
The Great British Long Jump 2014 

 
This is the Long Jump’s 30th year and therefore cause for celebration, but tinged with 

sadness since we said goodbye to Anthony Smith a few months ago after a  long and 

wonderful tenure as Long Jump judge. 

We took a sabbatical in 2013 to ensure The Queen’s Cup attracted the best entry and it was 

a great success with 2 days of perfect weather on the first weekend in October where the 

winner, Richard Parry managed to fly 199.5 miles in two flights. Dom Bareford came in an 

oh-so-close second with 198.8 miles and Andrew Holly 3rd with 176 miles. 

This year’s Long Jumpers flew a total of 1,283 miles between them on 6 different October 

days and time aloft varied from 4 hours to more than 9 hours. Unusually, all flights utilised 

winds coming from the SW whereas previous years have tasted all points of the compass. 

Technology features more this year so I look forward to healthy discussion about moving 

maps and transponders at the Long Jump lunch along with more good experience with radio 

and Air Traffic Controllers.  This aspect of ballooning usually causes some apprehension in 

new pilots ( and some not so new) but an event like this makes you try harder and you 

wonder why you took so long to master the art of using the radio to help Air Traffic 

controllers help you. 

Land owner relations is always important and Andy Collett wins a gold star by inspiring his 

farmer to set up SKYPE with her overseas family so they can all watch the take off.  

As always, the reports are amusing, informative and inspiring and particularly so this year 

for Deborah Day and Mike Scholes who are this year’s champions. They flew for 6 hours 23 

minutes from Cornwall to Market Drayton in Shropshire 211.6 miles away. 

Second longest flight was by Tom Hilditch and Abi Bridge who flew 125 miles in 9 hours – a 

big improvement on the 40 miles Tom and I flew at the 2008 Icicle Meet in 3h 15m to 2nd 

place in their long distance race. 

Nick Dunnington and Phil Hooper showed admirable enthusiasm and flew together trying 

to beat Nick’s solo flight of 117 miles but only managed 110 miles so I have included both 

flights and both reports. 

All reports and more photographs will be up on the Long Jump website 

www.thelongjump.com  so all your efforts can be enjoyed by a wider public. 

My thanks and congratulations to all who entered  and you can all be proud of your efforts 

and particularly to those whose flights  towards their BBAC Silver Badge. 

Robin Batchelor 

Founder & Judge 

http://www.thelongjump.com/


 

 

 



 

  

 

 

    

   



  



 

 

 

 



THE 2014 LONG JUMP WITH LADYBIRD 

BRILLIANT. Fantastic. I well and truly beat my target distance of 200 miles. The flight was my 

longest yet for both distance and duration, as well as my highest. Two more categories 

towards my gold badge. How exciting. We also commemorated Anthony Smith and his forth 

coming book, The Old Man of the Sea, by spending nearly half of the flight, about 100 miles, 

over the sea. 

 

The preparation…. 

Back in the summer I read through many GBLJ reports dating back to 1998 and noticed that 

nobody had made a significant flight  from Devon let alone Cornwall. A half million chart was 

laid on the living room floor and with a long ruler, several tracks were possible. I monitored 

a weather web site and Mike asked his forecaster, Paul Hignet, for help. Friday 3 October 

looked possible with a south westerly forecast. It had a great route with few control zones 

and no danger areas once clear of Salisbury Plain. I felt that the winds particularly  the upper 

winds would not be fast enough and our Ladybird is getting on a bit [like its owner, not the 

pilot]. Ladybird isn't happy when loaded to the gunnals with fuel. 

 

The following Friday's forecast was more westerly but with slower 850 HPA wind, possibly 

ONLY 20 knots.  Ideal for Tom Hilditch who was planning to fly with more tanks than one 

could shake a stick at. 

 

Low and behold, the third Friday's forecast met my ambition to fly from Cornwall.  though 

with more southerly in it. I then spent hours on google earth to find a suitable area to 

launch from. 

 

Mike rang Chris Pugh and Ian Wadey to see if they were available. pleased to say they were. 

Redruth was chosen as it would be between fronts with upper winds forecast to be 250 a 

trip towards the Wash was on the cards. The Notams gave good news with Peranporths ATC 

zone cancelled on 1 October so we could start further west, also it didn't open until 09.30. 

Newquay, formerly RAF St Mawgan, is now open 24 hours to give help [and hinderance 

].Good news. 

. 

We set off on Thursday afternoon and had an uneventful journey until we reached west 

Somerset where we encountered the front. Quite an active one with heavy rain, thunder 

and sheet lightning. As we were going in the opposite direction, we didnt take long to clear 

it. We found a  B&B in a village called Weal Rose. No I am not putting on a Jonathon Woss 

accent, this really was its name. 

 

It was blowing a hooley as we arrived at the B&B, but it was on a ridge. This made us 

more determined to find a field that offered shelter from southerly winds just in case 

the the hooley was still blowing in the morning. At this point we did not have an 



actual take off site so out we went at gone 9pm to find one with the name of a 

village given to us by the landlady.The B&B owners told us of a big country house 

hotel on the north side of the ridge where helicopters had landed. 

