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T
HE day started out looking like 
a good wave day. So the Petrel 
was of course wheeled out and 

r igged. In the meantime, the Ka 7 
and Kite II were ready for launching, 
the pulley-launching system working 

well. The Kite was the first off ancl 
almost at once, started to climb. 

Peter Kilkelly at the controls, and 
looking for his 'C' Certificate, next 

the Ka 7 with Joe Dible same climb, 
this looked really good. Next myself, 
"quick" hurry up and hook on, 
cockpit check, Baro. ticking away, 
take up slack. "Click" cable break on 
the ground, "Kink"- open canopy 

and wait. Someone tells me the Air 
Corps want to use the runway to test 
run the Dove. I can hear the engines 
in the distance - please hurry with 
the cable. At any moment I am 
expecting to see the jeep come up to 
stop flying. Meanwhile the Ka 7 and 
Kite whirl around above, the sun 
glintoing on their wings- still going 
up. Ready again, close canopy-quick 

check-hook on-take up slack- still 
no jeep-all out and I'm airborne, 

easy on the cl imb - can't trust the 
cable at this stage-I begin to breath 
slowly again as the needle passes 
1,000 ft., and finally cast off at 1,800 

ft.-a good launch. 

VVAVE 

Now ... strong sink-turn right, I 

can see the other two way above me. 
Heading slowly into wind, the 
vario gradually drops the reel ball, 
amid quite turbulant air. Then finally 
green ball, 1-2-3-4-5 ft. per sec. and 
steady, now I can really relax and 
take th ings in. 

At 5,000 ft. from watching drift, I 
find wind at 160° forward penetration 
at 40 m.p.h. on A.S.I. , estimated not 

much above 10 m.p.h. Joining the 
other two at around 7,000 ft., they 

came over to me. I felt like a little 
bird returning back to the nest, 
having been lost. Oh well, I hope 
they have things sorted out up here. 

Let's see, where is Joe heading off 
down-wind, let's follow him. Straight 

into 10 ft. of sink, so I turn up-wind 
again so does Joe. The poor old Petrel 
loses 1,000 ft. getting back, but Joe 
in the Ka 7, only about 500 ft. I 
wonder is this sabotage - Hey Joe, 
there's lots of room for all of us. 
Honest - I've been up here before ! 
Now start concentrating! I noticed 
the Kite heading up-wind over to the 
west at my height, and start to sink 

fairly fast-come back Peter-then I 
must try east. 

With a beat of about 1 mile east, 
the height holds at 7 ,500 ft. then 
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sink again, hut how is that lenticular 
forming above and slightly south, 
this could not be the top. Well, here 
goes into the wind at 160° and wait 
for the sink. I'll let her go to 3,000 
f t. before turn ing back, but lo and 
behold only no sink for eight 

minutes, and then green again- this 
must be the r eal thing. My watch says 
14.55, plenty of daylight yet thank 

goodness. The green ball nearly 

vanishes at the top of the tube
lovely stuff this wave lift, you don't 
have to keep turning, and smooth as a 
millpond. Sun shining in, interior tem
perature 60° at 9,000 ft. , man·ellous 
view of the mountains with small 

amounts of cloud in streets over them. 
Looking up, I see I'm right under 

the lenticular, slightly behind the 
front edge and getting very near the 
base. Not wanting to enter this cloud, 
I dive at 55-60 m.p.h. to get in front 
of it, this I manage quite easily, the 
lift drops to 5 ft. per sec. but I'm in 
the clear out front. At 10,000 ft. I'm 
level with the base, then looking up 

to see the beautiful sloping cloud like 
a ski run climbing away for 2,000 ft. 

I edge into this and reach the top 
of 12,000 ft. My beat being fairly 
long, I know I must be able to go 
higher, but how much. 

(Photo Oy D. Hooper) 

The Slingsby Petrel before taking off on its soaring achievement. 
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The record stands at 14,000 ft., 
held by John Byrne (Article Sail
plane and Gliding 1960). The needle 
flowed past this height to my intense 

delight, to 15,000 ft. with a t ft. per 
sec. I eekecl out another 100 ft., but 
I began to worry a little about 
amnoxia or whatever they call it

and decided I was high enough, as 
my take-off was already a few 
hundred above sea level. 

