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PRESIDENT'S CORNER
By MARK WARFEL

Hello 2003 lets make the rest of the year ac-
cident free please! Joe and Hans death in
2002 and now Chad’s broken arm is hard on
this old man. | have been reading a lot of
opinions on how to launch and land on the
gossip line lately! Now | am confused. With
March around the corner | think we should
have alaunch and landing in no wind fly in at
the craters? And let all the keyboard flyers
show us how it's done! When is the last time
you ran down a slope in light to no wind!
Better yet when's the last time you flew! Seri-
ously we could all use a tune up. Today's
high performance gliders are heavy and have
a higher launch speed. Do you still have the
strength and speed to launch safely in not so
perfect conditions?

Jerry Dalen and | met with ranger Glen last
week. He wanted to see our agreement as to
where we can land at Shaw Butte. The tree
huggers say we have to land behind the dam,

January M eeting Notes

President Mark opened the meeting at 7:54 p.
m. with a report on Chad’'s medical status. It
seems that in addition to the severely broken
arm, he is aso suffering from some nerve
damage. Hopefully this will clear up as the
healing process continues.

The call for new faces revealed one Jim Fer-
roni. A P4 rated pilot from Wyoming, and an
ex Phoenician, he now can fly from the hill
he used to see every day between classes at
Thunderbird High. Welcome Jim!

Old business. Merle asked what has tran-
spired in the Yarnell launch situation. A very
good question indeed. It seems that the latest
round of public comments facilitated by the
BLM were not directly related to the Yarnell
property. They mostly dealt with the Agua
Fria Wilderness access roads. Public meet-
ings regarding Yarnell will be held in the fu-
ture. The way it looks now, if Bema Mine
buys the land, the most we can hope for is an
easement to the launch site. That is unless
someone wins the lottery and is willing to
buy the land at a greater price than Bema is
willing to pay. Stay tuned for further develop-
ments.

New business. Merle, Dustin, and myself
have spoken with the Rangers concerning
flying from Mt. Ord. We are working on a
semi formal agreement with them to gain
authorized access to the top of the mountain
to perhaps build a ramp. Currently a locked
gateis adeterrent. More on this later.

Dedler Blurbs: Bill Holmes was in attendance

our agreement says north of the dam and in-
cludes the upper LZ. Ranger Glen said he
would try to work with everybody on this
matter then told us the school is going to
build a soccer field behind the dam! At first
my eyes light up. Level field, green grass!
Then | thought fences and light poles. Lets
see thirty years and three LZs? Now | know
how red man feels when pae face says as
long as the sun shines and the sky is blue this
LZ will be yours. | remember flying the Butte
with al my friends years ago. The sun was
bright, the sky was blue, and the thermals
were fantastic! As | was tearing down my
glider the other day after a ded ride at the
Butte | thought, man, what happened to the
lift? As| threw the glider over my shoulder |
looked up. The sky was gray with smog. |
could hardly see the sun!

Y our president

and invited everyone to come out and give
his towing operation a try. They're not open
every day, but most weekends will see the
trike pulling hang gliders in the air. Give Bill
acall at 623 465-3240 if you would like to
aerotow. His rates for qualified pilots are $10
for the first 1000 ft. and $5 for every 100 ft.
above that.

Site Reviews: Mingus mountain has been
cold. No flying reported, but as | type this it
has been unseasonably warm in the state. |
wouldn’'t be surprised to hear of some Min-
gus flying this week. The trees in our future
campground were not removed before the
snowfall, so it looks doubtful that they will be
gone before Spring. We need to stay on top
of this so we can be ready for roadwork when
the Forest Service begins their road and park-
ing lot construction adjacent to our camp-
ground. Hopefully next Spring or Summer.
Oatman: Lots of flying at Oatman. The condi-
tions have been typical winter flying, but re-
warding some good flights to those who per-
severe.

South Mtn: There has been some good flying
at the hill. The first weekend in January saw a
double barreled assault on the mountain. An-
dre in his paraglider and Dustin, Merle, my-
self, and your president Mark all had flights
on the south side. This was Mark’s first ever
flight from South Mountain. He began flying
Shaw Butte in 1975 and somehow never ven-
tured down the road to South Mtn. Geesh!
Hard to believel
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Upcoming
Events

APS Powerline Safety

Course

To be scheduled in the first
quarter of thisyear. For pi-
lots wishing to fly Shaw
Butte thisis a mandatory
class. Stay tuned for the date.

Slide Show and X/C

presentation.

Come to the March meeting
to see Andy Rockhold's dlide
show. Andy will also share
with us his northern Cross
Country routes from Mingus
Mtn.

Humboldt Mountain

Launch Ramp?

