
tion who are dressed conservatively asif they
are going to church everyday (and which
they seem to here), and the young genera-
tion who emulate the kids in the west with
their clothes and music. In spite of its small
size (my guess, 10,000 inhabitants), Sopot
has a high-speed Internet café in town, sev-
eral decent restaurants and even a disco.
After breakfast, we all headed up to the
headquarters situated at the base of the
mountain we would be flying from. More
than 100 pilots from 15 nations were gath-
ered here as Nikolay welcomed everybody
and informed us of the daily schedule. We
would be taking an old but functional chair
lift up to launch every day. It was built in the
early ’70s by the communist government for
the exclusive us of hang gliders as a way of
promoting the sport during the days when

aviation still had lots of sex appeal. Getting
on a fast moving chair lift two-by-two with
a glider was easy compared to getting off,
which required jumping to the side deftly
with a heavy glider in tow. After the first day,
I opted to go solo, with my glider occupying
the seat next to me.

The actual launch, a further 200 m hike up,
sits at 850 m ASL. It’s a large, lightly sloped
grassy meadow with room for 100 gliders or
more. It’s an idiot-proof launch, as nice as it
gets, but unfortunately the only one desig-
nated for the competition which forced us to
cancel two of the six days because the wind
was blowing over the back in otherwise per-
fectly flyable conditions.

The primary mountain range faces south
and reaches a height of almost 9,000 ft in
the back ranges. It consists of a combination
of deciduous trees lower down, tall grass in
the middle and rocky outcroppings higher
up. The whole range extends nearly 500 km,
running from the Serbian border to just
short of the Black Sea. It is theoretically pos-
sible to fly that distance on a good day, but it
includes some challenging valley crossings.
No one’s ever done that, but in 2003, Nikolay
launched from Sopot and headed south
across the flats towards Turkey for a Bulgar-
ian record of 205 km. If he had his passport
with him, he could’ve flown further.

As we were sitting on launch the first day
of the competition waiting for the brief-
ing, Nikolay said he had someone special
he wished to introduce to us: the Bulgarian
Miss Universe. Our attentions peaked. We
looked and saw a rather large person stand
up and walk to the front. “But she’s not that
pretty;” said Elizabeth. “Is it even a she?” I
asked, similarly bewildered. Not until she
started speaking in a deep, husky voice did
it click that she was indeed the female body-
building champion of the world.

“Hello gentlemen” she said slowly in a
dark, seductively stern voice as if she were
a jail warden ready to give us an order
we dare not refuse. “I want you to know
how beautiful you all are” We held our
breath. “And I want to wish you all so much
success in this competition and I hope you
all win” We let out a sigh of relief. Then she
took off her track top and revealed a ster-
oid-sculpted physique that rivalled Arnold
Schwarzenegger’s. Laughter and mayhem
ensued as everyone jostled for position to
photograph their body next to Miss Uni-
verse’s, while she assumed her champion-
ship poses.
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On the first day of the competition, a 68
km task was called along the main mountain
range. Over half the field made goal, with the
top pilots averaging 32 km/h and only stop-
ping to thermal three or four times during
the entire task. With the memory of this first
day’s experience under their belt, for the re-
mainder of the competition many pilots de-
cided they weren’t going to thermal at all on
strong days and see how fast they could go.
Their strategy backfired, as they often ended
up quite low and the next group of pilots
quickly caught up and overtook them. Find-
ing the right balance between speed and pa-
tience is important in any competition.

Thesecond task wasalongtriangle outinto
the flats of the Rose Valley. The lead gaggle
pushed out way ahead and all promptly sank
out in the flats, which weren’t quite working
yet. With three other pilots in hot pursuit, I
could clearly see which line they had taken,
so we took a more direct route and landed
about 5 km further, all within 100 m of each
other, but still well short of goal. I was busy
congratulating myself since, I figured it was
too stable a day and no one could’ve flown
further than us, when I looked up and saw
about 30 gliders all coming over our heads at
about 2,000 m. The valley had finally kicked
off, and the slower pilots had all managed to
go double the distance with several landing
very close to goal.

One Bulgarian pilot decided to take an
entirely different route. He worked some
low-lying foothills for over an hour, get-
ting pushed further and further up into
the mountains. Finally, after an hour, he
landed next to a stone hut far from any
road or village. An old shepherd came out
of the hut ecstatic, jumping up and down
waving a bottle of vodka and yelling, “I be-
lieve, I believe” Apparently, in Bulgaria it’s
bad luck to drink by yourself, so the old
man had prayed to God to send him some-
one he could drink with, and out of nowhere

in popped our pilot.

One of the best things about attending
international competitions is the interest-
ing people you meet. Leo Westerkamp is
one such pilot who can best be described as
a romantic nomad with a wicked
sense of humour. During the sum-
mer months, he leaves his home in
Holland and drives around Europe
and Asia in an old van stock piled
with enough food to seemingly
see him through any detour in life.
Never one to be in any hurry, he’s
often flying alone, savouring every
minute of his flight. Sometimes he
comes into goal two hours after
the leaders and always with a big
grin on his face.

One day, he out-landed and was ap-
proached by a curious, impoverished look-
ing, barefoot gypsy boy. Leo was calling for
a retrieve on his mobile phone while the boy
stared at him with large innocent eyes. When
he finished his call, the boy shyly asked to see
the mobile phone. Leo handed it to him and
proceeded to patiently explain its function.

The gypsy boy immediately ran off with
the phone to Leo’s amazement. A chase en-
sued with Leo shouting obscenities as the
boy zigzagged across the dirt road. The boy
ducked into a nearby village and solicited
help from his friends who grabbed their
sticks and proceeded to confront Leo. At the
sight of the stick-wielding gypsy boys, Leo
did an about-face and started running back
down the road. He flagged down a passing
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car full of grown men, who, alert to what
was happening, got out and started chas-
ing the boys. Eventually, the boy who stole
the phone threw it to the ground dashed
off back to his village. None of the Bulgar-
ians believed Leo’s story, but he’s not one
to make things up, only the kind of person
to whom odd and comical things seem to
happen.

