The

Noblest of the Sports

LIGHT PLANE PILOT LEARNS
ABOUT MOTORLESS FLIGHT

by Epwix D. Merny

On last August 27th the sun did not
come up bright and sharp against the
flatiron mountains west of Boulder,
Colorado. I know aboul this for I
was there. This was the day that |
was to fly a glider.

For years I had mooned about
climbing into a sailplane and getting
myself towed up some two thousand
feet. I’d tug on that bright red ball
which would release the tow line and
leave me soaring, quict and graceful
as the eagles. Then indeed | would
experience that high loneliness I had
often read about.

One glider man had said, “When |
get up there, I can’t help feeling that
['m mighty close to God and a long
way from evervbody elsc. You like
mountain-climbing? Why go to the
trouble of working vour legs when
you can let the wind do the work
for you?”

The Waco tow plane was coughing
along to pick up our nylon line. My
glider companion grinned back and
broke the news. “No soaring today.
No updrafts anyvwhere. I'll cut her
loose at 2,000 and you can spend
your altitude any way you like. All
set?”

The grass blades of the runway be-
came a blur. The single wheel trun-
dled under us. Then we were up and
smooth on the air. But the red Waco
remained earthbound. At the first
upwind bank and turn, I took a snap-
shot, and then I started checking
things: lake. roads. snow-capped
mountains to the left. We could hear
and feel the tow plane laboring up-
ward and drageging us in long. easy
turns. Suddenly it was very quiet. I
saw the rope pull away, lashing the
air as it diminished.

*Just remember.,” Bolter Smith was
telling me. “you can’t use too much
rudder when you fly a glider. It’s
not like yvour T-craft. Hold her 40
mph indicated.

“How about stalls?” I wanted to
know. (1 can never leel right about
any ship until I know how she acts
when slowed to flight failure speed.)
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like it. Go up some time and find out
for yourself.

After the stall I just sat in the easy
sky and spent my altitude until Mr.
Smith was again advising me: Com(*(',
in plenty tall. You better allow for
plenty of drop. Expect downdrafts.
We can always let her settle. We
can’t get out and push.”

Good coaching. Very good. I came
over the little lake, upwind. a good
100 feet high, Smooth, straw-colored
erass under me. Then she settled! She
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Dave Stacey inspects the wing of his Schweizer 1-21 while
the author rests his arm on a wing af the “Workshop.”

“Okay,” squawked the head before
me. “You bought so much altitude.
There’s no free soaring today. Spend
what you've got any way you like.
Just save enough to get us back into
the field.”

I stalled her. You know — stick
back all the way till it gets so quiet
vou’d swear you were in vour grave,
with a Plexiglas lid. Down we
dropped. Vertical. Like a starved fish
hawk going in. And as we plum-
meted, | shoved the stick forward in
the approved light plane style. The
wind built up to a scream and so did
Mr. Bolter Smith’s voice: “No. no!
Don’t shove the stick away. Hold it
mht back in your lap. Do another
one,’

After that | did 1wo stalls in a
manner that kept Mr. Smith’s eyes
straight forward, so I guess they came
off all right. Always I shall remember
that unearthly quiet that came at the
“break.” There is no other silence

did not fall. Just off the earth 1 re-
stored life and let her float — and
float — and float. Fun! She touched
on the runway like an elderly maiden
aunt with a basket of country eggs.
“Let her roll,” said Smith’s voice.
which I had forgotten about. “The
hangar is dead ahead. Let her trun-
dle. We’ll push her up onto the nose
skid when we get close enough.”

That is exactly the way my first
glider flight came off. I don’t know
when [ shall get to go up again. but
I am going. Gliding is the noblest of
the sports. Try it vourself some day
and you will know what I mean.

One of the very few soaring groups
of the world to own its flying field,
is the Philadelphia Glider Council.
which owns a “Gliderport” of about ™
80 acres with a hangar and other
improvements.
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