How about it AHGA mem-
bers. Would you liketo seea
nice permanent launch at
Humboldt? If so, come to the
meeting and vote “yes’ to
add Humboldt to our list of
insured sites. It will cost the
AHGA an additional
$100.00 per year for sitein-
surance. Merle hasbeen in
contact with the Forest Serv-
ice and they have agreed to
let us place a permanent
ramp on the mountain if we
can provide proof of insur-
ance. A special use permit
will then be issued.

]

Artist's rendering of new ramp

Mystery photo returns!
Can anyone tell me what this
is?

Shaw Butte: Thanks largely to the efforts
of Shawn Jarrell we have rebuilt the south-
east launch. Dustin mentioned some work
was needed on the southwest launch, but
that was tabled for alater date.

Eldon: No report.

Driver Award: Niki Buxton won the award
for driving the rowdy hordes at Oatman.
Honorable mention went to Karl, and Bill
nominated Ed Root for “driving” the trike
and pulling pilots into the air. We were all
scratching our heads over that one, and al-
though it is a notable accomplishment it
doesn't quite fit the spirit of the driver
award. Sorry Ed.

Turkey Award: Kris Thomsen is the sorry
winner for his lousy launch at Oatman‘s
north side, arguably the easiest launch in
the state. Kris had a brain fade and stum-
bled off launch. The forgiving nature of the
“new” ramp undoubtedly prevented some
carnage. Other nominees were Mick Gainer

L akeview Flying
A Cross Country story by Leo Jones

"Think anyone knows where we are?

"I dunno. Did you speak to Ernie?"

"Not after Todd landed and radioed to me
where he was. | couldn®raise Ernie on the
radio. | got Bob and told him where you
and Todd were, and that | was heading the
same way."

"WEell, when Ernie finds Bob they® come
and get us."

"I just hope Ernie can find Bob!"

"1t® gonna be dark pretty soon. We might
be out here for a long time" " @#$$%$%
king mosquitoes."

(The actual words were, "Gosh, these mos-
quitoes redly are bothersome, aren®

they!").

Matt, Todd, and myself sat on the side of a
dirt road somewhere in southeastern Ore-
gon. A ranch just up the road, and a series
of giant circles of irrigated alfalfa a few
miles away, were just about the only signs
of habitation in an immensity of sagebrush
plains rolling away in al directions to scat-
tered distant blue mountains. To the east
the sagebrush desert yielded to green
marshy flatlands, overlooked by snow
capped peaks far away. This region, the
great sagebrush deserts and mountains of
southeast Oregon, northwest Nevada and
southern Idaho, is the least populated in the
USA outside of Alaska. This place makes
the Owens Valley of California look
crowded by comparison.

The sun was burning hot, even though it
was only an hour or so until sunset.
Marshes and ponds around the ranch were
home to an abundance of birds, even out
here in what was otherwise a desert. They
also provided a home for large numbers of
ferocious mosquitoes, which weren® wait-
ing until sundown to feed. We were al in
shorts, and regretting it! We had no food,
and only a few ounces of lukewarm water
between us. We were reluctant to bother
the people at the ranch, but it looked as if
we would have to before long. The mosqui-

for almost hitting a tree on final a Oatman,
Chad for his blown launch at the Craters, Scott
Buxton for hitting a bush on landing, and Dus-
tin for breaking a downtube on landing at Su-
perior.

Eagle Award: The winner was Saskatchewan
John for his work on the south launch at Oat-
man. We all decided this was good, but that
the greater sacrifice was having to put up with
Schroeder for al that time... The other nomi-
nee was Dustin for a great low save and subse-
quent two hour and forty five minute flight at
Oatman.

Raffle: Cheryl and Eric donated a prize of
some “Whine and Cheese”. Something to do
with all of the az-hang-gliding list discussions.
After the raffle, Scott Campbell awarded Kris
Thomsen a trophy for winning the spot landing
contest at the Oatman Goodwill Fly-in. A
rather humorous looking wheeled affair.
Meeting adjourned at 8:45 p.m.

toes were getting worse by the minute. The ra-
dio was depressingly silent; we couldn® even
raise Bob Stanley, who we knew had landed out
in the desert somewhere to the south of us. We
had no map, so we didn®really know where we
were; though the ranch was called Rock Creek
Ranch. We knew that we were a long way from
Lakeview though. No one mentioned cold beer,
though all of us were trying not to think about it.