 

So off we went even though it was a few miles down wind. It was a lot lower but as 

dead as a doe doe. Trying to remember our way back along country lanes, we came 

across The Miners Arms at Mithiam. Mike insisted that we stopped for a pint and to 

our surprise, its car park was large enough to launch Ladybird. 

 

After a friendly welcome from Anouska, the landlady, we were offered the field next 

to the car park. Much better and gratefully accepted. Relieved at having a launch 

field, we enjoyed a couple of rounds in this really good, traditional pub. 

 

The flight 

 

Sure enough, it was still windy in the morning and being so far west, sunrise was half 

an hour later. The helium balloon, whilst we could see it, tracked 020. OK as we 

expected to head 045 or even 050 at height. Ladybird did a merry dance during the 

inflation and just as it was rising, its light weight crown line broke, [ Camerons line 

weighed a hefty 2.7 kg so had been replaced ]. Held down by the crew, Anouska and 

her partner, Ladybird was well heated before the inflation tank was passed out. Then 

off we went like a rocket, 900 fpm.   I glanced at the GPS and felt and my heart went 

in to overdrive. We were tracking 336. On this heading, we would miss Wales. How 

could we miss an entire country? I was really worried as a crossing over water wasn't 

planned. Mike was calm and said the wind will take us right as we climb. As we 

crossed the coast, our heading changed to 035. Panic over. Time to look for 

landmarks between the clouds [land would do ] and plot our position on the half 

million chart. My view of land was often interupted by lower clouds. I could see the 

ships on the Bristol Channel which was clear of clouds. Why did the clouds only cover 

the important bit? 

 

 

 

 I set the frequency for London Flight Information and Mike did all the chit chat. 

Weve both got RT licences, but I could get on with the flying and more importantly, 

the navigation. 

I took my  iPad  out of its protective flight bag after several minutes of pfaffing with 

the damn thing, I could not get Memory Map nor the overlays to open. The new data 

sim card had failed on the way down so Chris and Ian had set it up to work through 

Mike's iPhone. This worked fine in the car but, rather anoyingly, when needed Mike 



had paid  £109 for the Memory maps last year and was emailed just before we set 

off by the company that we couldn't continue to use the maps unless he paid more 

money.  I had no choice but to buy a cheaper version for £25.Is there a balloonist 

who can show me how to set u the iPad in a fail safe mode? Oh well, back the 

printed version. 

 

Our climb continued at a slower rate with the track reaching a comfortable 043 and 

37 knots at Flight Level 75. Venturing up to FL 10, our speed dropped so I felt that we 

would be better at FL85. This was the highest that I had flown in a balloon. Mike 

passed me the camera to take pictures of the altineters for my silver badge. 

London Information requested our position  and transferred us to Newquay Radar. 

As we were still over water and we had oxygen aboard, I wanted to see if we could 

get back over land if we flew much higher. Newquay Radar would not let us above FL 

100 as we did not have a transponder. Is this a new rule? We'd left the transponder 

in the car to save weight, give more space in the basket and didn't think it would be 

needed. 

 

Newquay Radar asked us to report overhead Tintagel. Finding a tiny place like tis on 

an air chart was rather like looking for the proverbal needle but I found it. Anazingly, 

we flew only a mile to its north and still over water. Mike rummaged in a red bag and 

dug out  a flask of coffee an tea cakes. Really welcone. 

 

Heading for the Welsh coast, Mike was told to contact Cardiff Radar who asked more 

questions than the Spannish Inquisition. A balloon approaching their airspace from 

the south west was a new experience for them. What was our destination? I 

extended our track on the chart and suggested Wolverhampton. It kept them quiet 

for a few minutes but then asked where we would cross the coast? Being really 

helpful, we had to call before changing height and not to enter controlled airspace. 

With my compass rose, I calculated that our track needed to be less than 028. We 

had 042 so a descent was required asap. Clearance was given to go to FL 75 but this 

didn't give enough left. Mike requested descent to FL65 which was grudgingly 

approved but no lower as we would be over a parachute site with a top to its 

airspace of FL62. No problem. FL 65 gave a great direction, 025 and we crossed the 

coast a few miles east of Port Talbot. 

 

We could hear that Cardiff Radar was very busy with lots of commercial traffic and 

thought that we'd be left alone. Wrong. Airway L9 was a few miles ahead, how were 

we going to cross it and there was an active gliding site close by and with an upper 

limit of FL 70. L9 had a base of FL 75, so we settled at FL 72 which kept them happy 

for awhile. The northern boundary of L9 was 28 miles from the coast and as our 



speed had varied between 26 and 31 knots, it would take 50 minutes [say 55 mins for 

safety] before we could clinb. The gaps in the lower cloud hadn't been large enough 

to identify places  then the Welsh valleys and Merther Tidfil became clear. Great. For 

the first tine for half an hour, I could accurately plot our track. Just as well because 

Cardiff Radar had enough of us and passed us back to London Information who 

immediately wanted our position and destination. Shawbury had become our revised 

destination. That didn't go down too well for a few minutes later the controller said 

that under no circumstances would we be allowed to land at Shawbury. It was Poets 

day so nobody would be on duty except those in ATC. 

