
First Round of The Nationals at Over Farm 
 
Over the past weeks Steve Bunce, John Lockert and I have been threatening to 
take part in a flying competition. Egged on by each other and inspired by an 
article written by Keith Negal in the Microlight Flying magazine we reached the 
point of no return. Whether the plunge had been taken as a result of not wanting 
to lose face or a genuine ambition to improve our flying skills was debatable at 
this point. Whatever the reason, we packed our trikes on Friday afternoon and 
prepared to make the short flight to Over. We were joined by Uncle Albert who 
could smell the beer from thirty miles away. 
 
The pleasant evening flight passed without incident. As usual I had programmed 
the GPS, taken a bearing when the arrow pointed directly up on the screen and 
headed for a selected landmark in the distance while keeping given landmarks 
on the correct side for my track. I thought that this was as accurate as navigation 
could get. The following two days proved otherwise. We were soon pitching tents 
and putting our aircraft to bed. (The camp site was partitioned off from the aircraft 
parking area and engines were not allowed to start within the parking area. 
Instead, they had to be pushed to a designated engine start area between the 
parking and runway. A very simple and very effective safety measure that I think 
should be adopted at all similar fly-ins.) My meager offering looked out of place 
among the plethora of exotic aircraft. However, there were also a few older types 
including Shadows, Pegasus Q and very well used Quantums and Blades. 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The weekend was to be a time of 
firsts and within a short period we 
found ourselves in the back of one 
of two farm trailers being towed by 
tractors through the streets of 
Gloucester on route to an Indian 
Restaurant.   

Steve regularly looked lovingly into John’s 
eyes during the weekend. Here they are on 
the tractor trailer. 

The tractors parked outside the restaurant. 

The trailer ride was one of many 
highlight of the weekend. Strangely 
enjoyable, I felt like I was10-years old 
again. By the time that we arrived at 
the restaurant I felt that I had spent 
15 minutes on a fair ground ride. All 
part of the fun. 



 
 
 
Keith Negaland his wife arrived when all other places were taken and 
unfortunately had no option but to sit at our table. Uncle Albert would have to be 
on his best behavior. Impossible! Introductions were made and Nev’s went like 
this: 
 
Nev – “Hi, I’m low level Neville”. 
Me – “You’ve met before.” 
Keith – “Really.” 
Nev – “ Yeh. You gave me a bollocking for 
landing on the wrong runway at the world 
championships at Long Marston.”  
Me (wanting to embarrass Nev further) – “He 
was going to give you a false name until he  
realised that his name and club was  
embroidered on his sweet shirt.” 
Keith – “Don’t you read NOTAMS?” 
Nev – “What’s a NOTAM.” 
 
A world record for Nev; 2 minutes and damage already done. 
 
The food was excellent, plentiful and good value. What more could you ask? Oh 
yes, plenty of good beer was a prerequisite. 
 
My backbone grew in proportion with the amount of beer I drank and I seized the 
opportunity to regurgitate one of my Chairman’s Sermons about the lack of youth 
in our sport. No doubt poor Keith had heard it all before and wished he had sat at 
a table of normal pilots. Subsequently the conversation turned to the competition 
and what would be required of us over the following two days? 
 
It became apparent to me during this conversation and throughout the next two 
days that our Council Chairman has a huge passion and verve for our sport. 
Indeed, without wanting to stray into sycophantism, I had to revise my opinion of 
him as a result. Previously, I would have incorrectly described him as pompous 
purely because this is a persona that we expect from those voluntarily accepting 
authority. However, throughout the entire weekend I saw nothing but 
encouragement, enthusiasm, selfless help and a true willingness for everyone, 
especially the new comers, to do well and more importantly enjoy the event. The 
fact that this was probably the best attended round of the nationals for years 
clearly gave him a huge buzz. Keith Negal is a true asset to the BMAA and we 
should treasured his ability because it would be easy for an alternative 
organization to hanker after such a hard working talent. Ok, so I am a sycophant, 
but it won’t stop me from disagreeing when I see fit. 
 



 
On our return to the farm, Rob Keene the host and organizer of this round 
opened the bar, located in a lovely looking old barn and liberally dished out the 
locally brewed beer. 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Food was good and plentiful throughout the weekend and the breakfast was a 
particular testament to this. Morning had arrived crisp and clear after the rain 
passed earlier than forecast. Apprehension tinged with excitement was being 
manufactured in apple sized lumps inside my chest by whatever organ is 
responsible for such things.  
 