Lakeview, is a small town of 2500 people in
southeast Oregon, just over the border from
Cdlifornia. This is a sparsely populated area,
and it®not an easy place to make a living, but it
does have excellent hang gliding and paraglid-
ing sites in abundance. The influx of visiting
pilots is sufficiently important to the local econ-
omy for Lakeview to cal itself the "Hang Glid-
ing Capital of the West". The people there are
pretty friendly, and unlike in more populated
areas few landowners seem to mind hang glider
pilots landing in their fields. The areais beauti-
ful too, very much the "Wild West", with the
rugged Warner Mountains rising to over 9000
ft, their flanks covered with pine forests, and
with snow on the peaks even in late July. It®
only about a nine hour drive from Santa Rosa,
and the flying there is generaly less extreme
than places like the Owens, so about ten pilots
from Sonoma Wings decided to spend a week
there in mid July. We decided that we would
stop on the way there at Hat Creek in Northern
Cdlifornia near Mount Lassen, which is a site
famed for its evening "glass offs". Thisis avol-
canic rim facing west, a thousand feet or more
above the valley, and running for several miles.
It affords spectacular views to the volcanic
peaks of Lassen and Shasta to the west. The
landing area is a large grassy meadow in the
forest below, probably fifty acres or more in
extent, and it is also the campsite, very conven-
ient. Even though the LZ is large and flat how-
ever, it isnotoriously turbulent when still in sun-
shine, so we were warned that it was advisable
not to take off too early, as landing before about
7.30 p.m. might not be fun. In any case the eve-
ning glass off wouldn® start until the thermal
activity had died down somewhat. In the event,
the lift was disappointing and most of us sunk
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out after less than half an hour, getting only a couple of hundred
feet above the top. Only Todd and Ernie, who launched first,
really got into it. Todd gained at least two thousand feet above
the top and landed when it was nearly dark. The rest of us put
on an exciting display of semi out of control landings in a
wicked wind gradient, in the still very turbulent landing field,
but no damage was done. High spirits at the start of our trip led
to late night revelry and silliness in the campsite - we paid for it
the next morning with general hangovers and bleariness, and
then Todd and Matt woke everyone in camp at some terrible
hour (like 5 am.) to go trout fishing, but after a blowout break-
fast in Fall River Mills en route to Lakeview we were all feeling
pretty good again. Matt and Todd made repeated efforts, in
most of the streams on the way, to catch trout for their dinner
that night, but the trout declined to sacrifice themselves.

We arrived at Sugar Hill around midday. Thisis a large spur of
the Warner Mountains, about twenty miles south of Lakeview,
facing southwest with a takeoff at 7,200 ft, overlooking highway
395 and Goose Lake. It's agood XC site, but there's alarge gap
to cross, several miles wide, immediately over the back, called
Fandango Pass. Winds tend to blow through this in a venturi

effect in the afternoons, so it's advisable to

| had come et to at least 10,000 ft if you can, before
to Lakeview 9oing over the back. You can then either
" fly up the west side of the Warners, to
to J ust ﬂy Lakeview and beyond, or head more
for fun" .| northeast and out into the Oregon desert.
Sugar Hill often gets pretty windy in the

should have afternoons, so we were keen to get off as
known that  soon as we could. Todd again took off
i first, climbed to over 9000 ft in a thermal,

meant ﬂyl ng and left with it before most of us had even
XC at EVErY et up our gliders. It seemed fairly windy
opportunity! once in the air, and the thermals weren't
very strong. It was hard to get enough

height to leave before being forced to

make the decision to go or to stay, - a bit
like flying in Britain. One or two gaggles of gliders left, but |
couldn't get higher than 8,500 ft. Eventually | went back too far
with athermal, lost it, turned to go back to the hill and realized |
was sinking like a brick in the lee of the hill, and risking being
rotored in if | didn't get out. | turned downwind and ran for it,
now down to 8000 ft, sinking in the rotor, and cursing my stu-
pidity. The nearest bailout LZ was a clearing about three miles
away, but there was an awful lot of forest below me, and for a
minute or so | wondered if | was going to make it. The only
other option was a swamp in a creek bed below, but that was
better than the tops of 100-ft high pine trees. | realized that |
would just make the bailout, and was a quarter of a mile away at
about 300 ft AGL, harness zipper undone, when | got apop as|
crossed a small tree covered ridge. | gained about 50 feet, and
wondered, looked at the LZ, decided | now had plenty of height
to get there safely, and turned back. Nothing, then a few beeps
on the vario. | sturned and got zeros, then ones, and then one
down, then zeros. | kept going backwards and forward only a
hundred feet or so above the trees, one eye on the landing area,
just maintaining height. My radio was turned down and | con-
centrated like mad, and started to find more and more bits of
lift, began to circle, and zipped my harness back up. It took me
over ten minutesto gain 500 ft, then the thermal really started to
take off, or | finally found a core, and | eventually climbed out
to 8,700 ft after what seemed like an age. | felt pretty pleased
with myself for this, but | had been drifted way up into Fan-
dango Pass with the wind, and try as | might | couldn't get out
and round onto the west face of the Warners. | could see a
glider on the ground way up the pass, and another climbing out
over Fandango peak on the far side. | got onto the peak, but
could find no lift, and eventually had to join the glider on the
ground, which turned out to be Bob Stanley. All that work and
only a meadly five miler! No one from Sonoma Wings got very
far, except for Todd, who flew up to Lakeview, landing with the
paragliders just north of town, where they were having a big
competition. Matt managed to make it as far as the Oregon bor-