 

Shobden, with its microlights, was passed on our left as we headed towards 

Shrewsbury. Mike made phone contact with Chris and Ian for the first time during 

the flight, they were on theM5 and making good progress. They had plotted a rough 

track for the balloon and wisely decided not to visit Wales. What a relief. 

 

We were passed to Shawbury LARS and lots more discussion followed about our 

probable destination. The controller was pleased when Mike said that we would pass 

to the east of the airfield  and passed us to nearby Tern Hill. Mike got a really friendly 

and helpful reception, with permission to land on the airfield. The airfield wind was 

160/12 gusting 19 knots so we donned our helmets and pilot restraints [ note plural ] 

and prepared for a fast landing. I had left our descent from FL80 as late as possible to 

minimise our time in slower winds at low level. Ladybird, without her scoop, 

was very stable as she descended at almost 1,000 fpm. There was a really dense haze 

between about 2,500 ft and 800 ft so I was pleased to be back in clear air. Our track 

had backed by 50 degrees but couldn't see the airfield. Our descent had been a 

couple of minutes too late. Mike advised the controller that we'd be landing to the 

east of the airfield.A helicopter was asked to watch and check that we landed safely. 

It flew low and relatively close during the last half mile as we skimmed over crops 

hoping that the narrow grass field before the trees would be big enough.With about 

200 metres to go, the balloon started to climb so I asked Mike to pull the smart vent 

for a few seconds then reseat it. This did the trick and we just cleared the fence , 

making a small bounce. The smart vent was pulled much harder and the balloon 

stopped in only 7 metres. The helicopter had kindly hovered nearby so after 

extracting ourselves from the basket we signalled that we were OK. 

 

 



A lady walking her red setter had 

seen the landing and came over. She was Alexandra Gardiner, wife of the CO of 1 

Royal Irish Regiment whose barracks were the other side of the trees. Alexandra 

kindly helped by telling Chris and Ian her postcode for their sat nav, meeting them 

and guiding them to the field. She also showed the farmer's house to me so i went to 

ask permission for Ian and Chris to drive on. 

The farmer and his wife walked across to the basket as we were loading. He was 

concerned about his fence and was pleased to find that we'd missed it. 

An absolutely brilliant day 

Thank You Ian and Chris for your help and imput we couldn't have done it without 

you. 

I will need to practice my low level accuracy for the target section of the silver badge 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



First times and lofty ambitions! Tom Hilditch & Abi Bridge. 
 
Just as in Star Trek, Jean-Luc Picard was named after the Piccard twins, I’d argue that Carl 
Fredricksen, in the Disney Pixar film Up, a 78 year old adventurer who takes off in a cluster balloon to 
this mystical land not too dissimilar to Venezuela, would have been better named Anthony Smith. 
Smith himself would be a very viable candidate for a biopic; what a story it would make for an 
eccentric octogenarian to not only cast off across the atlantic with other colleagues of senior dotage in 
a raft cobbled together from some large water piping but to succeed in doing so!? 
 
Of course, before that I remember reading stories in old ballooning books and magazines dad had 
kept or collected that spoke of his gas balloon antics, in fact I remember a story of a gas balloon of his 
catching fire in sussex not far from where I live and have grown up, and do the majority of my flying. 
As a kid, I remember thinking not how dangerous but rather how exciting that era of ballooning must 
have been as we moved from gas to hot air, with the likes of Malcolm Brighton, Omega, Western et 
al. 
 
Alas, perhaps as a child I must unfortunately compare myself to the over excitable young boy, 
Russell. Nevertheless, whilst I never knew Anthony personally, I thought it fitting that my first 
escapade into Long Jump ballooning was not only 20 years after the inaugural competition, but in a 
year where the event is being held in his honour after his recent passing. 
 
All that being said, I had ambitious plans to make a stylish and adventurous flight. This plan to 
compete this year first came about at the International Youth Camp in August. I suggested to Abi 
Bridge about doing the flight together, not only is she a good friend, but more importantly we had a 
good rapport in the basket. I felt to have a couple of relative youngsters competing against the 
veteran’s of GBLJ would be something if we were to do well. Also, it allowed me take advantage of 
her dad’s 105! Being an Ultra Magic, it then made it a lot easier to mix and match bottom end kit 
underneath it. Abi and I met up again and flew together more at Grass Roots in September, where we 
further confirmed our plan to do a long jump flight together. It was there that Richard Penney kindly 
suggested we use lightweight wicker Ultra Magic basket; with its Powerplus single burner, its total 
weight was less than 55 kilos. 
 
David Bareford then agreed to me borrowing 4 titanium tanks off him, though when I returned them he 
informed me that he only leant them so that I would have to compete in a grand prix next year! 
Further to that, Tony Jay’s offer of a Titanium tank, I felt I’d have more than enough lift to supplement 
them with enough of Richard’s V30s and the tanks Ian Bridge had to allow us to fly for a good few 
hours. 
 