As for the competition, it was a great suc-
cess, and there will be a World Cup hosted
in Bulgaria in April of 2005. We had four out
of six valid tasks, but had there been north-
facing launch that could accommodate, as
many pilots we would’ve flown every day.
World Cup pilots Urban Valic from Slovenia
and Orlin Dimov from Bulgaria were first
and second respectively. Keiko Kiraki of Ja-
pan won the women’s section.

After the competition, a group of us head-
ed toward the Black Sea, guests of Slavi, one
of the nicest pilots I've ever met and an ex-
X-Alps competitor. One night, after a day of
flying near the historical site of Madara and
a bout of drinking afterwards with a bunch
of local pilots, we got stopped by a police
roadblock. The officer was carefully scruti-
nizing Leo’s driver license and asking him
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how much he'd had to drink when I heard

some yelling. I looked out the window and
saw our local pilot friend, who wed been
drinking with earlier, sitting at the wheel of
his dilapidated old car going backwards in
neutral with the engine off. He was yelling
instructions to a group of officers that had
given him a push but failed to start his car
and was now soliciting more help from the
two officers whod stopped our car. The two
quickly left our side and ran to catch up with
his car to give it a further push.

“But that man is drunk!” said Leo in
complete disbelief. “They’re going to help
him start his car, and they’re asking me how
much I've been drinking?”

Unbeknownst to us, our local pilot friend
happened to be the chief of police. Hav-
ing succeeded in getting the car started,
he forgot the emergency brake and got out
while the car was still rolling backwards to
come over and say goodbye. The car shut
off again, he looked back, shrugged, then
bid us farewell and ran to catch up with
his car. We drove away in silence, stunned,
wondering if what we had just witnessed
was for real or a movie. Finally, when we
were out of earshot, we all burst out in

uncontrollable laughter.

Bulgaria is a pilot’s dream and a travel-
ler’s haven. The flying is relatively consistent
and the thermals moderately strong from
4-6 metres per second. The area is not par-
ticularly prone to high winds, and there are
plenty of landing options everywhere with
good road access and public transport.

Other than flying, there is an abundance
of things to see and do, and everything is
incredibly inexpensive, making an extended
trip there very affordable. With all that Bul-
garia has to offer, it is a wonder why it hasn’t
become more of a popular flying destina-
tion. That should all change very soon with
its relatively good weather, its legacy of com-
munism waning and its likely entry into the
European Union within the next ten years.

There are many reasons to believe in Bul-
garia.

Amir Izadi is the owner and operator
of Blue Thermal Paragliding
located in Victoria, BC. Anyone
contemplating on flying in Bulgaria
— as in anywhere abroad — should
carry out-of-country emergency
medical insurance. For more
information about flying in Bulgaria
contact: www.skynomad.com
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Through the eyes of a\/irgin

Barb Quinn writes
about her first time

ell no, I haven’t been that
sort of virgin for a very long
time now, but I was about as

fresh as they come to your sport until
mid -July.

My husband, Marty, is a well-sea-
soned hang glider pilot, but I must ad-
mit I only went with him a few times. It
only took me a short time of watching
him set up, wait, and take down (no fly-
ing), to realize that this is not a sport
someone impatient as myself.

I'm not a thrill seeker by nature, ei-
ther. I am content with my bike and
canoe trips and puttering in my gar-
den. My job is quite stressful enough
(running a school bus fleet that carries
1,700 children); why would I want to
add a fear factor to the mix? I am out of
shape. This is Marty’s thing.

Nevertheless, I found myself en-
joying the company of all you flying
types at a recent deployment work-
shop in Cochrane. Of course, I didn’t
go to the workshop, but there was beer
and pizza after (two of my favourite
things), so I could justify going. Chris
Muller showed us a video of his most
recent exploits with the Red Bull Team.
As I watched these young bucks base-
jumping, paragliding, hang gliding and
every combination thereof, a strange
thing happened. Instead of my blood
alcohol level going up, piss and vinegar
filled my veins. Then Tihi started the
auction for charity. Chris donated a
tandem flight to raise money for Mul-
tiple Sclerosis. I felt spirited watching
those fearless kids, and, before I knew
it, I was caught up in the heat of the
moment, with my defences down and
no protection! Ilooked at my husband
Marty who was already grinning at me
as I nodded my head — Yes!

Marty can testify to the fact that I
have the ability to worry myself sick. I
was determined to not to let this hap-
pen. There was no firm date set and
plenty of time to worry later.

One weekend, we went to Golden.

Barb Quinn hangs on got the ride in her first tandem flight with Chris Muller.

We drove up the mountain, and I saw
where I would likely be leaving from.
How can I jump (sorry, run) off that?!
Look how close the trees are; look how
sharp the rocks are; look how far up we
are! No, I thought I could give the flight
away to my fearless son. Then I would
look like such a generous mom instead
of a chicken shit.

Throughout the day, as pilots landed,
their comments started happy but grew
less positive as the air became more
bumpy. Hmmm, maybe not so good,
I'm now thinking.

People asked me all weekend, if I
flew? No, but I ‘m going tandem with
Chris Muller soon, I would say. Once
I said it out loud, I confirmed it in my
own mind. No, I wasn’t giving this flight
away.

So it ended up that I was to go the
very next Saturday. On the way out in
truck, I got a pen and wrote on the back
of my hand in bold letters: JUST DO
IT! I had decided to be very brave. No
wanking for me!

I distracted myself by talking to oth-
ers. Then I was distracted by a yellow
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paraglider going into the trees.