der, landing near New Pine Creek. Todd remarked how bleak
it looked over the back of the Warners to the north east, and
how he didn't fancy flying acrossit, or retrieving anyone from
itl...

We all camped in a Forest Service campsite by a little stream
called Lassen Creek, at the back of Sugar Hill. As a campsite
it was hard to beat, being aimost undeveloped, with lots of
green grass and shady trees, by alittle creek of perfectly

cool water, and only about a fifteen-minute drive from
launch. There were few occupants other than about fifteen
hang glider pilots, some from Portland, Oregon, and one at
least, Dave Hopkins, from Portland, Maine. Dave had flown
this area many times before, and had a huge scroll of topo
maps showing vast stretches of little inhabited country out to
about 300 miles.

Luckily for us he never tired of bringing this out ("the Dead
Sea Scrolls!") and pointing out its landmarks and where the
thermals were to be found. It's difficult though, to look at a
1:500,000 map, with few roads and fewer settlements, and
relate it to millions of acres of sagebrush plains, akali lakes
and marshes, lava deserts, canyons, mesas and buttes, escarp-
ments and mountains. | realized that | didn't even have a sec-
tional chart! I' d meant to get one, and forgot, and now | was
here, and had no clue as to what was downwind. | had come
to Lakeview to "just fly for fun". | should have known that
meant flying XC at every opportunity! The next day was a
amost a repeat of the day before, except that the thermals
were a bit better and there were a few clouds, more to the
north. | went over too low again, and landed in a very pretty
green grassy field, with pine trees at the edge, in the bottom
of Fandango Pass, near the road, and full of flowers and
horseflies. Another pilot soon joined me. But John Blacet,
Greg Sugg, Matt Jagelka, Bob Stanley, and a few other pilots
made it over Fandango Pass and out beyond Fort Bidwell.
Bob did the big sploosh, landing in "a nice green field" that
turned out to be a marsh. Ernie Camacho took the day for So-
noma Wings with an 18-mile flight. But Hippy Mike from
Portland OR flew 103 miles on a Magic! That realy took the
wind out of our sails! Bill Vogel and his big red truck turned
up that evening. We were all keen to fly cross-country again
the next day. In the morning we awoke to clouds in the sky
before sunup. Something was going on. It was cooler and
windier in the campsite too, and as we were eating breakfast
we were watching cumulus clouds and lenticulars forming
overhead. It seemed really windy up there. This didn't seem to
bode well for the day. But as we prepared ourselves the sun
grew warmer and the sky looked better and better, until by 10
am. small cloud streets were beginning to form. We felt for
sure that this meant it would OD by the afternoon and there' d
be thunderstorms. But as we were heading up to take off it
was looking great, with cumulus clouds even out over Goose
Lake. It didn't seem particularly windy on launch. We de-
clared a goa of Doherty's Slide, a great west-facing escarp-
ment in the desert about 50 miles away, declaring that we
would fly there, and then catch the evening glass off that this
site is famous for! (The one where it's getting dark and you
are still 5000 ft above the ground and can't get down!) | took
off at 1 p.m., determined that | would not leave the hill until |
was at least 9,000 ft and in athermal. Two or three gaggles of
glidersleft, but each time | failed to connect with the thermals
that bore them away, and | stuck with my resolve not to leave
too low. For some reason Todd elected to take off last today.
Pushing forward to clouds forming in front of the ridge |
eventually found the thermal | wanted, and left the hill at just
about 9 grand, with about six other gliders, working several
different cores, drifting over the back, climbing all the way
over Fandango Pass. The thermal just kept going and we all
kept climbing, until we had all been drifted across the valley
and | was at cloudbase over Fandango Peak at 13,200 ft. Now
thiswas more like it! Scattered ahead were several other glid-
ers heading out across Fort Bidwell and into the desert be-
yond. Scott Huber, our new XC crazy Hang 2, was apparently
walking over the tops of the trees down on the ridge about
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5,000 ft below. Doherty's Slide was away to the north east,
and several gliders were heading out in that direction across
the green flats around Fort Bidwell, but it didn't look like a
good thermal generating area, there was a big blue hole
miles across, and nearly everyone seemed to be sinking.
There were still good clouds on the east edge of the Warn-
ers though, and | decided to try and stay high and follow
those to the north, at least for the present, and watch what
happened. | was starting to get sucked into the cloud | was
under, and the next cloud's base was about 200 ft lower, so
| had to zoom about in steep turns to lose some height be-
fore continuing on my way. | realized at about this point
that | had forgotten to do something very important, when
planning to fly XC, and the effects of the breakfast coffee
were till in evidence. Oh well, | have a pretty good blad-
der, so I' d just have to tough it out!

