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The Worcester News 
Peter Wooley

The mood on the sad occasion of Hans Lobach’s 
funeral on Saturday 25th February was relieved 
somewhat by a well-researched address on 
behalf of SA glider pilots by Reinhold Lawrenz.  
Hans had been active in aviation since a teenager 
and his diverse life had certainly been a full one.  
Personally I will always remember Hans as that 
real “Gentleman of Gliding”.  Elisabeth Lobach, 
Hans’ widow, writes to the club as follows: 
 
“Dear Friends, You have helped me and our 
children Brigitta and Ruediger so much with all 
your concern and your caring words that we feel 
truly blessed and strengthened in the knowledge 
that Hans was so highly regarded, loved and 
respected by you and so many kind people in 
such a wide circle; our son in law Johan 
appreciates this just as much and our young 
grandsons feel the warmth coming through.  And 
so we are all gratefully thanking you for the 
thoughts, sympathy and condolences of the 
passing away of Hans Lobach.” 
 
Most of the serious, specialist work to be done on 
our glider fleet is carried out by the “unsung 
heroes” of the club.  It is only right that in 
connection with the current restoration of the ZS-
GUZ fuselage that I mention the names of some 
of the club’s perennial workers; Rudi Schurkes, 
Gerhard Waller, Herbie Oberhofer, Horst Mücke 
and Alison Navarro.  These folk continue to do a 
tremendous amount of work for the members, all 
at no cost to the club.  Our gratitude goes to 
you.   Thanks also to Giso von Petersdorff who 
has donated a large sheet of valuable aircraft-
grade plywood to the club.  Thank you Giso – 
hope your shoulder is recovering. 
 
It’s appropriate to thank all the members as well 
as the non-member readers who took the trouble 
to voice appreciation of the new CGC web page.  
We have designed the site to be outwardly 
focused as opposed to inward, in order to reach 
prospective members and “customers”.  Also, the 

principle of “Keep It Simple” has been followed 
and we hope to maintain it this way, with small 
refreshing changes as we go. 
 
The CGC cross-country department is vibrant with 
members of various levels of experience 
achieving wonderful things.  It’s really a joy to 
report on another up-and-coming achiever who is 
currently making big strides.  Garth Milne has 
made some impressive flights in his Standard 
Cirrus since he cut the strings with Worcester in 
December 2005.  So far he has visited Tradouw 
Pass in the east more than once, as well as 
Porterville in the north, no mean achievements.  
My guess is it will be just a short time before he 
will declare that 500km and pick up a well earned 
Diamond Distance and Goal.  Johan Gerike – our 
other “new achiever” in 15m pure gliders – do you 
hear? 
 
It’s my editorial duty to squash a rumour that Alan 
O’Regan has abandoned gliding for the more 
sedate and easy-access past time of power-
boating on Brandvlei.  There is only so far that 
you can venture on Brandvlei before you have to 
turn or else find yourself beached, so he’s bound 
to get tired of it sooner or later.  So no – Alan has 
not given up pushing the limits in the air just yet!  
However, Alan has been burning the midnight oil 
creating his news “blogs” on the Internet – the 
Cape Gauntlet and the CGC Diary.  So if the KK 
and the Weekend news are not enough for you, 
link into one of Alan’s sites via the club web site. 
 
DAME medical examination costs: 
When my own medical was due in January, I took 
my own advice and trotted off to a nearby DAME.  
The subsequent costs may be of interest to you: 
The DAME  R650 
Pathologist (blood) R305 
Radiologist (X-ray) R220 
TOTAL   R1175 
 
None of this was covered by medical aid. 
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Membership:  We give a warm welcome to Ben 
Kieser and his son Eduard, Frank Dorey, André 
Fechter and Paul Cartmel.  Abraham van der 
Merwe, Tyron Cluer, Aubrey Terblanche, John de 

Beer and Mark (weekday aerobatic practices 
only) Hensman have all resigned.  It should also 
be known that Aubrey Terblanche has left with a 
large outstanding amount still owing to the club. 

More Touring by Motorglider…  
Namibia and Botswana  

Adri Hepburn 

Our trip started on Thursday morning 27 October 
2005 at Worcester airfield.  We had to make our 
way to Upington where we would meet up with 
the rest of the group, forming a total of 10 
Sambas and three more Lambadas.  Barbara and 
Rainer of Wings ‘n Tracks in Brits organized this 
dream trip. 
When we left Worcester we were aware of a 
trough coming in from Angola and were warned of 
possible bad weather by Ed. 
 
