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May M eeting Notes
By Jerry Dalen

President Mark opened the meeting at 7:52 p.
m. We were |ate due to the fact that a group
of locksmiths had taken over our regular
meeting place at Peter Piper Pizza. It seems
that PPP has all new management and know
one knew we had the room booked. No mat-
ter, aquick request to the manager of El To-
rito and we had the patio set up in short or-
der. A call for new faces brought Harry
Elizarian to the forefront. Harry has done
some flying back east, and was up at Mingus
last weekend. He's got the bug again and will
be looking for some Arizonaair timein the
near future. No raffle tickets were sold due to
the fact that our illustrious VP Kris, forgot
them at home. Instead of purchasing tickets,
Mark advised everyone present to think about
how they were going to contribute to the
Mingus campground project. Either monetar-
ily or with time. Hopefully both. We have
been offered the use of a Caterpillar big
enough to remove the stumps and boulders
that are in the roadway. We will have the use
of this equipment for one weekend. Arrange-
ments and dates need to be formalized.
Stumps will also need to be hauled away and
gravel hauled in. After thiswork is com-
pleted, we will be well on our way. Stay
tuned to the TF and to the Arizona hang glid-
ing list for further details and updates.

Site Reports: Andy has given us the phone
numbers pilots will need to call if they plan
on flying Mt. Elden. Y ou will need to call the
Flagstaff airport at least two hours before
takeoff, and will need to call the city of
Flagstaff parks dept. the day before you fly,
just in case you don’t get up and away and
have to land in Buffalo Park. The number for
the airport is 928 774-1420. The parks dept.
i$928 779-7690. Merle hasn't heard anything

Fatal Crash at Miller Canyon

from the rangers at Humboldt Mtn. yet, but
expects to this month. When they approve the
ramp, we can begin construction. Oatman has
been fairly good for most, with Dustin getting
a 104 mile flight off the south side to Flor-
ence Junction. South Mountain has produced
some good flights aswell. Don't forget to
signin at the ranger station, and tell themif
you plan on leaving your vehicle up there for
any length of time. Yarnell isthe place to be
right now. Excellent glass offs with great
soaring conditions. Dustin got three hours the
day of the meeting. Soaring with Golden ea-
gles no less. It was mentioned that there have
been no local parachute clinics. Allen Housel
reminded members that Mic Sherwood in
Tucson is a certified rigger and would be able
to repack your parachute if needed. Check
out the SAHGA web site for info. No Turkey
nominees this month, and the only eagle
nomination went to Dustin for his flight from
Oatman to Florence Jct. Good job Dustin!
Driver award went to Karl and Merle for
driving the 100 plus miles to pick him up.
Meeting adjourned at 8:47 p.m.

Dustin Martin blurs the lens at Oatman.

SAHGA member Glenn Bender died on Saturday, May 31stina
launch accident on the southeast launch at Miller Canyon. It appears
that Glenn stalled his Wills Wing Fusion 150 just after launching
somewhat slow and nose-high. His glider came to rest about 150 feet
below the launch in an inaccessible area of the cliff. HG pilot Alan
Housel and severa spectators tried unsuccessfully to reach Glenn. 911
was called at 11:45, within minutes of the accident, and responded
with approximately 50 individuals, including Cochise county sheriff’s
deputies and Search and Rescue volunteers, Fry Fire District paramed-
ics, two helicopters and many others.
Glenn never responded to attempts to call him by voice and radio after
the accident. A rescue climber was finally able to reach Glenn several
hours later, but he had not survived and was pronounced dead at the scene. Search and Rescue
volunteers worked until almost sunset to recover his body.
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Some View of the Bavarian Alps
By O.L. Lowenslo
Foreign correspondent for the Thermal Flyer

When asked where is the most beautiful spot on Earth, | always
hedge a bit, for the world isfull of beautiful places. It'san un-
fair question in my mind; | unabashedly admire beautiful
women, but never have | seen one whose beauty was so great
that it took away the beautiful aspects of others. However, out
of politeness, if nothing else, | try to advance the education of
the questioner. High on my list of "Most Beautiful Places" is
the state of Bavaria, in Germany. More specifically, the area
centered by the Cheimsee, an immense round lake, bordered by
sailing boat marinas and picturesque towns. The topography is
smooth hills, as likely as not tree-covered, but with enough
fieldsto disallow forest monotony. Immense and colorful
farm houses, in the family for generations, and unavailable for
purchase, typically cluster together in groups; sometimes they
areavillage. Here and there a church steeple, bulbousin a
fashion peculiar to this part of the world, spikes above the rest
of the scenery. The roofs are typically tiled in gray, but often in
red. Stucco isthe predominant outside wall covering; grayish-
white seems to be the color of choice, but you will find yellow

and some other colors, although always muted. The farm-
houses, smaller town houses, and small hotels vie for attention
with elaborate facades painted around the windows. ItisaBa
varian tradition, and Bavarians are heavy on tradition and light
on being German; they are a people unto themselves.