| managed to stay around 12,000 ft for a few miles until |
was north of the flats around Bidwell, then | headed north
east. The sky was still looking good with plenty of clouds,
though some of them were a long way apart, and it seemed
important to pick one's way carefully. Severa gliders had
gone down north of Fort Bidwell. | saw John Blacet's glider
climbing afew miles ahead, and flew towards him. It was a
good thermal, and by the time | had reached him he had
climbed higher than me and was already heading off again.
| climbed back to about 12,500 ft before the thermal got
kind of ratty and | decided to leave. | could see John about
three or four miles up ahead and much lower, but even as |
flew towards him he started climbing again and once more
skied out and left by the time | had arrived there. | redly
like having folks mark the thermals for me like this, but
today John was flying like his pants were on fire for some
reason. Ahead was a deep and scary looking canyon
"Twelve Mile Canyon", and a lot of what looked like fairly
unlandable terrain, but | was severa thousand feet above
this, and very glad to be there.

Beyond this was a series of rather bleak looking strange
muddy lakes in various shades of grays and browns, with
white alkali deposits around them, the largest one, Coleman
Lake, being a rich chocolate brown and two or three miles
across. John was aready disappearing into the distance
across this, but | stopped to gain some more height in an-
other thermal. Another glider appeared below in the magi-
cal way that gliders seem to appear and disappear, and be-
gan climbing. This turned out to be Matt, and pretty soon
we were circling together in what was becoming a very
rough thermal. | went over the falls suddenly in a whopper
of a wire twanger, and was about to warn Matt when | saw
him do a near vertical dive for about a hundred feet out of
the edge of the thermal. We both decided at the sametime |
think, that we' d had enough of this one, and set off across
the muddy lake towards the west-facing escarpment on the
other side. Bob Stanley also appeared suddenly. Todd was
somewhere behind and Ernie was somewhere up ahead,
judging by the radio chatter.

This escarpment was sliced by a canyon through which ran
aroad, areal road, one with asphalt and occasional cars,
highway 140, and this ran almost straight west across an
undulating plateau to Doherty Slide, which we could now
see in the distance perhaps 20 miles away. The wind up
here was blowing towards the NNE judging by the drift of
the cloud shadows, so to get there meant flying across
wind. | was leery of just trying to head straight for Doherty,
as there seemed to be very few clouds en route, so | de-
cided to head SE towards some wispies that | could see
forming a couple of miles away. Matt and Bob followed,
and we flew about half a mile apart. This proved to be a
good move, as even though we didn't gain much height un-
der these clouds as they formed, there was a general area of
bits of lift, and just staying with it drifted us further towards
our goal without losing much height. Soon it became obvi-
ous that we were going to make Doherty, but there didn't
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seem to be much sense in just burning off height to get there. |
could see a glider on the ground by the highway a couple of miles
short of the escarpment. This turned out to be Ernie. Matt and |
carried on working our own bits of lift at around 12,000 ft, but
Bob either lost it or got impatient, and was soon two or three thou-
sand feet lower, and heading east along the road. It looked asif he
would be joining Ernie very shortly. Pretty soon | was there, at
Doherty Slide, with over 12,500 ft, more than seven thousand feet
above the ground. Matt was nearly as high, circling a mile or two
back, and | could see John even higher just ahead over the escarp-
ment. Bob had found more lift and was climbing again below us.