Our first stop was Loeriesfontein airfield - this only 
after Adriaan had aborted on final the golf course 
which we mistook for the airfield.  North of 
Loeriesfontien the air started to get rough and it 
became increasingly bumpy.  We eventually 
landed safely at Upington and tied down our 
aircraft ahead of an approaching thunderstorm.  
We were collected by our host from the B&B at 
the airport and given a very beautiful room 
overlooking the Orange River. Soon we were 
relaxing on the deck and enjoying some drinks. 
 
On Friday morning we did some local flying 
around Upington while waiting for the rest of the 
group, following the Orange River up to 
Augrabies Falls.  Unfortunately the water was low 
but the view was nevertheless spectacular.  
Returning, we saw the second Lambada had 
arrived at Upington, and soon the rest of the 
group started arriving.  It felt like a show of 
Samba XL’s was arranged specially for us.  At the 
end of the day we were a total of 10 Sambas and 
four Lambadas.  Thus we invaded Upington, as 
we would invade every city, town or farm which 
we would be visiting along the way. 
 
Saturday morning was busy getting the 
paperwork and flight plans ready for leaving 
South Africa which was just a taste of what was to 
come when entering and leaving foreign 
countries.  We flew out with a Samba along the 
Orange River to the N7 and then on to the Fish 
River canyon, arriving at Ai-Ais in the afternoon, 
among booming thermals.  It was unfortunately 
impossible to fly low in the canyon due to the 
extreme turbulence.  We followed the river and 
then headed for Keetmanshoop where the group 
would be entering Namibia. 

 
At Keetmanshoop it was the usual paying of 
landing fees and completing of forms.  From there 
we continued to Bitterwasser with five other 
Sambas and a Lambada.  This was a new 
experience for us.  Being accustomed to flying at 
our own pace, suddenly we were forced to fly at 
190kph in order to stay with the group!  To me it 
was quite nerve wracking and I was relieved 
when we eventually landed on the Bitterwasser 
pan, right in the gust-front of an approaching 
thunderstorm.  Pilots moved their aircraft as close 
as possible to the buildings to be in the lee of the 
wind.  The wind strengthened and blew dust 
everywhere.  On the ground it became very tense 
as we were part of the first group and the rest 
were still en route.  The advantage of a pan was 
that you can land in any direction, so fortunately 
everybody landed safely despite the strong wind. 
 

 
Adri and the well-travelled Lambada against a backd rop of the 

famous Bitterwasser Diamond Palms 

 
After light rain a few pilots decided to leave for 
nearby Pokweni, by which time it was late in the 
day and the wind had calmed down.  With 
confirmation from Pokweni that it was clear and 
calm, we decided to leave as well.  The take off at 
Bitterwasser was similar to the strong winter 
conditions at Worcester, with rain and dust on the 
canopy.  On the way to Pokeweni the air calmed 
down and it turned into a spectacular flight.  After 
being thrown around in the canyon and the rough 
conditions en route to Bitterwasser, this smooth 
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air was really welcome.  We therefore took 
advantage of it and flew as low as possible. 
 
A lovely room with a revitalising warm shower 
was waiting for us at Pokweni where Jos van der 
Merwe and his wife spoilt us with a magnificent 
Springbok braai.  A meeting was called at which 
the following day’s trip was discussed after which 
it was bedtime. 
 
Sunday morning saw everyone up early as the 
pilots that did not fly to Pokweni had to fetch their 
aircraft from Bitterwasser.  These pilots had been 
brought to Pokweni by road and were now ferried 
back in aircraft.  Once everyone was gathered at 
Pokweni we followed Jos to Rostock Ritz Desert 
Lodge for breakfast.  Now we flew as one big 
group and it was a spectacular sight.  Here we 
landed on a desert strip to be fetched in the 
Lodge’s open vehicles.  Out of the sky the lodge 
looked like igloos which was rather ironic amongst 
such heat and sand.  The views from the Lodge 
were spectacular, like looking at life size paintings 
of the desert.  Through one window you 
overlooked a swimming pool beyond which the 
desert shimmered in the heat. 
 

 
Shelter in a baking, empty land 

 
Jos guided us at low level to the coast from where 
we continued to Swakopmund.  The trip along the 
coast was tricky as we had to fly very low to 
remain below the fog.  To approach the airport we 
had to divert inland, and fly low over a dry 
riverbed.  After landing and refueling we took a 
taxi to lunch at the Lighthouse Restaurant. 
 