We met Chris at 2:15 p.m. and drove
up the mountain. I know they still have
to set up. I still have some time — long
enough to hear that another paraglider
had just gone down on the other side of
the mountain. At least there were more
up in the air than down in the trees.

Chris had to first set up a demo glid-
er for someone to try, then he took out
a big bag. Aren’t we going in a hang
glider? I really thought we were going
in hang glider. “No, in a paraglider,
but don’t worry, I've flown one once or
twice.” Witty Chris. That put me right
at ease.

I knew two paragliders went in the
trees today and that I know it’s rougher
to launch a paraglider this time of day.
The butterflies start churning and I
need to fortify my resolve.

There is a big rock at the top of Mt

up there.

I tell Chris that those trees are pretty
close. “Don’t worry, we’ll be up in two
seconds.” And so we were.

I heard the snap of the glider as it
collected the air. I tried to lean forward,
and I don’t think I took two steps be-
fore I felt the pull. Chris helped get my
arms behind the straps. Holy Shit, Holy
Shit! So this is my response to terror
- swearing?

Up we went, and I was sort of sitting
. I see the people below. I risk a quick
wave. Up, up some more. Beep, beep,
beep. This is a good sound, I'm told,
since it means we are climbing. My
back hurts because I am sitting funny.
I feel like I will fall.

I probably should have at least taken a
look at the harness before now, showed
some bit of interest in how things
worked. I just didn’t want to dwell on

can see our right wing tip — below me. I
wonder where that put puts me in rela-
tion to the earth.

Up we spiral, cranked to the max, and
if we didn’t have enough, he’d go back
and get it again. We did this for over 2
hours and 40 km.

Chris pointed out the sites. I could
hear him well, but since I am facing for-
ward, he had to ask me to repeat myself.
It’s not like I actually wanted to turn too
much in my seat! I held on with a death
grip even through the smooth air.

When it was time turn back, I was
ready. Not that I wasn’t having a great
time, you just get a bit tired when you
are on the verge of being scared to
death for so long.

On the way back, Chris decides to go
another way. Instead on following the
range back we take a short cut across
the mountains.

It’s been well over a month now, and I still get a thrill when I tell my story or even
think about it — and I still think about it every day.

Seven in tribute to Chris’ dad. I went
up and leaned against it, and I told Willi
not to worry that I would look after his
boy. I wouldn’t panic, I wouldn’t stop,
and I would not do anything to put
Chris at risk. I read Willi’s words again:
“It looks Good — Go For It!” While I
have a lump in my throat, I know now I
want to do it.

Chris lays out the glider, he starts
to put on his jacket. I put on mine. He
explains how to do up the harness. In
spite of my newly found resolve, my
fingers won’t work. I keep trying, and
Chris helps. Kind people come to help
hold the glider. Chris beckons me
part way down the steep scree slope.
I go to him. He tells me not to throw
my head back or I'll hit him in the face
and knock him out and then I'll have to
land by myself.

Now my legs are shaking so bad
they erode the loose shale bank we are
standing on. Chris clips me in. I face
forward down the hill. What is he doing
back there? There is a twist in the line.
Chris has to unclip me. Fixed. Well, 1
say, better to find that down here than
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those all too few tiny straps.

Because I was so scared, I did not ap-
preciate my place in time that day. It
wasn’t until much later that the revela-
tion came.

I saw the Mountains from 11, 800
ft (almost 12 grand, as you say). Only
1,000 feet below the clouds that day.
You can’t see those Bugaboo glaciers
from ground or even the launch at Mt.
Seven. You can’t hear the wind whistle
through your helmet or feel the tem-
perature change like this anywhere on
the earth, nor can you feel the great
hand of a thermal pick you up and pull
you into another realm.

Chris tells me what the air will do be-
fore it does it. Sure, he knows the site
well, he has flown here many times and
he understands how the air will move.
Yet it is more than that and even a nov-
ice like myself could see it. T doubt an
eagle is more at home in the sky than
this one. He is calm and confident as he
plays in the wind.

In one stronger thermal, at 1000 ft/
minute, Chris tells me to lean to the
right, and from this vantage point, I

There was rock in front of us, rock
on our right and rock behind us now
and the canyon was not straight out
but around a dogleg corner. I listened
to the others talk before — I know the
rotors could push us down if we get too
low in the canyon. I start to remember
the other poor guys that were chopping
down trees at that very moment.

Chris took us back and forth, just ca-
ressing one of the lower ridges that we
were thankfully still above. Back and
forth, back and forth. Patient and calm.
Others might have bailed, I don’t know.
This looked like quite a situation to me,
but Chris continued to coax the ridge
until beep, beep, beep, beep — he got
what he wanted and the mountain fell
away below me. Chris never let on if
that was dicey or not and I didn’t ask.

Now we had lots of altitude to get
away from the mountain and cross
to the LZ. The temperature was so
warm now, the fields, trees and river so
pretty.

“You haven’t taken any pictures yet.”
Oh, I am going to remember this; don’t
worry. I can’t take the camera out — I
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can’t let go. “Of course you can, said
Chris, and he helped me by taking my
glove and then he took some pictures
and then I did. “No, no — get your foot
in there you need some reference!”

Chris tells me we were going to do
a stall. Ignorance is truly bliss; I hon-
estly didn’t know what that was. The
name implies that we would stop for a
bit. I really couldn’t see what was going
on because I was too scared to crane
around much. Honestly, I didn’t even
know till later that he had folded the
canopy and we were rocketing to the
ground. I never felt that. All T felt was
an absolute quiet and a huge but gen-
tle pull back. Right away we went into a
tight spiral down. “Let me know if you
feel sick,” Chris said. I tell him I'm not
sick but 'm going to pass out. The G-
force is so strong, I am sure my face is
plastered to the back of my helmet and
my head is jelly. So he stops that, and
we do another stall.