Now what? Highway 140 angled away sharply to the SSE after it
cut through Doherty Slide, and disappeared into the distance. Fol-
lowing it meant bucking probably a 20kt headwind, not areal op-
tion. But to the east and north east of Doherty was a simply vast
expanse of, well, nothing! Just a desert plateau. No roads, tracks,
fencelines, stock ponds or any sign of human habitation or pres-
ence as far as one could see, and you can see a long way from
nearly 13,000 ft! | struggled to remember what was on Dave Hop-
kinss map scroll, but | really hadn't a clue. Neither apparently,
had anyone else. The radio exchanges would probably have been
amusing to anyone listening, as we al milled around like lost
sheep, wondering what to do next. No-one had thought they' d get
this far, and no-one wanted to just burn off al this height early in
the afternoon with a sky dotted with cumulus clouds, and great
thermals everywhere. No one had any intention though, of trying
to fly across that great empty expanse of desert without knowing
how far across it was to a road or settlement. There was only one
other option, and that was to head north, following the only other
road in view, a small dirt road that ran
along the foot of the escarpment, and dis-
appeared between two sharply pointed | went over the
peaks about twenty miles away. From our falls suddenly
height it looked pretty small, a thin white| ;
thread running across a desolate plain, In aW_hOpper
along the foot of aforbidding ridge, but it of awire
was a road, we just hoped that it was a twanger and
navigable one. | for one, was completely '
darn sure that | wasn't going to fly even was about to
remotely away from that road, and that | ' ywarn M att
was going to land right by it if | went
down. | had never flown over any terrain W_hen | saw
so completely bleak and empty asthisand him do a near
part of me felt pretty stupid doing it with- i i
out a map. Oh well, just follow the road vertical dive
for about a

and fly...
hundred feet

We had talked to Ernie on the ground and

told him we were heading north, and, we thought (yes, uh-oh!)
that he knew we were following a road. His son ("Little Ernie")
was driving, and heading to pick him up. | lost sight of Matt, who
| last saw away to the south west, and John, who had just disap-
peared, and Bob was still thousands of feet lower and | last saw
him heading for the escarpment. | seemed to be alone. Great! Just
when | really would have liked some company. Half an hour later
| was still following the road but down to below 7500 ft, probably
2,500 ft above the terrain. | was beginning to get more concerned
with landing safely than with getting up again. | was also acutely
aware of needing to pee. A vehicle came along the road heading
south, a heartening sight, and by the dust it raised | could get a
good assessment of wind speed and direction on the ground, al-
ways a concern when landing after a cross country flight. A mile
or two ahead the road made a sharp dogleg turn before it began to
pass between the two pointy hills. Beside it the road seemed rea-
sonably clear of vegetation, and it looked as if | could probably
land into wind, slightly uphill, right beside the road. | reached my
intended landing area with just over 6000 ft, about 1000 ft above
the ground, and then of course found lift. Got to try! The lift got
better and soon | was circling back up past 8,000 ft and trying to
ignore the pressure in my bladder. | couldn®seem to find a really
good core in this thermal though, and the climb was slow. About
this time | heard Todd on the radio acknowledging that he had a
visual on John, who had apparently landed, somewhere. | didn®
know where either of them were. The prevailing wind drifted me
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further north two or three miles and then | lost my thermal. | de-
cided not to try to get back to my former LZ, but to keep going, as
it looked as if | might make the slopes of the higher peak, the
more easterly of the two, and find more lift there. This proved to
be a short lived hope however, as | started to go down rapidly, and
once again began to look up ahead for places to land if | needed
to. Once again | got down to about 1500 ft over the ground when |
found more bitty but workable lift. At this point | was entering a
shallow valley between the smaller pointy butte (Lone Grave
Butte) to the west, and the bigger one (Beatty's Butte), when | saw
another hang glider lower than me about a mile to the west and
heading for the lower south west facing slopes of Lone Grave
Butte. It was too far away for me to see who it was, but whoever it
was was going to have to walk a fair way back to the road if he
went down. and he seemed to be pretty low to be out there. But he
didn't go down; he turned steeply into lift and began to climb rap-
idly. It was Todd, and looking up | saw Maitt circling and climbing
too. They were both going up far faster than | was, but | couldn't

fly to where they were, because the peak

| supposed of Lone Grave Butte was between me and

the thermal, and there was a lot of sink
that therewas . i "so | sruggled in my bitty ther-
aroad up mal down on the slopes of Beatty's Buitte,
ahead some- which is 7900 ft high, whilst Matt and

Todd skyed out above me up to cloudbase
where, and at over 13,000 ft. Matt kept saying what a
that theroad  great therma this was and how it was

realy pretty cold up there, and how he
that we had was trying to stay out of cloud, and | was
followed sweating, working ones and zeros and bits
would some- of twos, two thousand feet below the top

of Beatty's. They had been gone for fif-

how connect tO teen minutes or more and lost to sight

it, but | wasn't when | finaly climbed up to over 12,000

: ft over Beatty's, in a thermal that in the
certain. end got to be a good one.