On the return to Pokweni, we decided to leave the 
group and do our own thing, flying at our own 
pace, low level, so we could truly see Namibia.  
Here we encountered a large amount of antelope 
and wild horses.  The Namibian landscape is so 
incredibly beautiful, impossible to describe fully.  I 
fell in love with Namibia and would like to return 
for another longer trip. 
 

On return at Pokweni we found all the aircraft 
pushed together for a photo shoot.  It was another 
“tough” day of flying in Africa and I think the whole 
group was a little sad, because we knew that 
what we had experienced would never be the 
same.  Not even if we returned the following year. 
 
On Monday morning it was early breakfast and 
time to leave Pokweni for the last time, en route 
for Windhoek.  To show Jos our appreciation the 
group took off in formation and did a fly-by to 
express our goodbyes. 
 
We landed at Windhoek Eros airport where the 
process of paperwork and refueling commenced 
once again.  We were now preparing for the trip 
to Maun, Botswana.  Once again we took off in 
formation, the first leg routing to Nokaneng.  We 
didn’t stay with the group but chose to fly low in 
order to see the isolated, dry countryside.  If we 
could not have heard the other pilots talking over 
the radio, it would have been the loneliest trip 
ever.  One by one we heard the group crossing 
the Botwana border, until it was our turn. 
 
Reaching Nokaneng, on the side of the Okavango 
Delta, we decided to continue to Mombo.  This 
turned into the most spectacular part of the flight 
to Maun.  Here I saw my first real African 
elephants and they really gave me a show to 
remember.  We saw many different antelope, 
wildebeest, giraffes and warthogs.  The lushness 
of the Okavango Delta is almost unbelievable, 
especially so from the cockpit of the Lambada.  
From Mombo we routed to Delta Camp, where 
the abundance of animals increased.  From there 
we headed back to Maun, where it was the usual 
tedious paperwork – this time with the added 
problems of language and currency. 
 
The open vehicles from Crocodile Camp fetched 
us from the airport.  We were all de-hydrated and 
tired from the long flight and couldn’t wait to get to 
the Lodge to wash and relax. 
 
The next day after breakfast we were taken back 
to the airport and left as a group for Nata.  En 
route to Nata we crossed low over empty pans 
that seemed to last for ever, stretching from 
horizon to horizon.  We flew so low that it seemed 
the wheels almost touched the ground.  At Nata 
we waited at the airfield for the Lodge to fetch us, 
sheltering from the heat below the Lambada’s 
wing.  Again we were fetched in open vehicles, 
and the camp swimming pool was a welcome 
sight!  After our second meal here, we departed 
for Francistown where once again it was time for 
fuel and paperwork, prior to our return leg into 
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South Africa.  The next stop would be Pilansberg 
- home, sweet home! 
 
Once we were over the border we felt at home, 
with more paperwork at Pilansberg, though this 
time I did it with a smile.  We continued to Brits, 
staying another two days to explore the area.  
Here Adriaan also got his Lambada aero tow 
rating from the Lambada agents.  The final leg 

home to Worcester on the Friday was flown 
ahead of a big storm that we managed to keep 
clear of. 
 
We thank Barbara and Rainer Friebose for all 
their arrangements and the huge effort they put 
into the organization of this extensive trip.  We 
hope there will be another one later this year.

There by glider - back by air 
Alan O’Regan

December 7th dawned with a lot of hope in the air.  
Day type 5.  Sven and I sat to review the weather 
briefly (BLIPMAPS came in overnight, the 
overnight Ascent from Cape Town International 
and updates to the synoptic) before setting of to 
Worcester in Sven's 4x4.  The big question in our 
minds was which way to go first, north to 
Nieuwoudtville or East to George?  After much 
discussion (there were conflicting indicators) we 
elected on North thinking that the risk of cloud 
barring the way to George later in the day was 
outweighed by the benefit of the winds (starting 
Westerly and going Southerly) being more 
suitable to a "N then E" routing for the planned 
FAI 1000km triangle.  However, by the time we 
had discussed it with various people at 
Worcester, examined the actual conditions, 
ballasted and prepared the gliders, we had 
reversed this decision and declared 
Waaihoek/George as the first leg.  The scene was 
set for an epic day! 
 