The backdrop to all this beauty is the wall of Bavarian Alpsto
the south, a commanding barrier to approach from the south,
and a protectorate to all that lies to the north. | have spent this
day watching the clouds first gray, then un-gray the Alpine
peaks. There were some puffy white clouds this morning, but
by afternoon things had darkened down to shades of gray eve-
rywhere, even the trees of dark forest green losing their color to
an all-encompassing curtain. This didn't spoil my fifth floor
room view; it merely added drama.  Birdsongsfilled the air,
despite the visual sullenness. A quietness of spirit permeated
the whole setting and | deemed it asgood. The painin my left
upper arm kept gnawing at me, but | could excuse that as
proper punishment for a case of the dumb-shits. My friend,
Harry Pfanzelt, is an artist, and thisis his home; his placein
Rimsting, along stone's throw from the lake, just outside of
Priem, gives me an excuse to be here. Harry is a painter who
seems to make a comfortable living at what he is doing, but
never seemsto do much. I've seen evidence of him painting;
his house is full of hisworks. And I've seen work in progress,
and soiled paintbrushes, but his work schedule remains a mys-
tery tome. And his sales schedule is even more of amys-

tery. Heisvery modest, and | have to pry to get anything out
of him about hispaintings. | suspect that his prices are way

out of my league. But we do talk about hang gliding, for itisa
passion for both of us. He owns four gliders, one of which |
may borrow when | visit here. | normally show up with my own
flying gear, but the difficulty of logistics prevented me from do-
ing so on thistrip. On Friday, the weather had started out some-
thing less than spectacular, then devel oped into a picture post-
card day. Because the sun had gotten a late start on cooking up
thermals, it was highly unlikely there would be any long flights; a
sled run would be the best expected. Harry and | hemmed and
hawed about which peak would be the best to fly  from, and fi-
nally decided on Mount Rauschberg; it turned out to be a good
choice. Firgt, as all good pilots should, we checked out the land-
ing zone. It was a huge field, big enough to put down a Jumbo
Jet, much lessahang glider. This being springtime, the grass
was only a couple of inches in length and thousands of dandeli-
ons held their bright yellow heads high in the sun. It wasaview
initsown right and | walked out into the field to gain vantage-
points for my camera. Such a beautiful world! Immediately
over us, but out of harm's way, were the cables that would lift us
to the top of Mt. Rauschberg. At this point the mountain is virtu-
ally a sheer cliff towering above us al the way to 5200 feet alti-
tude, perhaps 3000 feet over the landing zone.  Just looking up
was another view in itself. Business was slow on the cable car

Bavarian LZ

and the young fellow running it lowered receipts even further by
declining our already discounted tickets. Here, hang glider pi-
lots are part of the reason people go to the top of the mountain
and we are patronized. When one is lifted above the trees, the
countryside unfolds into new revelations as the height and per-
spective changes. Villages and houses grow smaller and farms
flatten into patchwork quilts of green and yellow; the aforemen-
tioned dandelions are the brighter yellow, but rape seed, a cash
crop here (an ingredient in Viagara?), also makes many fields
yellow. At the top, | carried the glider the 200 yards to launch;
Harry brought the harness and helped the only other hang glider
pilot present. Harry was not to fly because, despite being glider
rich, he was harness poor, having only one. And | knew there
was no use in arguing with him about who would fly first.

We set up the glider and | was on launch in perfect launch condi-
tions, with perhaps an 8-mph wind blowing directly into my
face. | didn't take the time to admire the view, spectacular as it
might be, for | didn't want conditions to change and strand me at
thetop. | did make my safety precautions, checking for other
gliders, errant air traffic, and distant weather. The launch ramp
liesin abit of ahollow and air funnelsthrough it; | doubt that
there could be a better launch site. | paused at the upper edge of
the ramp, leveled my wings, brought the nose down a bit, and ran
off into space. The air was soft and Harry's glider a sweetheart to
fly, but | knew right away that | wasn't going to go up much.
Rather, it was a dlow decline as | searched back and forth across
the face of the mountain, looking for that updraft that | never
found. Indeed, it seemed that | would be making a slow sled
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run. | flew across the small river and steep-sided valley at
the base of the mountain, keeping and eye on the windsock
in the landing zone for wind direction and strength. It had-
n't changed much since our preflight inspection.  But there
was a sign of hope in the trees on the slopes behind and to
the west of the landing zone. If whole branches sway, and
the slope is steep enough, there is likely enough wind to
ridge soar. | was delighted to find that | could maintain alti-
tude by staying over alow cliff and working back and forth
in the lift band it afforded. | wasin my element, for thisis
the kind of flying | had sharpened my eyeteeth on, in Austra-
lia, on the low cliffs over the ocean with a seasonally pre-
vailing east wind. | had great fun flying figure eights, some-
times circles, probing the edges of the lift band, always hop-
ing that athermal would find its way in my direction, taking
me high enough to try the higher cliffs behind my flight-
saving low cliff. In between waslikely a no-man's-land of
wind rotor that could hurl me down into the pine for-