Emboldened by all I have just done, I
set my sights higher. I want to do a great
landing.

At first I think if I just don’t throw up
on my pilot today, he should be pretty
happy. But I could really impress him
and the people watching if only I could
just stay up on feet. Chris explains what
to do.

I see the ground coming quickly and
we are going fast, but I have seen oth-
er landings and still feel Chris will all
but stop the glider just before we land.
Nope. So I may have got one step be-
fore I tripped over my own disobedient
feet and FWAPP! — right on my face.
At least the great cloud of dust was im-
pressive, 'm told.

How Chris stayed on his feet with
an anchor like me I'll never know. He
unclipped me and said I could walk
over to the better grass to take it off. I
couldn’t get up. Marty just landed and
came out with water. I didn’t want that
— just get me out of the harness.

Again, Chris says I can walk in it. He
must think I'm an idiot. I try again. I
whisper to Marty, “please pull me up.”

I was just shaking so badly I couldn’t
push myself up! But just a few steps
and I start to settle down. I shook for
20 minutes after, but not with fear this
time. It was excitement, so much adren-
aline. They talk about the rush. This

Bar b Quinn: “Because | was so scared, | did not appreciate my place in time that
day.”

must be it. T knew it was definitely it
when I didn’t sleep a wink that night.
At the party later for the start of Wil-
1li’s Memorial Cup Race, I got to tell my
story over many times. I began to re-
alize just how special it was that I got
to go with Chris. He doesn’t do many
tandems now. How many pilots would
have liked to fly that high and for so
long, to learn from Chris and experi-
ence his tricks. I feel very privileged.
I try to thank Chris again at the par-
ty. How can I let him know just what

that meant ride meant and what it
did for me — how it got this stagnant
blood pumping again? I say something
falling far short. He says it was his
pleasure.

It’s been well over a month now as I
write this, and I still get a thrill when
I tell my story or even think about it
— and I still think about it every day.

Barb Quinn lives in Cochrane. Chris Muller
took her on a tandem flight this
past summer in Golden, BC.
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Mike Waddington’s

CRASH
IN

Well, what happened?
Long story short: I fell.

t least I top landed, which was

what I was intending to do all

along, right? Wrong! Not like
that, anyway:.

Of course the expectation of one thing
happening and the reality of the exact
opposite occurring was quite an eye-
opener, or, in my case, it was more like an
eye-closer — for about five-odd minutes
while I was rather unconscious.

It’s not the falling that hurts; it’s the sud-
den stop at the bottom.

Let’s start that day on launch, shall we?

A\ | VI
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a v

)

photo courtesy Mike Waddington:

Mike Waddington recovers in hospital after her crash on top of Mt.
Seven in Golden, BC.

The wind techs, we'll call them, were going
up and through and over to the other side
of lift to the landing zone. I knew it was light
on launch, but going up was possible, so I
believed launching soon and perhaps first as
a competition pilot might have been benefi-
cial, not to mention trying to show the top
dogs where the lift was — yeah, right.

Thank goodness I caught something wor-
thy of turning in to circle over the lookout.
Gaining enough altitude over the lookout
launch, I glide over to the upper paragliding
launch, which is the next jumping point for
lift to continue south to the peak of Mount
Seven. No booming thermals here. Let’s
shuffle on over to the very southern spine of
Mt. Seven and see what’s up: Nothing, that’s
what.
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Before you attempt the crossing over Horse
Creek from Mt. Seven to Pagliaro Mountain,
you need altitude — lots of good altitude
— and it just wasn’t happening for me.

It was scratchable at best and getting up
maybe 100 m over the peak of Mt. Seven,
well, that’s just not good enough to attempt
a valley crossing.

Working it and not getting high, feeling
frustrated with the light lift, who should I
see bearing down on me on his boomerang:
Will, of course! Although he’s not an awful
lot higher than me, he is able to work a lit-
tle popcorn fart of a thermal and he gets up.
Not high, but obviously high enough for him
because, before long, he’s gone for the valley
crossing, leaving me in his wake.

Next around the corner, who do we see?

Keith, and then Nicole. Nicole and I bob up
and down in the same area working yet more
light lift and getting close enough, with wing
tip to wing tip, to yell out to one another that
we could not break through the inversion.
She peels left, and I peel right; she continues
on down the valley,and I hang out.

By this time, maybe an hour since take off,
I'm getting tired of boating around the peak,
not getting anything close to cloud base, so I
make the decision to head back to the upper
takeoff.

Some would argue that the reason for this
decision was perhaps spying a blond-haired,
sun tanning beauty perched near the up-
per takeoff. Paragliding competition? What
competition? I was going in for a closer in-
spection. Having top landed at upper launch
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many times in the past and under varied
conditions and with no mishaps, I made up
my mind.

Wind conditions were lightish, but thermal
cycles were getting stronger especially up the
punch bowl, which is directly below the up-
per takeoff, so landing conditions were not
ideal. Determined as I was, with two aborted
attempts under full wing, I had to try a third
with “big ears.” This was giving me the sink
needed to side-slope my wing in. Seemed
like a good idea at the time.

The next few seconds were pretty much
ablur.

and my back seems okay. My head’s shook up
a little, though, so I sit down and relax, cross
my arms over my knees and enjoy the view
of the Columbia valley and the real landing
zone below.

There’s plenty of pilots in the air,
paragliders and hang-gliders alike, and I'm
sure they’re all thinking “Well, that was a bit
of a rough landing but he seems to be okay
so, no problem there” Next thing I know,
Christina is sitting down beside me. “Are you
okay?” she asks, “do you have a radio?”“No,”
I answer. The very next thing that happens,
my radio crackles to life. “Oh, Where is that

ambulance ride from Golden to that beauti-
ful five-star hotel called the Foothills Hospi-
tal in Calgary.