Consulting air charts I had plans to fly from somewhere in south west Wales to either somewhere as 
close to East Anglia as possible on a westerly, or if more of a southerly element heading up to 
somewhere in Yorkshire. I figured to have a good chance at winning I’d need to make a flight of two to 
three hundred miles. Unfortunately ambition and reality wouldn’t see eye to eye. 
 
As October came, I realised I wasn’t the most patient in waiting for the right slot. Whilst I didn’t want to 
make a subpar flight early in the month only to find that better conditions presented themselves later 
on, but equally importantly I didn’t want to hold out and then find the last two weeks a wash out and 
end up not even flying at all. The ideal option would have been to make a flight early in the month so 
at least I had a respectable distance on the board then if opportunity arose try to improve it later in the 
month. Unfortunately I had nor the time or the money for two attempts. 
 
As it was, I had booked the weekend off work for the One Man Meet, I decided to book the Thursday 
and Friday off too, so I could go up to meet the Bridge’s in Shrewsbury, on the Thursday meandering 
up via various locations to collect borrowed kit so everything was ready to go in one location, that was 
an adventure in itself, though as I ramble enough I’ll skip that bit. Anyway, earlier in the week the 
forecast looked pretty perfect for the Friday, a south westerly gradient of about 30-40 knots in the air 
and whilst rather gusty, calm enough on the ground to allow a safe take off near the south coast of 
Wales for potentially a 200+ mile flight. We went even as far as looking up cheap accommodation in 
Gowerton where Stephanie Bareford had kindly passed me on the contact details for a launch field 
she had used there. Alas, no sooner than did we hear back from the B&B then the weather forecast 
had deteriorated. So Thursday evening came and now looking at a very marginal forecast, we went to 



bed with the plan to get up and look again early in the morning, and if safeish, we’d drive to 
somewhere around Builth Wells, Leominster or Ludlow so close enough to mean not leaving at 2 in 
the morning, but to give us potential for 150+ miles at least. 
 
As it was we got up in morning and there was a lot of gusting on the ground forecast, whilst this didn’t 
bother me overly as I was confident enough we could find somewhere sheltered enough to get up, the 
greater danger was with showers forecast throughout, if we got caught in heavy rain above high 
ground in windy conditions, we could be making a forced landing that might not go so well. Whilst 
there was a big part of me that still wanted to give it a go, fearing the next day there might not be 
enough wind, with Ian’s advice, common sense won the day. Ian also indicated whilst I may well have 
the confidence and ability in my flying to handle myself, Abi was at a fair earlier stage in her flying and 
also from a practical point is far lighter if we have a hard landing where ejection from basket is an 
issue! 
 
It allowed much safer conditions the next day for our first flight of significant distance and duration; my 
longest flight to date had been of a mere 40 miles and 3hrs 15 mins as a PUT with Robin Batchelor at 
the Icicle way back in 2008! Also due to the fact that Tony Jay needed his cylinder back for the One 
Man Meet it meant a trip to Abergavenny which was an ideal location to start from and allowed plenty 
of help available with the extra rigging required in carrying the extra tanks. 
 
Up we get and the sky seems clear and conditions calm outside the Inn we were all staying at, then 
after a slight detour 3 times around Abergavenny (following my father who has a self-proclaimed 
‘excellent sense of direction’ and awareness of where he’s going) before eventually heading off in the 
direction of the launch field! As a result we got there slightly later than planned, but as it was foggy at 
the launch field there was no rush. One hoped by giving it a chance to burn off, the flight could 
commence in conditions with better vis. 
 
On the other hand though, by the time we had rigged all the tanks outside and inside the basket, and 
inflated the balloon, a large portion of the hopper community had congregated to enquire on this fuel-
laden imposter to their meet and offer all kinds of advice! We had well and truly scuppered the 
tradition of committing one’s long jump flight in utmost secrecy! 
 
Some of the advice was helpful such as Andy Davey suggesting to not pull the chord so tight that we 
were tying through the carabiners, that now under tension could take the load of the tanks that had 
been suspended from burner frame and strapped to basket, otherwise they may be more inclined to 
snap and return the load suddenly to the chords running through burner frame where the pole cover 
clips attach. Other advice not so helpful, such as contradicting advice of where to put the ripline, 
something that is part of any normal flight! Strange how out of all the experimental stuff I’d not done 
before, the one thing we all have to do every flight was the thing that every pilot had a different 
opinion on. 
 
Anyway the balloon was eventually ready for flight, 4 V30s on the outside, 4 titaniums in the basket 
corners, and one V30 between the front 2 forming a desk for iPad, half mil air charts, quarter mil air 
charts and later in flight, macbook as only means to keep iPad charged. With instruments set, 
memory map tracking flight on both phone and iPad, quiche, coffee and other snacks loaded, Abi in, 
Worthington out (which was now empty from not only inflation but through taking longer than 
necessary to make sure everything was ready, perhaps the nerves about finally committing to this 
flight) and at 0910 we were off! 
 