est. But the thermal never came to pass. | watched far
above me as the only other hang glider, a high performance
rigid wing with nearly twice the performance potential of my
glider, passed over head, but he eventually ended up down at
my level going directly to the landing zone. | had out-flown
him, or at least out-endured him. He wasto tell Harry that
his glider was too fast to utilize the small lift band | was us-
ing. Sour grapes. | had waited for Harry to show up in his
bright red Jeep Wagoneer, but | never saw him arrive. |
would have landed, if | had seen him, in order for him to
have aflight. It turned out later that he had waited an hour
to get aride down the cable car and then aroad accident had
blocked him from driving the last bit to the landing zone; he
had walked in. My lift was fading and the treetops were
beckoning ever closer, these ground-bound sirens to a sky
sailor. Having been inthe air an hour and a half, | decided
itwastimeto land. | went downwind and turned on final,
aiming for a spot on which | hoped to land. The headwind
seemed abit strong but certainly not unduly strong. | had
every reason to believe that this would be a cakewalk.

| started to move my hands from the crossbar to the uprights
and got tossed severely to theright. By thetime | got my
direction corrected, back into the wind, | was flying too
slow. At about 10 feet atitude, the glider suddenly plum-
meted to the Earth; it happened so suddenly that | had no
time to prepare for a crash landing (I've done more than a
few). | had moved my hands higher on the uprightsin prepa-
ration for a proper flare, but the flare had been too late (errr,
| wastoo highto beflaring). When the glider hit, | swung
through the uprights, at least the left hand till in place. Re-
covering from the suddenness of it all, my first impression
was that my left arm was not where it should have been.

My brain said it was here, in front of me, but my eyes said
my arm was over there to the |eft of me, at an odd an-

gle. For awild moment, | had the impression that my arm
had been torn completely off, but there was no blood, so that
couldn't be. What was certain, was that it was no longer
correctly attached. Oh, well, it had been a great flight!

| knew what my injury was, right away, or rather, | had a
well educated guess. This break is probably the most com-
mon fracturein hang gliding. What happensisthat the arm
staysin place, holding onto the glider and the body swings
by, inducing a spiral fracture of the upper arm. | could feel
with my one good hand that the bone had been severed.

So Harry hauled me off to the hospital in Frauenstein; atrip
he had often made, he was to remark. He was more per-
turbed about the accident than | was, (probably thinking that
he would have to put up with me for awhile longer) acting
like a mother indeed, which | have often accused him

of. (He had no reason to gripe, for his glider was undam-
aged!) During thedrive, | amused myself (and annoyed
Harry) by attempting to point one direction and seeing my
hand go another; aweird feeling. At the hospital, | received
excellent care from everyone, | must say, and there was not a
note of skepticism amongst them. They were thorough,
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careful, and warm. German precision, with a smile. The X-rays
confirmed what | had predicted (the radiologist was impressed)
the bone being displaced by half aninch, at least. It would have
to be operated on, an un-pleasantry | had anticipated. But not to
worry, everyone was there that was needed for an operating team
and the operation could begin immediately. Within 2 hours of my
accident, | was laying in a bed on the fifth floor of the hospital
(view property, mind you), agold plated piece of metal screwed
to my left upper arm bone to hold it together. It'spriceislikely
to be much higher than the going price of gold, but | will have
full use of my hand (no nerve damage) and arm, once the stiff-
ness goesaway. The doctor told me not to lift any heavy
women for 6 to 8 weeks. | asked himif | could lift the small
blonde nurse present, but she didn't see any humor in that. My
hospital stay will end tomorrow, | hope, the fourth day following
entrance, for the pain is gone, the bleeding stopped, and | am no
longer drowsy from the sedative given me.  In the meantime, |
can contemplate this view and many other views of Bavaria. It
isindeed one of the most beautiful spots on Earth. In retro-
spect: Every pilot relives aflight afterwards, and even more so
when an accident has occurred. Whether or not the conclusions
drawn from this are accurate is subject to conjecture; one can
imagine that that may not have been the reality of the situa-

tion. Butitisahealthy thing to do, if objectively rather than
defensively drawn, and can add to one's education. | offer these
thoughts:

1. | wasflying too slow.

a) Harry confirmed this by observation.

b) The glider apparently stalled, dropping its nose to the ground,
the result of flying too slow.