The view was amazing from up here, but
somewhat unsettling, because of the virtual complete emptiness,
and absence of the works of man. The road we had followed
wound its way around between the two buttes, and then entered a
region dissected by areas of sloughs and alkali marshes. It had
seemed such a purposeful road, such an obvious white trail
through the desert, but now it began to divide, and each time it did
s0 it got less well defined. To the north the ground seemed to be a
great plain, to the blue distance, where some indistinct patterns of
green suggested cultivation. To the west the plain stretched to the
sharp crest of Hart Mountain thirty miles away, and to the east to
the equally distant snow covered peaks of the Catlow Rim. There
were signs of former cultivation in the desert to the east, but it
looked long abandoned, with just faint tracks here and there. Only
below the Catlow Rim far to the east was there any real sign of
settlement, some vague green patches, and a glint on a ranch
house or trailer here and there. The ground immediately below
and to the west looked completely untouched by man.

Todd came on the radio confirming that he had a visual on Bob. |
had forgotten about Bob, but he was obviously up ahead and land-
ing by the sound of it. | looked and looked for him, but could see
nothing, though | was sure that he had to be by the road. Eventu-
aly | picked out atiny light colored patch, several miles ahead.
My thermal abandoned me before | could get to cloudbase, and so
| set off towards Bob and the wild blue yonder. What | had
thought to be his glider turned out to be a patch of white alkali or
salt, probably acresin extent, but then | saw him alittle further up
ahead, atiny white speck near the road. | called him and told him |
could see him. He couldn't get avisual on me at first. | wasn't sur-
prised. He wanted to know where the road was. "You' re a hun-
dred feet fromit," | told him. "But WHERE?" he wanted to know.
He couldn't see it in the sagebrush he was standing in. | heard
Todd and Matt talking on the radio about landing, There was
some mention of a ranch. | could see a small black dot miles
ahead that | surmised were a clump of trees and probably a ranch,
but | was sure that | wouldn't be able to glide that far. The dirt
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road we' d been following for nearly two hours was now
really breaking up into a network of tracks and trails, some
that petered out after a mile or so, others that led through ar-
eas that were obviously swampy. | supposed that there was a
road up ahead somewhere, and that the road that we had fol-
lowed would somehow connect to it, but | wasn't certain. But
there was nothing else to do but fly on and see what hap-
pened. | tried to ignore my bladder's wishes. | wished | knew
where we were going. | had no food with me, and only about
a quart of water. | thought of Andy Long and how prepared
we would have been if he had been with us! | was down be-
low 8000 ft again and knew that on this glide | would be sev-
eral miles short of the ranch, the black dot having now re-
solved itself into a clump of trees and several structures. The
smoothest thermal of the flight intervened on my behalf at
this point, and carried me, in a few sweet effortless minutes,
back up to over 13,000 ft. | pulled out to avoid being drawn
up into cloud, and took in the view anew. | now had the ranch
on about a four to one glide, and | could see a much bigger
road that ran past it. At first | thought it was a real, asphalt
road, and felt a certain relief, but a vehicle leaving a trail of
dust in its wake told me we were still in the back of beyond.
Matt and Todd had both landed somewhere ahead, a few
miles apart, but | wasn't sure where. After a while, Todd
came on the radio and said he was down near Rock Creek
Ranch on Rock Creek Road, near Rock Creek Reservoir. |
relayed this in hope that someone, especialy Ernie, could
hear me, but the only person to respond was Baob, from some-
where back in the desert which would undoubtedly turn out
to be MUCH further on the ground than you could ever imag-
ine from the air. Some miles past the ranch were a cluster of
irrigated circles, bright green in the mottled tan and beige of
the desert. | coasted on towards these, losing little height.
The air seemed buoyant. | talked to Matt on the radio. Even-
tually I made out a glider by the "main" road, which | thought
was Matt, but which turned out to be Todd. | had flown over
Matt without even seeing him, and he didn't see me, | was so
high. I looked up ahead past the irrigated circles to where the
road disappeared around a low mesa in the distance. | could
see no further sign of habitation, and that decided me. It was
five p.m. | didn't want to go any further. My bladder agreed. |
decided that | would see if there appeared to be a ranch or
any sign of habitation at the irrigated area, it looked as if
there might be some buildings in the middle of the cluster of
green circles. If not | could fly back and land with Todd. |
was still at over 12,000 ft when | flew over Todd, and was
soon over the green circles, with more than six thousand feet
to lose. | had plenty of time to study this strange geometrical
puzzle in the landscape. Seven giant circles, in various
shades of green, were set in squares bounded by dirt roads. In
the middle of these was a cluster of buildings. There was aso
abuilding and a shed or trailer by the main road. | was pretty
sure that the crop was afalfa. There was plenty of space to
land. At least two of the circles appeared to be fallow, or just
harvested. As| got lower | could see no vehicles at the build-
ing by the by the road, a bad sign. The central area looked
more promising, and eventually | could see a house, and a
couple of trailers, and two vehicles. | was pretty sure that the
wind down there would be from the south west, and | won-
dered if | should try to land in the corner of one of the
squares left fallow by the rotating irrigation systems, which
was near to the house, but decided to be safe and land in one
of the entire fields just harvested. As | got lower | began to
realize just how big these circles were, and landed in the cor-
ner of one of them, near the house after all. It turned out to be
huge, severa footbal fields big. | had an easy landing. |
tried to call Todd as | was going down but failed to make
contact. He knew where | was anyway. The worst part of the
landing was trying not to wet myself while struggling out of
my harness.