I always get a buzz from lift off, but this was quite something else. Perfectly calm, light and variable on 
the ground, off came the quick release and we were walked out and calmly we went off, like a sailing 
boat casting off. Still foggy and perhaps due to a slight inversion, a pad of low cloud had formed. At 
about 200ft we disappeared and carefully climbed to come out into beautiful blue sky at 2000ft. 
 
Having always relied on OS maps before, this was the first flight I was using moving maps. Whilst I 
could so land not far from us in all directions, the cloud below us proved it hard to keep a grasp on 
bearings or a sense of movement. That in mind the tablet proved immediately useful as our first task 
was to skip to the right of a couple of danger zones near Hereford. We had our first tank change at 
1000, 50 minutes, not bad, that should increase as we got lighter. Speed was gradually increasing too 
from 10 to now about 15 knot. However we were for now getting slightly more right and I was cautious 



of heading towards Birmingham airport of south of it, where we may need to descend if I couldn’t get 
permission to fly through the TMA, that would risk taking us left towards runway and game over. To 
the north west of Birmingham, descending and going left a little would only be good I thought. The top 
of the cloud layer was climbing too now, maybe about 4 or 5 thousand, so down we drop, punch 
below it, dogs barking, people waving, let’s not touch the ground, back up. 
 
Back above the cloud we seemed to have a good track again and wind staying above 15 knots 
gradually increasing. The other issue was there was another spread of cloud layer above us now and 
the two were converging, I didn’t feel we’d necessarily be able to climb above it as we didn’t have 
oxygen. Somehow, whilst it had seemed the lower cloud area insisted on moving with us, there was 
an inroad of clear sky, well hazy, but we could see ground. We descended, tracking more north, flying 
over gently rolling country, direction good, can navigate by sight, good old fashioned maps, or air 
charts in our case. Now sporadically quickly flicking from UK Airspace Avoidance app to memory map 
and back to have a quick gander for any SAs in area, all is good. 
 
Second tank change 1100, fuel consumption improving already, also feeling more easy as now only 
two tanks heavily loaded with fuel on the outside. Feeling more happy, more confident, wind is 
improving, consumption improving and once tanks outside basket are empty and light I’ll be much 
more happy, even though I know they’re more than secure enough. Ian in the retrieve is keeping in 
regular contact with Abi, apparently it’s heavily raining where he is, downwind of us. No worries we tell 
him, its fine where we are. It then finds us however, light drizzle at first, but we’re now feeling it in the 
basket. We could land, but we’ve only done 25 miles, its going to be a bit shameful, and we’re going 
to end up with a wet balloon. Let’s see if we can climb above it, 4,000ft still raining, 5,000ft still raining, 
6, 7, 8,000ft, we’re now still south of Tenbury Wells and then Abi goes ‘Is it snowing!?’, surely not, oh 
it is, amazing, surreal, beautiful. How my memory saved it was snow going upwards around us in our 
own little white world, though I’m sure that wasn’t quite the case. 
 
At 1157, now at 9,500ft we move onto our 4th tank, consumption down a tad, but we have climbed 
several thousand feet and been weighted down by rain and snow and with the sun shielded by cloud. 
At least its dry and sunny now above the cloud, although cold, coated up, I’m fine but Abi is shivering. 
We climb above 10,000ft at 1205, my first badge, however we aren’t benefitting anymore speed wise 
at this altitude than at 5,000ft and only going to use more fuel. Luckily eventually the cloud and 
ourselves split paths, allowing us to descend. Having dropped down and also stayed in clear dry air 
this tank lasts us to 1305, best of the flight so far. We change to the fifth tank east of Brignorth, also 
means we’re burning off the inside of the basket, much more at ease now. Not quite so good 
consumption, but level flight more or less, previous one saved fuel in descent. 
 
1408 and we have expelled all the gas from the V30s. We move on to the titaniums between Cannock 
and Stafford. They’re a fair bit smaller so surely not going to last as long? Over Stafford we’ve now 
been in the air over 5 hours, I’ve been in the basket even longer, several cups of coffee have gone 
down, the toilet can’t hold off. Much to her disgust, I had tried to question Abi on a few occasions 
about whether she had tested her device, its only now that it was me without an adequate solution. 
Suffice to say I didn’t try again until after landing! 
 
In unrelated news, someone reported on Facebook seeing a balloon flying overhead from their 
garden in Stafford and it was raining heavily! Jokes aside it was completely dry for us at 5-6 thousand 
foot. There were little bubbles of cloud sprinkled sparingly below us at maybe 2,000ft, though it 
surprises me if they could have been causing heavy rain. We were in actual fact happy to be flying in 
blue skies, in sun, and what a difference it was making. We had been on the tank about an hour, were 
getting close to 20knots now and tank still wasn’t registering. 
 