¢) | could possibly blame the final dropping of the nose on roll-
ing ground air, for it happened so much more quickly than a nor-
mal stall, but that doesn't excuse slow flying.

2. Why was | flying too slow?

a) The severe tossto theright that | received probably slowed
me.

b) The fact that the toss occurred exactly as | was transitioning
from crossbar to upright caused me to lose concentration on air-
speed.

3. I may have kept control if | hadn't been a bit lazy on my transi-
tion.

a) | lost my grip and pawed for the left upright for a couple of
moments after | was tossed.

Ken Foote and Christy Muefley Tiethe
Knot on Mingus Mountain!

On Saturday May 17, 2003, ultralight and hang glider pilot Ken
Foote married Christy Muefley on the launch at Mingus Moun-
tain. The “Reverend” Otto Rolwing presided over the ceremony
amid the beautiful
pines and awesome
views. Ken and
Christy' swedding
just happened to
coincide with the
Minnis Anniversary
Party. The couple
gracioudly invited
all of the pilotsto
jointhemin their
celebration. Woo-
Hoo! Free food and
beer! You don't have to ask twice! Thanks Ken and Christy. It
was a fun time. The band was good and the atmosphere was fes-
tive indeed.
Jim Minnis agreed it was a fitting arrangement, hopefully one
that will be continued in the future. It helped raise our spirits,
and | know Terry was looking down on the whole thing smiling.
Seeyou al next year!



Classifieds

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

For Sale: M osquito powered hang glider harness. Updated with the
latest mods. Eric Bahr 623 873-2147

For Sale: HPAT 145 Good condition. $500.00 OBO Craig Thompson
303 466-5855 *** Look!!!! Lower price, was $800 ****

For Salee WW XC 155 Great 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)

For Sale: Klassic 144 Good condition. Excellent thermalling glider.
$1200 OBO Call Hal at 928 776-8842

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. High-
Energy harness with FREE!!! Suunto Compass watch, make best offers. 602 750-
0798 Ray Pine thepines@cox.net

For Sale WWXC 155 Gresat condition. Excellent flying and handling. $1000 24
harness with older style parachute. $250.00 Keith Evert 623 825-8536

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

AHGA
P.O. Box 39013
Phoenix, AZ 85069

6 Months Expired 3 Months Renew

01/31/2003 Edward Balow
01/31/2003 Corey Burk
01/31/2003 Dan Schroeder
01/31/2003 Dale Webb
02/28/2003 J. Devorak
02/28/2003 Bill Lemon
02/28/2003 Dan McManus
03/31/2003 Jim French
03/31/2003 Shawn Jarrell
03/31/2003 Brian McBurney
03/31/2003 Todd Neville
03/31/2003 Steven Scott
03/31/2003 Alfred W. Torrisi
03/31/2003 Roger Witt
04/30/2003 Mick Gainer
04/30/2003 Bob Herndon
04/30/2003 Scott Sindelar
05/30/2003 Mike Bower
05/31/2003 Randy Buell

05/31/2003 Vince Clemens
05/31/2003 Bill Comstock
05/31/2003 Hal Hayden
05/31/2003 Jim Minnis
05/31/2003 Harlan Mitchell
05/31/2003 Travis Olroyd
05/31/2003 Ondrej Pauk
05/31/2003 Todd Peterson
05/31/2003 Kris Thomsen
06/30/2003 Len Clements
06/30/2003 Michael Farmer
06/30/2003 Bill Holmes
06/30/2003 Gene Irwin
06/30/2003 Lisa Lippincott
06/30/2003 Gary Mclntire

06/30/2003 Laura Salamone-Maiden

06/30/2003 Bob Stout
06/30/2003 Mark Warfel
06/30/2003 Paul Witcomb

Merriam Crater Arizona

07/31/2003 David Frechette
07/31/2003 Otto Rolwing
08/31/2003 Eric Bahr
08/31/2003 Scott Campbell
08/31/2003 Ray Collins
08/31/2003 Guillermo Couto
08/31/2003 Rik Fritz
08/31/2003 Chad K oester