Relaxing at this for a while, my 
thoughts turned back to the other 
two- no sign of them, they obviously 

did not see me sneak off. I found out 
afterwards that they stayed at around 
7,000 ft. for two or three hours until 
the light started to fade. 

On the ground I had left three of 
my five children in the care of our 
lady members. Should I chance a 
cross-country, h oping they would sort 
things out below. What finally 

decided me was - looking nor th I 
could see small lenticulars over the 

Mourne Mountains. Now if I could 
just reach those-what price glory
! might get across the Irish Sea to 
Scotland, and Gold Distance. I then 
realized that there was only about 1} 
hours of daylight left, I would never 
manage that, however just to reach 
those mountains for a while- so off 
I set-through strong sink for a few 
minutes, flying fast and then as the 
sink reduced, pulled back to best 
reading on vario-this was between 
2 and Zt ft. at 40 m.p.h. My ground 
speed must have been near 70 m.p.h., 
and with about 100 air miles to go, 
should leave me with about 3,000 ft. 

I had not worked this out at the time, 
but knew I had l t hours at this rate 
of sink. I got out my maps, although 
I could not see the ground very 
clearly with the haze, but the coast
line stood out well enough. I got 
Drogheda on my right-hand but 
mostly looking at the lent iculars way 
ahead. 

As the minutes went by, I noticed 
cloud moving in from the west 

thickening, and realized I would not 
make it. Ten minutes later, I turned 
back and had to dive at speed to get 
back to clear air. Looking ahead, I 
noticed the massive lenticular over 
the Wicklow Mountains, standing 
high all by itself, the gl iding pilot's 

dream cloud with a gold lining. 
Another ten minutes went by, but 

(Photo by D. Hooper) 

The Wave Cloud marking the wm1e used for the record. 

the lower cloud still appeared very 
far below and getting thicker, with 

only the one gap towards Dublin. 
Suddenly, I heard the sound and 
vibration of an aircraft, and imagined 
myself being among Viscounts and 
Boeings, heading for the airport. 
However, I spotted the machine high 
above me, heading west, a b ig trans

atlantic J et - it's much more com
fortable to be able to see the source 

of noise. 
With 5,000 ft. still on the altimeter, 

I was still nowhere near the lower 
cloud, and decided I must get down 
fast with conditions gett ing worse 
below. So I pulled the spoilers and 
with 60 m.p.h. on the clock, vibrated 

clown to cloud top, about 1,700 ft. , 
drifting round the cloud wall inside 
the clear area I reached cloud-base, 
wh ich was clown to 1,300 ft. 
Visibil ity had now become rather 
murky, but the ground below was a 
pleasant sight of fa irly large fie lds. 
I was not quite sure where I was, 
but the two main roads I could see 
could only have been the Navan and 
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Slane, but how far out from Dublin 
I was not sure. It got quite turbulent 
at 1,000 ft., but I was too busy looking 
for landing spots at this t ime. I 
picked a likely looking field with 
a farmhouse at one end, and hoped 
they woulcl have a telephone. 

The wind direction had not 

changed, but seemed stronger than 
earlier. I came in over a small cottage 
and landed towards the farmhouse. 

It seemed very dark on the ground 
after such dazzling sunshine above. 
The time, about 16.35 or near. Not a 
soul appeared from anywhere, n o
one had seen me land. It took me 
about an oth er four hours to get on 
the road for home, but it was well 
worth it-my most enjoyable flight 
to-date. All thanks to my retrieve 
crew, Freddie, John, Jerry-hope to 

do the same for you in the near 
future. 

Location : Dublin. Take-off: Baldonnel. 

Landing: Ashbourne, Co. Meath. Time : 

1400 hours. Sunday, October 20th, 1963. 

Weather : l cloud, wind S.S.£. 160° at 

5,000 ft. Strength 30 m.p.h. approx. 
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