As an aside at this point, you will have noticed 
that the pundits are starting to declare specific 
tasks rather than just bombing along the ridges 
for OLC distance.  This is far more difficult and 
challenging.  To know enough about the weather 
to plan and execute a long task requires a much 
better understanding of the weather and its effect 
on the ridges.  The aim is to 'bust' the myth that 
you cannot plan tasks at Worcester, as we 
improve in setting tasks correctly we are removing 
one of the significant obstacles in the way of a 
task week at Worcester.  You can help this 
process by giving us feedback on the conditions 
you experience when you fly. 
 
Martin set off first in TR with X32 about 40km 
behind.  The weather was not promising and we 
traveled much of the distance between Robertson 
and Ashton at around 3000ft  This feels very low 
(it is) but as long as you know what you intend to 
do if it stops carrying (have a plan!), and execute 
that plan without delay, there is no particular 
concern here.  Don't try running the ridge at low 

level unless you have a higher performance glider 
and are capable of rapidly assessing and 
implementing options (of which field landing must 
constantly be one)! 
 
Although it improved somewhat before and 
passing Swellendam, we were still not running as 
we often can.  The wind was too westerly and I 
was regretting the decision to run east.  Past 
Vreysrant I chose not to follow Martin's preferred 
'back route' as I was not sufficiently confident of 
finding a suitable field at low altitude (I was down 
to 3000ft with a long run out to the fields in the 
south) and elected to push forward.  I had called 
Craig earlier to get a weather report for the 
George area, and as George was still looking 
good, I persevered.  After a scrabble for a few 
kilometers I was rewarded with a great climb to 
nearly 6000ft - more than enough to see me 
across this stretch of 'broken' ridge (actually they 
are more like hills) into the better defined 
Outeniquas running past George.  The run into 
George was a little soft (my word for a ridge that 
is not carrying well) and I passed Martin going the 
other way about 10km from the turn.  I turned with 
no delay and started to run back but the ridge 
appeared to be cycling and not working well.  I 
always say that the 'soft' section of the ridge is not 
the place to stop – rather go back to where it is 
good or push on, but don't stop where it is soft or 
you will be stuck there a long time. 
 
The cloud in the saddle I had crossed on the way 
in was still showing a SWesterly (the cloud tops 
were being stripped away to the NE), masking the 
actual surface SEasterly flow.  Essentially, by not 
recognizing this condition, and choosing not to 
'contour fly the ridge', I flew the SW facing slopes 
and not the SE ones.  Actually, my track line is 
not that different from TR's, but TR started 
contour flying while passing Groot Brak and 
picked up the lift in the SE facing corner of the 
bowl.  X32 did not have the height to enter that 
bowl in my view and I left the main ridge there for 
a lower ridge in front with a number of good fields. 
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In retrospect there are a couple of huge lessons  
here already: (1) If the ridge is not working, test 
your assumptions early - this may imply that you 
should be flying the faces you 'think' are not 
working. (2) Be hyper-aware of wind indicators - 
sometimes the clouds show upper layer air which 
is not actually hitting the ridge - try and confirm 
this with other indicators (dams are very good for 
surface wind direction & strength). 
 
The area of fields I selected was good, and I 
realized quickly after a couple of turns that the 
wind was SE.  I selected two fields end-to-end, 
pointing into wind, and decided on the nearer of 
the two, which while having a slight down slope 
had the advantage of the other field as an 
overshoot.  Now at 400ft AGL and in range of my 
field it was time for a last thermal hunt.  
Unfortunately the thermals were drifting away to 
the NW and the terrain there was unlandable - I 
could not follow the thermal back to its real trigger 
point and struggled for a few minutes.  Lucky for 
me though, while I was scratching the labourers 
turned on the irrigation in my field.  The 
standpipes had been invisible from 400ft and 
although I had spent quite a few minutes at this 
altitude, when I lost 70ft in a turn I decided to give 
up the fight, dropped the wheel and called "finals" 
(Sven responded, being only about 20km further 
west) and lined up for the 'overshoot' field 
selected earlier.  An uneventful landing followed.  
An inquisitive cow (singular - I thought it was a 
bull at first) got decidedly uninquisitive as I tried to 
'herd' it away from the glider and instead of 
walking along the fence it jumped over it into the 
next field.  This saved me a walk but left me 
nervous as it could reverse the manoeuvre.  I 
hoped the incentive would not be there. 
 