For a while there had been a bank of cloud downwind of us that could cause a problem, however it 
seemed to be moving at the same pace as us at least. We crossed Alton Towers and maintained 
plenty of height as from what I’ve heard Alton Towers really don’t like people infringing the ANO. 
Whilst this was a shame, it was still pretty amazing to come across this landmark and go right bang 
smack over the Towers themselves, and considering we were giving them sufficient height the 
screams still carried significantly and one of the rides sounded like I had a jet under flying me! 
 
With the previous  larger tanks lasting around the hour mark, we finally got to the end of our first 
titanium tank at 1535, changing over above Clacton Moor. It had given us nearly a hour and a half of 



flight time. Unfortunately by now we had converge with the one big tall cumulus cloud in a blue sky. 
We were now below Daventry Class A at 5,500ft, and we had descended a little below that, it looked 
like we would be able to climb above the top of it, the closer we got to the edge of the cloud the closer 
we seemed to be getting to the top also, but when we had climbed as high as legally allowed the 
cloud was there. I thought if we had speed we might get to the other side quickly, unfortunately tied to 
the cloud now, we started turning right and our speed dropped from 15 - 20 knots to 10-12. No good, 
we drop down below it, but we’re in the Peak District now, despite the altimeter reading 2000ft we 
were probably about 500ft above a valley floor, speed about 6 knots. Up until this point I thought we’d 
make at least 150 miles, now we had not only significantly slowed down at about 110 miles but we 
had now turned right a far bit. So, instead of escaping Abergavenny in more or less a straight line we 
were now going diagonally across the circumferences of our ever slower increasing distance. We tried 
a bit of up down but with the top of the cloud still obviously penetrating Daventry we had no success. 
 
Having now achieved our first flight over 100 miles and already having been in the air longer than we 
expected we decided to stay below the cloud layer, and just enjoy a pleasant flight in the knowledge 
that any significant increase in distance from now on would be a blessing. Whilst I was willing to 
undertake some challenging flying in the first part of the flight when the alternative was to land with 
less than 50 miles on the board, now we had completed what I felt was a respectable distance the risk 
/ pleasure ration reverted back to a normal pleasure flight. Perhaps being aware of our fatigue an over 
caution I can rarely be accused of hit me. The next hour we barely increased our straight line distance 
5 miles, I kept looking up for gaps in the cloud, wondering if it was worth trying to find space above it, 
but not doing so we stayed approaching a town called Matlock for quite a while. 
 
We changed to the 8th tank at 1640 I felt we were barely moving. Now on our final pair of tanks I was 
watching the mileage creep up gradually on memory map. Whereas before it was increasing several 
miles with each check, now it might be on the same number 3 or 4 glances in a row. We were on our 
final pair of tanks and I was just hoping the clouds would clear  sufficiently above us so we could have 
one more roll of the dice and get our pace up from our measly 6 knots that now seemed like nothing 
at all. 
 
This didn’t happen but our pace did pick up a little, with us now tracking towards Bolsover, where I 
thought it would be quite spectacular to be able to land a long distance flight at the castle. I had the 
balloon lined up perfectly for the left on the ground, but alas as is often the way, we went over from 
one mini valley to the next and the left wasn’t there until the last minute. Taking us over the south 
eastern corner of Bolsover, where having suddenly found some wind of about 9 knots on the ground, 
at about 1800, I lined the basket up so tanks either side and had a short drag of about 15 yards to a 
stand up landing in a stubble field. Several town folk helped pack away, which was lucky because no 
sooner had we deflated and were packing up but the rain came in. 
 
Though Abi and I didn’t make it past 200 miles, or even past the 150 mile mark I had set myself as a 
minimum target, we ended up making a flight of  almost 9 hours and 126 miles, going to over 10,000ft 
at one point. Quite respectable for our first attempt at long distance flying, or at least I think so! Even 
more impressive on the part of a balloon; for a 105 to manage 9 hours I’d say is respectable by any 
standards, but that it was in a balloon of over 650 hours, and most of the flight the sun was obscured 
by cloud, significantly effecting fuel consumption, made it all the more impressive. The ultimate test 
for Ultra Magic’s fabric and the legitimacy of its Ultralast name! Even a Kubicek would be proud of that 
duration and fuel consumption at such an age I’d imagine. 
 
Thanks to Ian in particular for crewing for us and all the driving he did, solo retrieving for 9 hours and 
being with us in a matter of seconds when we landed, Richard Penney for lending us his bottom end 
and V30s, David Bareford for his titaniums, Dom for originally asking him and Karin for being available 
for me to collect them. Tony Jay for the titanium we didn’t use that resulted in our launch from outside 
Abergavenny. John Hilditch for helping with rigging and inflation. Andy Davey and Ian Chadwick 
among others for additional support with launch. Mike Scholes for practical advice on rigging tanks 
safely outside basket and on speaking to ATC in terms of gaining permissions during a long distance 
balloon flight, though this proved unnecessary in the end. Then finally Abi Bridge for sharing the flying 
with excellent skill, and keeping me from loosing the plot during over 9 hours stood in a balloon 
basket. 