My 10-day stay at Foothills was quite a
humbling experience, being poked, prod-
ded, sliced, tubed and drugged. Thank
goodness I had plenty of friends, relatives
and colleagues to help me pass the time.
They all showed their support and helped
me along my way to recovery. To them I
am very grateful, but particularly to Janet
for helping feed me when my own hands
would not do the job. Thanks to Chris and
Monique for helping wash my hair when it

I am sitting in my trailer now looking out at the Mt. Seven Lookout

and pondering;: did I make the right decision?

Well, no, of course not.

Now, I'm sure that the focus of my atten-
tion earlier, Christina was her name, must
have thought T had rocks in my head. It prob-
ably looked to her that I was either trying to
crash, or that I had no idea what I was doing
with this half-flying thing above me. What an
idiot!

The next thing I know, I just see ground
rushing up to greet me and its lights out.
That was it. Done.

Now I really do hate to guess, especially
with my own accident, but I believe what
happened in my circumstance was, after
releasing my big ears and on target for fi-
nal approach, the glider had a symmetric
front stall with me pitching forward slightly
(this being reason enough for all my frontal
damage). Being so low to the ground, there
wasn't time to deploy my reserve chute, and
of course I was just high enough to crater
into dirt.

Too bad there were no trees close by to
snag my glider and slow my descent rate
a little. I would have rather a ripped wing
than a broken body. Around five minutes
later or so Christina was upslope a few hun-
dred meters making her way down to me in
the gully.

I came to, and I tried shaking the cob webs
loose a little while I assessed the damage
somewhat. T hurt.

Right away, I knew my left arm was broken
severely and my right hand couldn’t open my
harness buckles. My left hand works, and I
get all the buckles loosened,

I stand up and proceed down the slope to
a clearing 15 or 20 ft away. Yes, the legs work

coming from?” she asks. “Oh, Yeah. I forgot.
It’s in my pocket here”

Christina picks out the radio and, after
quickly assessing me, realizes that ’'m in a bit
of a serious situation. Fortunately there were
some friends in the landing zone (probably
Andy). She contacted them over my FRS ra-
dio and said that this Mike fellow was hurt
with two arms broken (and at the time I
didn’t know about the four broken ribs, a
pneumothorax and a cracked tooth).

After talking about goodness-knows-
what for the better part of an hour, (remind
me to thank her later for all her help), I
could hear the “whoop, whoop, whoop” of
the helicopter.

When Craig, the chopper pilot, later tells
me even with the coordinates from my GPS
he still couldn’t see anyone injured, just a
couple sitting together admiring the view.
He finally slides his machine to the side and
lands. The paramedics boogied over to us,
asking where the injured party was. “That
would be him,” Christina answered. They
did their thing and quickly got me onto the
backboard and then to the Golden Hospital.

After awonderfully scenic view of the ceil-
ing (in only my third chopper ride ever — I'll
pay for a scenic tour next time), we land at
the hospital. I know at the time I was grate-
ful to those guys, though I didn’t say it . The
wonderful staff at the hospital also quickly
assessed me and, with my friends close by
looking on, I realized that instead of riding
my motorcycle back to Calgary like I had
planned, yet again another scenic view of a
ceiling was in my future. This would be my

looked like it really, really needed it. And
thanks to Vincene and Chris for the cross
country magazines and, of course, my folks
for just being there.

I was scheduled for surgery on Sunday,
August 1st, but was bumped to the Monday
because of an extremely unfortunate acci-
dent that required a lot more attention than
me. This was, of course, Barb Spencer, of
whom you all know by now, 'm certain. Her
injuries were much more severe than mine
and needed the attention of the trauma team
sooner than I did. When Mike Spencer came
in to visit me, I was shocked to say the least.
Even in my drugged state. I couldn’t believe
it. Barb was just three doors down the hall
from my room. I felt sad that I couldn’t even
visit her until the eighth day of my stay as all
my tubes, needles and suction devices kept
me in my own bed. Even today as I write this,
my thoughts go out to Barb and Mike. She
is still in the hospital and I've been out for a
few weeks.

I am sitting in my trailer now looking out
at the Mt. Seven Lookout and pondering: did
I make the right decision?

Well, no, of course not. I made a judgment
error. Top landing on that day was too dif-
ficult and unpredictable and, as Chris says,
tricks are way more fun. So will I fly again?
Yes, there was never any doubt. My philoso-
phy of risk is being able to choose to fly in the
first place. I love to fly, so look out Mt. Seven
— I'm coming back next year.

Mike Waddington is a paraglider pilot
from Calgary, Alberta.
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Land owner relations: a five-step guide

BY DOUG BECKINGHAM

Over the years, too few people have set
out to solidify the flying relationships
many of us use and most of us have taken
for granted: the relationships between pi-
lots and landowners.

The information below is an attempt to
capture some of the critical points, and
explain how we have successfully main-
tained most of the sites that we have flown
for over the last 25 years.

up an appropriate schedule that will al-
low you easy access to communication.
The widespread use of e-mail has made
this quite easy to do with anyone who also
uses this tool.

This frequency of contact can be from
once every few days to just a couple of
times per year. Timing is everything — be
consistent. For the most part, people like
hearing from pilots. Feel free to call for “no
good reason,” as this may just keep things
building in the right direction.

INTENT PRECISION
here are huge costs and litigations Precise communication — be clear,
going on at every level. When you're crystal clear.

talking with a landowner, it’s in your best
interest to make sure the landowner un-
derstands your intent.

Landowners may want to know if you
are being paid by someone to negotiate
or if you are the only person who will ever
want to fly at the site. A barrage of possible
questions and scenarios will start to roll
around in their heads, and it is important
to let them know what you would ideally
like and what you need.