to be continued



Classifieds
For Sale: Y aesu mobile radio $200.00,
Len Clements 602 277-4213

For Sale: Xtralite 137 Good condition. $400.00 Dave Smith 602 997-
7856

For Sale: RamAir 146 Former AZ X/C record holder. Very good con-
dition. Eric Bahr 623 873-2147

For Sale: HPAT 145 Good condition. $800.00 OBO Craig Thompson
303 466-5855

For Sale: WW XC 155 Gresat condition, custom sail with silhouette of
eagle dominating underside, can ship or deliver to Flagstaff. $1200.00
Also High Energy Tracer harness, silver/pink, great condition, very
comfortable, fits about 5'8° to 5'11°, $300.00 Paul Diegel 801 274-
8382 (Utah)

$1200 OBO Call Hal at 928 776-8842

For Sale: 177 Lite Mystic VG $200.00 Call Travis 480 205-8792

Keep informed! Voice your opinion! Usethe Arizona hang glid-
ing news group!
E-mail addressesfor thelist:

Subscribe: az-hang-gliding-subscribe@yahoogroups.com
Unsubscribe: az-hang-gliding-unsubscribe@yahoogroups.com
Post message: az-hang-gliding@yahoogroups.com

List owner: az-hang-gliding-owner@yahoogroups.com

List owner: jhoiby@hoiby.com, James Hoiby

For Sale: Pod har ness with chute, helmet, and various assorted stuff. Contact Bob
Thompson 602 938-9550 (Thisis Han's equipment that Bob is selling for Meng.)

For Sale: Fusion 150-2000 model. Excellent condition, low hours, red/blue. Hi
Energy har ness, Suunto Compass watch, make best offers. 602 750-0798 Ray Pine

AHGA

For Sale: Garmin GPS with flex mount $85.00, Y aesu handheld

thepines@cox.net

radio. Mods, charger, and two batteries. $200.00, Wills Wing Z5
har ness. Purple and yellow with black trim. With parachute $800.00.
Fits5'11° to 6'2° pilot 46° chest. Call Dennis Nelson 602 843-6543

For Sale: Klassic 144 Good condition. Excellent thermalling glider.

P.O. Box 39013
Phoenix, AZ 85069

6 MONTHS EXPIRED 3 MONTHS

RENEW

06/30/2002 Paula Holmes 12/31/2002 Craig Thompson
06/30/2002 Marshall Poole 01/31/2003 Edward Balow
08/31/2002 Allen Jones 01/31/2003 Corey Burk
10/31/2002 Tyrice Bowser 01/31/2003 Dan Schroeder
10/31/2002 Mike Chernick 01/31/2003 Dale Webb

10/31/2002 Tim Costello
10/31/2002 Jeremy S. Ferguson

02/28/2003 J. Devorak
02/28/2003 Bill Lemon

10/31/2002 Robert Knudson 02/28/2003 L. Dale Mgjor
11/30/2002 Wayne Bennett 02/28/2003 Dan McManus
11/30/2002 Greg Dee Berger 02/28/2003 Paul Y unker
11/30/2002 Rikard Coro 02/28/2003 Lance Zills
11/30/2002 Stuart A. Davis 03/31/2003 Jim French
11/30/2002 Bill Nightwine 03/31/2003 Shawn Jarrell
11/30/2002 Kim Shipek 03/31/2003 Brian McBurney
12/31/2002 James Brooks 03/31/2003 Todd Neville
12/31/2002 Scott Buxton 03/31/2003 Steven Scott
12/31/2002 Mike Fleury 03/31/2003 Alfred W. Torrisi
12/31/2002 Dennis Haley 03/31/2003 Roger Witt

12/31/2002 Charles Sotomayor

04/30/2003 Mickey H. Gainer

Randy Buell on tow.

4/30/2003 Bob Herndon
4/30/2003 Scott Sindelar
5/30/2003 Mike Bower

Randy Buell preparing to roll out from
his homebuilt tow rig.