The briefing for the first task of the day was at 9.30am in the attractive barn 
doubling as the bar. With Rob at the helm, sheets of paper were passed out 
containing a child like sketch of a pig overlaid on a quarter mill chart and two 
pages of accompanying instructions. The objective was as follows: 
 
Fly the trackline around the pig in an anticlockwise direction looking for photos 
and markers, and stay on track. When you find the marker T, fly overhead the T 
at 500ft in the direction it is pointing and circuit to the left, attempting to land in 
the 6 meter box with power if necessary. 
The box was 10m wide and 6m long and divided into four segments each 1.5m 
wide. If you touch down in the first box you score 200 then 150, 100 and 50 
points respectively. 
Photos and markers must be marked within 2mm of their position and are worth 
100 points each. 
A sealed envelope will contain the landing field location and if opened 400 
penalty points will be incurred. 
 
I gazed at the pig drawn over the Gloucester and Herefordshire countryside in 
amazement and completely forgot to read the rest of the instructions. A saving 

As usual Nev was first in 
line.  
 
Jokes were forthcoming by 
the dozen and everyone was 
told about his latest aircraft 
purchase. 
 
His thoughts of flying with 
Quiks had diminished 
because he couldn’t even 
keep up with Steve on the 
flight over. 



grace was that there were too many competitors to have navigation trackers and 
therefore I would be saved the embarrassment of my true track being published. 
Sarcasm was rife at our table and perfect example was well executed by John 
when asked by Rob if there was any more questions; “So, just to get this straight. 
This big black outline of a pig is marked on the ground.” 
 
The next hour flashed by and I found myself strapped in to the Mercury and 
ready to do my best. Steve and John took off behind me. With the benefit of hind 
site, I should have learned a valuable lesson within the first 15 minutes of flight. 
Preparation and cockpit management is vital to achieve a modicum of success. 
This was a mistake that I failed to rectify for any of the subsequent tests. Plonker 
would be a polite description. 
 
After a wayward start I managed to get on track and began to appreciate what 
was required to achieve the correct degree of accuracy. In the turbulent air I 
started to examine a chart with more care than ever before. Road junctions, 
woods, spot heights and buildings became more important to me than beer or 
chocolate. Excitedly, I spotted my first photograph and simultaneously started to 
relax and enjoying what I was doing. The track took me over Eastbach and 
despite being thrown on my side by a violent thermal on approach I dropped in to 
refuel. (I was still unfamiliar with the fuel burn of this aircraft, which only had a 
20ltr tank and I had had the engine on for over an hour. I estimated that the task 
was 60 miles and I had a headwind for aspects of it.) I was back in the air within 
minutes and started to doubt my navigation prowess because I had still yet to 
find the landing field. My fears were alleviated when I spotted wings on the 
ground next to the Severn right ahead. I failed to score my landing when I 
touched down 2m short of the box while trying to score maximum points. This 
was another lesson that I failed to heed during a similar landing later that day, 
despite Jeremy telling me not to try for a maximum and concentrate on just 
hitting the scoring zone. I was convinced that my track was reasonably accurate 
and yet I had only spotted two photos (the two most obvious) and two markers. 
Over the next two tasks I realised why; my ability to spot photos is virtually non 
existent. 
 
The next task was a flight from here to Redlands with the following brief: 
Fly at a given heading for know more than10nm until you see a marker on the 
ground. When you find this marker, draw a line from it on the heading that 
corresponds to the letter from the chart below. Fly along the new trackline until 
you see the next marker and repeat this process until you reach the letter C, then 
proceed to Redlands. 
Points will be awarded for indicating the correct marker in the correct location 
and providing a correct route plan on arrival. 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
I passed directly overhead the first marker and headed to the next. Once again 
the lack of preparation and the turbulence precluded me from drawing the 
supposed lines. How the hell the competition stalwarts manage this in a trike God 
only knows? Between these two points I was passed by Steve in his ridiculously 
fast Quantum 503. I flew directly over the second marker and headed on the new 
course feeling prematurely smug. It took me a while to realise that the white flash 
and brief engine growl was my map going through the propeller. Task over, I 
headed straight to Redlands and landing short of the box once again. (Sorry 
Jeremy.) I spotted Nev having a laugh at my lack of prowess next to the box.  
 
The final task of the day was as follows: 
Fly back to Over on the given track as fast as possible while spotting the nine 
photographs attached. Mark these photo locations within 2mm on the track. 
The landing at Over was to be over a tape across the runway. Without breaking 
the tape we must stop as soon as possible on the other side.  
 