Imagine it.  13h00 and 20km out from George, 
250km from home.  On the deck.  There is 
nothing more depressing than landing out early 
on a good day.  A nice shiny new dent for my 
ego!  But anyway, an ego without dents is pretty 
hard to live with.  Ever wonder why experienced 
people are humble?  Wonder no more.  It’s the 
dents showing. 
 
With a four hour drive from Worcester (with trailer 
fun - a 10 hour round trip), I wasn't about to ask 
someone else to do a retrieve if I could fix it 
myself with minimum impact to others.  I called 
Kathryn (as always) to let her now I was down 
safely in the wrong place again and asked if she 
could check on scheduled flight availability to 
FACT.  She was a little taken aback by this but 
agreed to call back.  At this point the farmer and 
his wife arrived on a quad.  Conrad and C are 

young dairy farmers and look like they are going 
places.  We failed to get my tie downs into the 
rock hard pasture, but Conrad agreed to come 
back later and attend to it.  I called Craig to see if 
he would chauffer me to the George airport and 
like the brick he is - it was 'no problem'  Kathryn 
called to confirm my reservation (and an SMS 
with the booking details - eeee, she's a corker, is 
my lass) and I only had time for a quick cool drink 
before Craig rolled up the drive.  What C&C made 
of all this I can't quite imagine, but as we 
discussed the fact that I would be back at 23h00 
(Craig was offering accommodation in George) 
C&C suggested they could make up a spare room 
and that would save me a lot of time turning 
around at the George end.  Conrad agreed to 
wake me before the sparrows (04h00!) and help 
de-rig. 
 
So Craig dropped me at the airport (thanks again 
Craig, you really made this happen!) and I tussled 
with the ground crew who would not let me take 
my Leatherman into the cabin - so I had to check 
it - a 45 minutes flight now with a 30 minute 
baggage claim wait.  As fate would have it I got a 
RHS window and the 15h30 flight (which was now 
full!) was only a few minutes late.  Essentially I 
was treated to a bird’s eye (33000ft) view of the 
Langeberge with a Southerly blowing and the 
whole range capped by a river of cumulous 
leading all the way to Worcester.  I was flying fast 
along the Langeberge, but it didn't feel good.  I 
was torn between being enraptured by this 
amazing view and kicking myself for having 
landed out.  It was not like usual when you see a 
good day from a scheduled flight.  When you 
know your schedule didn't allow you to fly today 
anyway.  Purgatory defined.  And I deserved it.  
Nothing like really rubbing in a good lesson!  At 
least you could hear the experience counter going 
'click'! 
 
To save turnaround time in Cape Town, Kathryn 
and Georgina (she was round for tea) drove to 
the airport to 'give' me the Landrover - this would 
also mean Sven would still have his 4x4 to get 
home - Kathryn and the boys then got a lift back 
home with G.  And this the day before Peter and 
G were due to go overseas, not a great day to 
have your time taken up by wayward glider pilots - 
thanks G!  And I didn't just get a car, did I?  It was 
packed with padkos, a change of clothes, work 
clothes for the next day, my laptop, wash kit and 
a nice bottle of wine as a hopelessly inadequate 
gift for C&C.  The traffic to FAWC was not good (it 
was 17h30 when I left Cape Town International 
after a minor car-hunt in the builders wasteland 
they are currently pleased to call a parking 
facility).  Fortunately, Adri had gathered up all the 
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tow out gear, so the trailer pick-up at Worcester 
was very quick.  Martin landed just before I left 
and he reported that conditions to the North later 
in the day were altogether too southerly to allow 
gliding much north of Clanwilliam so they curtailed 
their flight and came back West.  Still, they 
managed a 1000.  So would I if you include all 
three transport modes.  Although the car would 
go twice as far as the glider! 
 

 
 
I found my way back to the farm (Blomfontein) in 
Groot Brak by 23h00 with no real issues and 
parked well away from the farmhouse so as not 
make my retrieve crew for the next morning 
grumpy!  I can say they really pulled out the stops 
with a freshly made-up spare room with fresh 
flowers, towels and the works.  Rural hospitality 
will always put us “townies” to shame.  I had to 
have a bath before climbing into bed, 16 hours 
worth of grime would have left a clear impression 

of where I had been!  I was asleep before my 
head hit the pillow. 
 