   

 

   

 

 



  

 

 

 

    

 

 

 

 



Name of Pilot…………Nick Dunnington..………………………… 
  

Name of Co-pilot…… Phil Hooper…………………………………. 
  

Name of Balloon………Tango..………………………………………. 
  

Type and size of Balloon……T&C AX8-105..……………………. 
  

Date of flight……26th…………..OCTOBER 2014 
  

Propane at start…………360………………………………litres 
  

Propane at finish………30………………………..……..litres 
  

Starting place……………Bickleigh944/065……………………. 
  

Landing place…Fairford ………………………………. 
  

Start time……………………08:15…………………………………….. 
  

Duration of flight…………4 hours…………………………………….. 
  

Straight line distance claimed………110 miles…………………… 
  

Average speed…………………25kts……………………………………. 
  

Maximum height flown………2,700   feet 
  

Wind direction………220 
  

Witnesses to take-off…Chris Gingell (07774 118586).......... 

(inc. tel. no. & email) 

                                         …………………………………………………… 
  

Witnesses to landing............ 

Dennis McCann 

2 Ropetree farm 

Down Ampney 

Cirencester 

GL7 5QT 

 
 

 

(inc. tel no. & email ) 

                                        ……………………………………………………. 
  

Length of landing drag………44 meters 
  

  

Signature of Pilot………………………………………………………… 



 Long jump 2014 

By Phil Hooper 

 

It hadn’t even crossed my mind to even attempt doing a long jump flight, but working with 

Nick Dunnington it came up in conversation when he attempted to have a go solo in a 77. 

Unfortunately I wasn’t able to crew as I was away, but he was keen to have another go 

because he thought he could better it. I have a 105 so I thought, why not!? I will let him use 

my 105, but only on the basis that I could come and fly too! 

  

As we spoke about it more and more, we really wanted to have a good go at getting a good 

distance; so I tried to find a bigger balloon – with the intention of still just the two of us 

flying, but the bonus of being able to take more tanks. Unfortunately I wasn’t able source 

anything within such a short space of time. 

  

I own a 22 year old Thunder and Colt AX8-105 with reasonably low hours for its age. Having 

only bought it earlier in the year, and not flown it much, I thought it would be a good test to 

really see how well it would fly. 

  

Between us we had enough tanks to fill the basket, leaving enough space (just about) for the 

two of us. I fly it over a 90 bottom end, so a positive because it was a bit lighter, but a 

negative being that we could squeeze another tank in if we had a slightly bigger basket! 

  

Looking at the weather in the week leading up to our planned flight on the Sunday, we 

decided to find a launch site somewhere in Devon. Not having any to mind I first spoke with 

Mark Warne, who quickly replied with Arthur Street’s contact details (from Aerosaurus 

Balloons). He gave me the details of a landowner in a village called Bickleigh, a few miles 

south of Tiverton. 

  

A munchies shop the night before and an early start on the Sunday and we were on our way. 

Getting set up with lots of tanks was entertaining – we had 8 tanks in total. 4 x 60’s and 4 x 

40’s, one of the 40’s I used to inflate, not leaving much room for me once the balloon was hot 

inflated, lying across the tanks seemed as it came upright seemed the natural thing to do! 

 

   
  



With absolutely no idea how long our flight would be, we made sure we had two sets of 

radios, GPS, and Altimeters just in case the balloon could fly really well with lots of tanks 

and two very slim (!) pilots on board! My target for the balloon at least, was to make it to the 

M4, and anything after that is a bonus. 

  

We took off at 8:15am and went straight up to 2,500ft to see what speed and direction we 

had. We soon reached 22kts and were heading in a NNE direction, which was perfect. Even 

though I had done a load calculation, I did have to keep looking up to check the temp flag 

every now and then for my own peace of mind. The cloud base was at around 2,700ft, so we 

sat comfortably at 2,600ft and picked up to 25kts – perfect! 

  

Passing over Taunton and crossing the M5, we started to look at the air map (whilst enjoying 

a ham sandwich and some mini cheddars) and figured that we would just cross into Bristol’s 

zone. The main thing that had put me off from doing a Long Jump before was the whole 

airspace thing, but when you actually look at the map properly and work things out, it’s not 

as scary at it seems. We had our radio on Bristol’s frequency anyway, and we could hear that 

they were actually really busy for a Sunday morning. With our fingers crossed we put in a 

call to them, and they cleared us to pass through the Eastern edge of their zone, crossing over 

their centre line not above 2,000ft. Excellent - they just asked to let them know when we 

were at certain areas. 

  

As we passed over Saltford, between Bristol and Bath, I started to get a lot of notifications on 

my phone due to a lot of people seeing me up flying. The common thing was “my God, are 

you really flying in this wind?”!! 

  

We crossed over the M4 just to the West of Hullavington and still had plenty of fuel left – I 

was very happy with this, and could happily enjoy the rest of the flight knowing I had 

achieved what I had set out for the balloon! 

  

We were now staying below 2,000ft and had signed off from Bristol, initially to speak 

toKemble, but we managed to stay far enough away from them. We had them on frequency 

and they had a few light aircraft around, even a lost student a one point! 