Don’t be afraid to repeat yourself. At
some point in time, you should be able
to offer them some benefits that could be
useful. If you give this some thought and
do your homework before you go to a
meeting, you will likely have some of these
scenarios worked out ahead of time.

TIMING

earn to use timing to your advantage.
This includes the obvious “always be
on time.” For every meeting, phone call
or even an “expectation,” ensure that you
have allowed enough time to get there or
be there before the event will start. Make
sure youre willing to spend as much time
as necessary on meetings or discussions.
Spending time will help bring closure to
each point in a way that can allow you to

continue to move conversations forward.
Doing everything at regular intervals
also has to do with timing. Rather than
calling once every two years or when you
are in need of something, be sure to set
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One of the best ways to do this is to re-
view by note, memo or simply a verbal re-
cap that you may want to summarize near
the end of a conversation. Never wait too
long to recap — people have short memo-
ries, especially when they are introduced
to new ideas. A lot of our recaps start out
something like “the way I understand this
is...”

Be concise, ask for confirmation or ask
someone to recap anything in their own
words. Do not assume even the most sim-
ple or obvious points.

UNITY

t is sometimes to your advantage to

make landowners aware that you are
one pilot who represents a larger group.

For this reason, it is sometimes advanta-
geous to align yourself with a larger group
that will support your efforts. This align-
ment can give you advantages such as the
huge information resources from other pi-
lots or the support of insurance for land-
owners as well as others who can provide
backfill for you should you need to take a
break from being the contact position. In
our case, HPAC/ACVL has huge resources
to solidify your case and back you on al-
most any rational point.

This solidarity can bring the strengths
of others and their group’s experiences on
board. In one recent negotiation, we had
a situation where the fact that there were
pilots flying at other commercially owned

sites (and the proof of such) was enough
to convince them we posed no huge threat.
This information became a quick and easy
tool that was useful in getting someone’s
attention focused on solutions and not on
problems. Unity can offer you credibility.

LISTEN

his step is too easy to overlook, es-
pecially if the other steps have been
done well.

Perhaps you have agreed to disagree or
maybe things went so well that you sim-
ply have nothing else “to do.” Well, you do
have more to do.

Until now, it is likely the landowner has
done most of thelistening as you explained
liability, insurance, cards, policy’s, history
and the like. You still might not have gotten
to the point where the ideas are flowing in
both directions. This is important. When
the landowner or group has the ability
to address their issues and watch you re-
spond, the beginnings of a bond of trust
can occur. Very often, simply giving them
a chance to field their issues is enough to
get some level of trust. Youre looking to
build a foundation that will allow you and
the landowner to manage situations that
do not always involve just you and your
immediate group, and the landowner and
their immediate group.

* * *

Be prepared to set yourself up for prob-
lems to come from outside of your sphere
of influence.

Remembering that pilots are a blessed
few. Those who wish for the dream of
flight and actually have the willingness to
fulfil it are often revered. Use this position
to add to the overall spirit of the group. By
following these basic guidelines you will
start to build a bond of trust. Once you
have proven to the land owner that they
are important and that you are commit-
ted to working with them then the results
should be positive for both parties.

Doug Beckingham is a hang glider pilot
from Winnipeg, Manitoba
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Hanging by the Control Bar

BY LUIS BARRADAS

ather’s Day, 2003: when I arrived at
Fthe field that afternoon, I hadn’t in-

tended to fly. I was just going to pick
up my harness.I didn’t even have the glider
with me.

Inevitably, the magnet of launch took
the best out of me, and I went to see the
guys and the girls taking up the air.

We don’t have days like that very often;
it was just perfect. The wind was at about
10 mph, steady and smooth, and perfectly
aligned with the winch rope.

The prime of the thermals was gone, but
the smooth floating layer was still up there
for the ones that like to enjoy to cruise the
patch at minimum sink, just for the sake of
enjoying the air and the view, without the
expectation of finding the thermal that is
going to take you to 5,000 ft.

It was so good that I couldn’t pass it up.

I got my gear and asked for a school
glider. There was a Falcon sitting in the
shade waiting for me.

I checked the glider and invited a pilot to
check me. I choose the height of the loop
to be hung from, and assumed the position
— right on the money, a fist away from
the bar. With two gliders and a tandem in
front of me, there was no point in waiting
hooked up. I unhooked and, as soon as the
pilot in line had his launch, I took my turn
in the launch line-up.

When my turn finally arrived, the tan-
dem was arriving from making another
person ecstatic from her first flight expe-
rience — and, of course someone was ex-
cited to be the next one.

We always give priority to the tandems,
except when we are hooked to the towrope
and ready to go.

The set up of the passenger, briefing and
launch procedures always take some time,
so I unhooked to hold the nose of the glid-
er. Then, my number was up.

I'was next.

I moved into the launch pod and waited
for the “four-wheeler” to bring the rope
back, and then a quick exchange from a
tandem bridle (launching on wheels) to
a single pilot, foot launching. Check the
weak-link — number of loops and con-
dition — and attach the loops under and
over the bar to the chest release. Everything

photos by Peter Darian
Luis Barradas re-enacts what it was like hanging just from his control bar.

looks good. The glider is almost floating,
with minimal pressure on my shoulders.
Airspace is clear.

Can I have tension, please?

As I prepared to resist, tension came,
but much more violently then needed just
for taking out the slack of the rope. I was
yanked out of the pod, and, out of years
of practice as a tow head, I immediately
pulled the nose down, while resisting for at
least twenty feet. Tension is good! Tension
is good!

Now that the tension was good, I walked
back to the pod, knowing for sure that the
rope was straight.

And, again, we go through the proce-
dures.

“Clear and launch, clear and launch,” I
said to the pilot launching me.

As he repeats the command on the walk-

ie-talkie to the winch operator, I prepare
myself for the pull, trying to anticipate the
amount of lag between the transmission
and the pull.