The trackline was straight apart from two turn points and after the first task of the 
day a straight line became surprisingly easy to accurately navigate. I was 
convinced that I flew this track as accurately as I feasibly could (this was born out 
by the fact that periodically other aircraft steamed past me) and yet I still only 
spotted one photo. An appointment with the optician has been booked. 
My landing was good and I felt that I touched down sufficiently short after the 
tape. However, it took me a few seconds to realise why Jeremy was crossing his 
arms above his head and waving so frantically. I had forgotten to stop the plane 
completely before starting to taxi. 
 
We stowed the aircraft and went to find Uncle Albert in the bar after handing our 
route maps to Rob and Keith. Nev was getting nicely oiled in the bar and 
deserved his refreshment after marshalling throughout the day despite a gammy 
leg. The evening’s conversation centered round the events and experiences of 
the day. A wonderful evening was had and the Wye Valley Contingent were the 
last to find their tents. My first day of competition had been hugely interesting and 

Letter Heading degrees Max distance 
L 119 8nm 
T 271 10nm 
F 065 6nm 
V 175 10nm 
X 168 6nm 
C FP 6nm 
I 092 6nm 
E 108 6nm 



very enjoyable. Steve and John had been great company and similarly appeared 
to be enjoying the event. I couldn’t wait for tomorrow. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I missed most of the first briefing, having been on a fuel run. When I arrived it 
was worrying how many questions were being asked and how many furrows I 
spotted on so many experienced foreheads. John then explained that the novice 
competitors were flying a slightly easier course than the experts and we could fill 
our tanks and measure our usage at the end rather than just using 20litres. The 
brief was: 
 
With 20litres of fuel only, fly from Over as quickly as possible around the marked 
triangular track in a clockwise direction, noting the markers at the turning points. 
Your speed time will stop when directly overhead the marshals at turn point 4. 
From here fly to as many of the indicated marker points as possible and record 
the symbols on the ground. Return with at least 5 litres of fuel or you will lose all 
points. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The morning 
dawned with the 
harshest frost I’ve 
experienced while 
camping. 
Breakfast was had 
and aircraft were 
prepped but I 
noticed that no one 
was fueling their 
aircraft. 
The forecast was 
excellent with a 
12mph southerly at 
1000ft.   

Once again the 
time passed 
quickly prior to 
take off and we 
once again made 
poor use of this 
break. 
My aircraft only 
had a 20ltr tank so 
I had little option 
on my fuel 
allowance.  

John preps his plane 
ready for the first task 
of the final day. 



Whoopee! I flew the first part of the task accurately and collected all the turn 
point symbols. The only problem being that it took me just over an hour to 
complete at a chattering 6000rpm. This, combined with a headwind for some of 
the route convince me that I was nearing my fuel limit and I would be unable to 
collect another marker without dipping into my final 5litres. I landed to protect the 
few points that I had obtained. On examination I had 9litres left and could have 
probably got one more marker but I was happy with my decision.  
 
The final task of the weekend was called “The Steeple Chase” and was quite 
simply the most fun thing I have done in a microlight for ages. On the photograph 
below you will see black marks that represent landing boxes and red lines that 
indicated power lines. The objective was to fly a given short course and touch 
down in the boxes on route. Hedges and power lines provided the “jumps”. This 
sounds more difficult and dangerous that it actually was and had been planned 
well and was perfectly safe. To increase safety the novices were encouraged to 
land in only three of the 5 boxes prior to flying the short hop back to Over for a 
great buffet spread. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Although I did not stay to see the final results I convinced myself that I hit two of 
the boxes and missed the third by a small margin. Fun, fun, fun, fun. 
 
A big thank you must go to Rob, Keith, Jeremy and the marshals for working so 
tirelessly during the weekend, staging a great event and all the very useful advice 
and encouragement that they provided. 
 
In conclusion: I hardly scored a point (this does make an improvement much 
easier though) and made fundamental mistakes, but I learnt more about flying in 
these two days than any other two in my short flying career. I exorcised my fear 
of non GPS flight and did not even realise that I had not used it for my return to 
Broadmeadow until I was on the ground.  



The social aspect was as good as I had been led to believe and I never once felt 
intimidated by the immense flying talent that abounds these events. All the 
names that you regularly see in the competition results in Microlight Flying were 
easily approachable and willing to provide advice in abundance. I would strongly 
recommend all our club members have a go, you will not regret it. 
 
Would I do it again? The fact that I have already purchase a Chaser 508 is a 
substantial hint. 