Perhaps I forgot to mention that I had meetings 
the next day!  At 04h00 Conrad woke me with 
fresh coffee and a rusk.  The morning air was 
very damp (it had rained overnight) and was 
certainly brisk!  We got the trailer into the field 
without much difficulty and with the aid of my 
head-torch, arranged the removal of Conrad's 
heavy duty stakes and the rest of the de-rig 
activities.  But the Cobra trailer is properly 
designed for this task so it was not long before we 
were de-rigged and rolling back to the farm 
house.  I wasn't staying for the morning routine on 
the farm (in hindsight, I should have taken my 
time and cancelled a few meetings) and headed 
off into the dawn - see photo. 
 
There's not much to be said about the second 
return trip.  The mountains were beautiful.  It 
doesn't seem like such a long way when we fly 
them.  I got to Worcester around 09h00, 
hangared the trailer, had a shower and changed 
into work clothes before heading for Bellville.  I 
made my 10h30 meeting on time and no one 
seemed to have missed me.  A quick SMS to 
various helpful folk to let them know the chick was 
back in the nest. 
 
Now that's what I call a lot of gliding!  And as you 
would expect, it couldn't have happened without a 
whole hoard of helpful people – thank you 
everyone!  

Cross-Country Confessions of a Ground Sick Hong Kon gese 
Martin Nel

How do you explain a first cross-country flight? 
 
How do you explain that feeling of freedom, the 
beauty of flight all rolled into one?  How do you 
explain the goose bump experience, all one and a 
half hours of it? 
 
The day started out having all the promise of 
being a whopper of a soaring day.  And so it 
turned out to be.  To the dismay of Alan, who was 
duty pilot for the day.  
 
But nothing is completely good or completely bad.  
Having launched just about everything and 
everyone that was willing and able to fly just after 
lunch, Alan was ready to offer some cross-country 
instruction.  I grabbed the opportunity.  With both 
hands.  A definite antidote for ground sickness! 

 
We take a launch to the Audenberg, fly to 
Brandwacht to gain some altitude and then head 
for Montagu.  Alan makes the whole affair look 
deceptively easy, the glider effortlessly following 
every curve of the mountain, every now and then 
bucking in a bit of turbulence. 
 
The view is breathtaking. 
 
Huge mountains rolling past the wingtip, clear 
skies and green valleys. 
 
Remember, keep to at least 120 when flying in 
the mountains, Alan says.  Aileron authority is 
important when you're mountain flying.  This is 
gliding! 
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The conditions are fantastic.  Flying in a straight 
line at 160 and climbing!  In fact, during the whole 
flight to Montagu and back Alan makes only one 
complete turn!  And all of this in the Twin Astir! 
 
At Montagu we turn back.  In what feels like an 
eye blink, we cross the N1 and head for the 
airfield.  Alan joins the circuit and we land. 

 
What a day!  Probably one of the most 
memorable one and a half hours ever.  The 
mountains, the freedom of soaring, and the 
witnessing of a master at his art.  I feel immensely 
privileged to have experienced this flight, on this 
day and with a skilled pilot like Alan. 

“Clubbed to Death” 
Who Cares? – It’s Just Club Stuff 

Ed Verpraet 

The electric retrieve vehicle (ERV), or Golf Cart, 
which has been out of commission since 
November, has been repaired at a cost of OVER 
R2000.00.  One problem was that the motor’s 
commutator needed skimming and new brushes 
fitted.  This may have been an inheritance from 
the original owner, after all it was bought second 
hand.  The other repairs, detailed below, were as 
a direct result of ABUSE BY OUR MEMBERS. 
 

1. The lugs to which the shock absorbers are 
mounted were broken off.  This is a direct 
result of overloading.  To prevent this 
happening again, ONLY two people that 
can sit on the main seat may be conveyed 
in the ERV.  No people may travel on the 
back bumper. 

 
2. The plug for the charging of the batteries 

was crushed.  That is either vandalism or 
negligence, both unacceptable behaviour 
from members.  When not plugged in, this 
plug must be housed on the support 
bracket on the wall of the hangar. 

 
3. Usually this type of Golf Cart is driven by 

“golden oldies”, for whom all physical 

effort is anathema.  Therefore depressing 
the accelerator will, via a mechanical 
linkage, automatically disengage the park 
brake.  Now it happened recently that a 
tail dolly fell onto the accelerator, causing 
the ERV to disengage the park brake and 
drive itself into one of the most expensive 
gliders in the club, causing a lot of 
damage.  To avoid a recurrence of this 
“freak” accident, we have had the 
mechanical linkage between the park 
brake and the accelerator removed. 