Tension is coming, resist, two steps and
I'm in the air.

But something is wrong. I'm hanging by
the control bar!

The milliseconds are counting. I'm still
on tow and going up like a rocket.

Only one thought was in my mind: “I
don’t want to go up.”

At this point, I cannot even look down,
but I would say I'm about 20 ft up.

Looking back, it is funny how you can
analyze your situation, choose your op-
tion, and act according to it under such a
stressful situation.

This is what went through my mind, in
that split second when I surprisingly found
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Luis Barradas: still in one piece.

myself hanging under the bar:

I can wait for the “abort, abort, abort,”
from launch, and the delay from the op-
erator to cut down the power, and giving
me another 30 ft or more by the time the
rope slacks, if 'm lucky. Then, I'll find my-
self hanging from a fully stalled glider, that
naturally is going to move its nose down to
gain speed, with no altitude to recover to
level flight (assuming the wings would be
levelled at that point), this wasn’t likely.

The other option would be having the
glider bring me down gently, and I would
just land on my feet running like hell at 18
mph, tripping on my face since I couldn’t
flare, abandoning the glider to land on its
own. I also dismissed this option — maybe
it could work in a movie.

After a necessarily fast decision, I opted
to stop climbing by releasing the towrope.

Bare with me on this decision, since it
was my first time, it does not come in the
manual, I did not have much time to con-
sult other pilots, check previous issues of
the magazine or bet on the best way to pull
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it out.

As soon as I removed my hand from
the control bar and slapped the release,
time stood still. Hanging only from my left
hand, my only concern was this: I didn’t
want to fall with the glider and have a for-
ward motion. I knew I could hold my grip
on the bar for another three or four sec-
onds, but, by then, the glider would be in a
collision course with the ground.

Deliberately, I opened my left hand,
which is the last thing I recall.

According to the pilots that witnessed
the event, I dropped from approximately
25 ft.

Strangely, from the moment I went into
free fall until when I opened my eyes about
20 seconds later, I do not have the faintest
idea of what happened, including the im-
pact moment. I never felt it.

I woke up with Big Dave looking down
on me, and reassuring me that everything
was going to be okay.

The glider was all right, with just a bent
batten on the tip of the left wing, but I

looked worse: I had a black eye and a bro-
ken wrist. After some tests, they found out
I had some fluid on the liver and pancreas,
which would be reabsorbed without any
problems.

I could not lift my right leg more than
two inches, probably because of the pull
of the straps of the harness affected my leg
muscles, and for about a week my fragile
parts were secret fans of the Blue Jays.

They were planning to send me home
after three days, but because the doctors
were not sure who would sign my papers,
I spent another two days feeding on jelly,
which was not fun!

After three months at home pester-
ing my wife and painful physiotherapy, I
slowly regained the mobility and strength
of the wrist. It is now one year passed, and
I’'m going back to taste the air.

What remains are the how and the why.

How it happened is easy: I didn’t hook
up.

The reason why it happened would give
us more to reflect about. Obviously, I didn’t
ask for a hang check, nor did my fail-safe
launch pilot (’'m not downloading blame
on someone else; as a pilot, it is ultimately
my responsibility).

We have a comprehensive list of ques-
tions/checks in place before each “clear
and launch,” that even includes checking if
the chute pins are in place.

Two possible scenarios might have been
the cause that led to the accident. Either I
assumed I was checked before by another
pilot, or perhaps a brand new pilot might
not be comfortable asking an experienced
pilot and instructor, if he had checked this,
and that.

And now, the moral of the story: never
assume anything.

I'm fortunately the living proof that we
can and will make mistakes, so we’ll need
help from someone else to point them
out to us before those mistakes can grow
into something else. These mistakes can
range from the discomfort of a twisted
hang strap to the fatality arising from
the same strap not to be attached to the
glider.

It is better to reply three times, “yes, I
was checked,” than not to have the chance
to say it once because nobody asked.

I wish someone could asked me.

Luis Barradas is a hang glider
pilot from Toronto, Ontario.
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November 10, 2004
REVIEW REPORT
To the Members
Hang Gliding and Paragliding Association of Canada (HPAC)

I have examined the Balance Sheet and Profit & Loss Statement of the Hang Gliding
and Paragliding Association of Canada (HPAC) for the year ended March 31, 2004.
These financial statements were prepared by HPAC.

My examination was conducted in accordance with generally accepted standards

for review engagements and accordingly consists primarily of inquiry, analytical pro- Profit & Loss Statement
cedures and discussions. A review does not constitute an audit and consequently I do 2003-04-01 Through 2004-03-31 (in Canadian Dollars)
not express an audit opinion on the Balance Sheet and Profit & Loss Statement. 2004-10-28  Page 1

Based on my review, nothing has come to my attention which would cause me to Category Description 22%%1_%‘;%]1
believe that this Balance Sheet and Profit & Loss Statement does not present fairly,
in all material respects, the cash transactions of HPAC for the year ended March 31, INCOME
2004, in accordance with HPAC’s accounting policies of recording all accounts on a AIR Magazine Revenues
cash basis, and not recording or placing value upon the inventory of HPAC’s assets. AIR Advertising 2.044.58

AIR Magazine Subscription Sales 667.00

Evelyn Carruthers, B.Comm(Hons), CMA

Winnipeg, Manitoba TOTAL AIR Magazine Revenues  2,711.58

Donation Revenue 189.91
Insurance Fees

HPAC Balance Sheet School Insurance 3.465.00

As 0f 2004-03-31 (in Canadian Dollars) Site-Event Insurance 240.00
2004-10-28  Page |

Account 2004-03-31 TOTAL Insurance Fees 3,705.00
Balance Interest Inc 11.58

Member Sales & Services
ASSETS IPPI Card Fees 85.00
Cash and Bank Accounts Logbooks 611.00
CIBC Chequing 89.85 Misc Sales 10.00
TD Chequing 58,893.81 Postage & Shipping Fees 5.00
Ratings 1,250.00

TOTAL Cash and Bank Accounts 56,983.66
TOTAL Member Sales & Services 1961.00

Other Assets Memberships
Accounts Receivable 15.00 Associate AQVL Memberships 20,907.00
Prepaid Insurance 40,277.00 Family Membership 2,461.00
Full Membership 63,663.00
TOTAL Other Assets 40,292.00 Temporary Memberships 2,605.00
TOTAL Memberships 89,636.00
World Team Comp Fees 355.00
TOTAL ASSETS 97,275.66 TOTAL INCOME 98,570.07

LIABILITIES & EQUITY EXPENSES

Aero Club Of Canada 4,995.00
LIABILITIES AIR Editor 3,200.00
Other Liabilities AIR Mailing 400.00
Accounts Payable 160.28 AIR Printing 1,037.90
AHPA Payable 675.00 AIR Printing & Distribution 12,000.00
AYPH Payable 150.00 Bank Charge 294.43
BCHPA Payable 1,185.00 Business Manager Office Expense 1,955.01
HPAAC Payable 135.00 Business Manager Salary 8,484.00
MHGA Payable 100.00 FAI Sporting Licences 0.00
SHGA Payable 75.00 Insurance 43,677.00
Interest Exp 0.02
TOTAL OTHER LIABILITIES  2,480.28 Membership Refunds 10.00
Postage and Delivery 43.82
Web Hosting 320.36
TOTAL LIABILITIES 2,480.28 World Team Funding 355.00
EQUITY 94,795.38 TOTAL EXPENSES 76,772.54
TOTAL LIABILTIES & EQUITY  97,275.66 OVERALL TOTAL 21,797.53

AIR MAGAZINE | DECEMBER 2004 27



B REVUE DES FINANCES

10 novembre 2004
Revue des finances
Aux membres
Association canadienne de vol libre (ACVL)

J'ai examiné le bilan etla déclaration de profits & pertes de 'association canadienne
de vol libre (ACVL) pour 'année se terminant le 31 mars 2004. Ces états financiers
furent préparés par TACVL.

Mon examen s’est déroulé selon les standards généralement acceptés pour les re-
vues de tiers et en conséquence consiste surtout d’enquéte, de procédures analytiques

et de discussions. Une revue ne constitue pas une vérification et par conséquent, je Profits & pertes
nexprime pas une opinion de vérification sur le bilan et la déclaration de profits et du Ter avril 2003 au 31 mars 2004
pertes. 28 octobre 2004  Page 1
Appuyé sur ma revue, rien n'est venu a mon attention qui me permettrait de croire Catégoric 01-04-2003-
que ce bilan et cette déclaration de profits et pertes ne représentent pas les transac- 31032004
tions monétaires de TACVL avec justesse, en toute matiere importante, de 'année se F—
terminant le 31 mars 2004. Magazine AIR
Publicités dans le AIR 2 044,58
Evelyn Carruthers, B.Comm(Hons), CMA Souscriptions au AIR 667,00
Winnipeg, Manitoba
TOTAL Revenus magazine AIR 2711,58
Dons 189,91
Cotisations a l'assurance
Assurance-écoles 3 465,00
Assurance sites et événements 240,00
Bilan ﬁnancier ACVL TOTAL Cotisations & l'assurance 3 705,00
au 31 mars 2004 Intéréts 11,58
28 octobre 2004  Page 1
Solde Services et ventes aux membres
Compte
au 31 03 2004 Collecte pour cartes IPPT 85,00
Carnets de vol 611,00
Actifs Ventes - divers 10,00
Monnaie et ptes b ires Frais de poste 5,00
CIBC Cheque 89,85 Niveaux 1 250,00
TD Cheéque 58 893,81

TOTAL Services et ventes aux membres 1961,00
TOTAL Monnaie et comptes bancaires 56 983,66

Cotisations
Autres actifs Cotisation des membres AQVL associés 20 907,00
Comptes recevables 15,00 Cotisations - membres familles 2 461,00
Assurance prépayce 40 277,00 Cotisations - membres complets 63 663,00
Cotisations - membres temporaires 2 605,00
TOTAL Autres actifs 40 292,00 TOTAL Cotisations 89 636,00
. Tarif de I'équipe mondiale 355,00
TOTAL des actifs 97 275,66
< < TOTAL des Revenus 98 570,07
Passifs & avoirs
Passifs Dépenses
e Aéro Club du Canada 4 995,00
Autres passifs X
Créditeurs 16028 Dlrec_teur du AIR 3200,00
AHPA créditeur 675,00 Envoi du AIR 400,00
AYPH créditeur 150,00 Impression du AIR 1 037,90
BCHPA créditeur 1185,00 Impression & distribution du AIR 12 000,00
HPAAC créditeur 135,00 Frais bancaires 294,43
MHGA créditeur 100,00 Frais de bureau du directeur administratif 1955,01
SHGA créditeur 75,00 Salaire du directeur administratif 8 484,00
Permis sportifs FAI 0,00
TOTAL autres passifs 2480,28 Assurance 43 677,00
Intérét Exp 0,02
Remboursements de cotisation 10,00
TOTAL passifs 2 480,28 Timbres et envois 43,82
Hébergement du site internet 320,36
Avoirs 94 795,38 Bourse pour I'¢quipe mondiale 355,00
TOTAL des dépenses 76 772,54
TOTAL passifs & avoirs 97 275,66
TOTAL de I'ensemble 21797.53
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Death Sp' !
Greg Hemingway splashes down into

Mara Lake in August of 2004 — don’t worry, he still made it to shore.
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