 
This “fix” in its turn, causes a new problem – that 
of driving with the park brake ON.  Therefore – 
nobody (that means nobody) may drive the ERV 
unless he or she has been checked out on 
driving, daily checks and maintenance.  Even 
though the ERV is “club equipment”, under NO 
circumstance may drivers attempt to get under 
way with the park brake still in the “on” position.  
This will cause an excessively high inflow of 
current to the motor and subsequent burn out.  
Should this happen it will be viewed by club 
management as “malicious damage” and 
appropriate steps will be taken to get the member 
responsible to pay for the repair. 

 

Aeronautical Defense Systems air show needs volunte ers 

Because of runway problems at AFB Zwartkops, 
the Aeronautical Defense Systems  show will be 
held at AFB Ysterplaat this year.  Dieter Eberbach 
of the SSSA exco is sending all the gear and the 
ASH25 full-size glider simulator for an exhibit at 
the show.  We here at the CGC need to find 
volunteers to man the stand, as well as a glider 
and a motor glider owner who will be generous 
enough to display their aircraft at the show. 
 
Please will any volunteers for either the exhibit or 
who are willing to display their aircraft contact the 
editor (editor@cgc.org.za). 

 
The show will be held from 20 to 24 th 
September 2006.  PLEASE HELP! 
 



 

 
Krautkoerant  March 2006  Page 8 

 

For REAL Gliding Enthusiasts Only 

The late John Ellis, one time chief instructor of 
gliding in South Africa, spent a lot of time and 
effort compiling a history of our sport entitled 
“Historic Times”, which was divided into 15 parts.  

André Leeb du Toit has unearthed John’s 
“Historic Times” and for those who are interested, 
all 15 parts are available from him on request at 
aldut@zsd.co.za

  

Future Events 
The Over-The-Hillbillies Competition 

This competition is open to fabric-covered gliders – L-Spatz, Ka2, Ka6, Ka7, Ka13 etc.  Individuals or teams (two 
seaters) may take part.  The tasks will be local and the old-fashioned start gate will be used, with “real” turn points.  
No data loggers or GPS allowed, but turn points on trust. 
Anyone may take part and it will be great to see the likes Sven and Alan teamed up in a Ka7, leading the task around 
the Winelands. 
This nostalgic event is planned for about later this month or April - could be a lot of fun! 

Regional Aerobatic Competition 
FAWC 19th March.  No gliding on this day. 

OFS Regionals 
The Goldfields Gliding Club will be hosting the OFS Regionals over two weekends.  The 8-9th April and the Easter 
weekend of the 14-17th April 2006. 

Aeronautical Defense Systems air show 
AFB Ysterplaat 20-24th September.  Volunteers required. 

Gauteng Regionals 
The Magalies Gliding Club will be hosting the Gauteng Regionals at Orient from 24-30th September inclusive, with the 
23rd September as a practice day. 

SA Nationals 2006 
The dates will be similar to this recent Champs, being 28th December 2006-6th January 2007 inclusive with the 26th 
& 27th December available for practice. 

KK Smalls 
Glider winch: Percival single drum winch in working condition.  Self propelled by four cylinder diesel engine, drum powered by large capacity V8 
with automatic gearbox.  Launch gliders anywhere, any time, even begin your own independent gliding club.   R20 000.00 or nearest cash offer.  
Inquiries to the editor, editor@cgc.org.za or 072 699 6947 
Scheibe Motorfalke SF25C .  R 215 000.  Contact Wynand Rademeyer at 021 785 4915 or 082 455 4915 or wynandr@regent.co.za 
Mudguards , pair of steel glider trailer mudguards, somewhat rusted and dented.  Contact editor@cgc.org.za 

This Krautkoerant 
Thanks to Adri & Adriaan Hepburn, Ed Verpraet, Mart in Nel, Alan O’Regan, André Leeb du Toit, 

Dave and Sheila Starke and all the others who contr ibuted to this March edition. 

Next Krautkoerant  
Deadline for the April Krautkoerant  is Tuesday 28th March 2006.  

Editor: Peter Wooley , ph 686 3883 (h), 072 699 694 7, 487 2451 (w) or fax 487 2592  
editor@cgc.org.za  

 

 
The joys of motor glider touring – Adriaan Hepburn (Lambada) photographs a Sinus motor glider abeam Ch apmans Peak 