  

Realising that Brize Norton was coming up we had a look at our maps and worked out that 

we would be heading right for the centre of their zone. With only about a tank and a half left, 

we realised that we would not have enough fuel to go up and over so now started to look for 

landing sites. 

We came down to 800ft and this is when we could start to feel the gusts of wind that were all 

around us. It’s a really strange feeling, first the envelope wobbles quite a bit and this then 

makes its way down to shake the basket. 

  

We were now over lots of lakes and all the fields seemed to have either horses in, or it had 

some sort of crop planted. We brought it down to a couple hundred feet and this is when the 

realisation of how fast we were going sank in. Seeing trees disappear under the basket that 

quickly is a little bit daunting! 

  

As we approached yet another lake, there was a lone horse in someone’s back garden just 

over a dual carriageway; suddenly we got hit by an almighty swirl of wind. We looked up and 

could read the registration of the balloon on the outside, the whole side of the balloon had 



caved in! This was the moment I thought that we were either going to knock out a horse or 

get very wet! 

Thankfully with Nick double burning we managed to round out and not kill us or the horse. 

  

It got to the point that we were considering taking a muddy field, when we got pushed to 

another direction, thankfully we saw a field that was just cut crop. I don’t know how, but with 

Nick on the burner, and me wedged in amongst the tanks ready on the rip line, we manage to 

get into the corner of the field. I don’t think I’ve ever had that much ripline in the basket 

before, but with some power lines at the end of the field, I would have happily pulled until I 

could grab the pulley! 

  

We eventually stopped and removed the tanks that had landed on top of us, shook hands and 

both uttered “thank f&*% for that”!! We measured our drag at 44 meters, and landed at 

24kts. 

  

Neither of us could believe how much the wind was blowing once we could actually feel it. 

The best thing was that the crew were at the gate for when we landed so we could get 

everything packed away and enjoy a nice cold glass of Champagne that I had put in the car! 

  

A couple of things I learnt from this flight. Don’t be scared of airspace, it looks scary as hell 

when you look at the air map. But once you actually look at it properly, it’s really not that 

bad. Bristol Airport were fantastic to us, they were really busy yet still let us through their 

zone. Landing at speed is good fun and everyone should go on a fast flight at least once – it 

sharpens your senses, keeps you on your toes, and actually gives you a bit of a confidence 

boost afterwards too. 

 

 

 

And now for Nick Dunnington’s solo flight. 
 

Pilot:  Nick Dunnington 

Balloon: CJHOLE 

Type: Cameron Z-77 

Date: Friday 17th Oct 

Propane at start: 330L 

Propane at end: 72L 

Take off: Uplyme & Lyme Regis CC 

Landing: Chipping Campden (sheet 150 grid: 128 364) 

Take off time: 08:45 

Duration: 4hrs 5mins 

Distance: 117miles 

Avg speed: 25knts 

Max height: 5400ft 

Direction: 220 

Witness T/O: David Gear (chairman of Trustees) - 01297 442278 

Witness Landing: Chris Gingell (07774 118586) 

Length of drag: 20m 

 

 



I have always wanted to do a Long Jump, but for one reason or another (usually weather or 

work!), have never managed to organise anything. This year I was determined to make more 

of an effort in honour to the late, great Sir Anthony Smith (my godfather). 

So, the plan was for me to partner Chris Hathaway and fly his 120, however organising a 

mutual date was difficult. I spotted a couple of possible slots around the middle of the month, 

being on Paternity leave for a few more days and having a very understanding partner who is 

used to being a "ballooning widow", I got planning.  

I had previously found a few launch sites 'by accident' whilst out driving for work, and 

looking at the direction for those few days I would need something on or near the south coast. 

I settled for a sheltered cricket pitch just outside Lyme Regis, everything was looking good 

for Friday 17th!  However, on Tuesday Chris was called away for work, this left me with the 

minor problem of finding a balloon and a co-pilot within 2 days. I had use of a 105 

throughout the summer, although being new and containing a considerable amount of white 

in its artwork, it was not for use in a potentially damp and muddy Long jump attempt. This 

left my only other option as a 77 I also have use of, CJHOLE, owned by Paul Burrows. This 

not only resolved the problem of a balloon, but also being a 77 meant I would not be able to 

take a co-pilot,........ This was to be a solo Long jump!!  

Driving down to the launch site on the Friday morning with my solo crew (Chris Gingell), it 

was apparent that the forecast was true........ It was windy!! I launched at 08:45 in between 

gusts to the delight of several local school children. Initially I was only able to climb to 800ft 

as there was some low level cloud, but had a reasonable 18knts. Once clear of the crud, I was 

approaching Yeovilton and was able to climb to 4000ft with a steady 28knts, and was now in 

bright sunshine. 

 

The only thing that concerned me about doing a solo flight was having to coordinate with 

various different ATC aswell as keeping focused on fuel management, eating, drinking and 

flying the balloon. All a bit daunting when you think about it, but it was actually a lot simpler 

than i thought. I must confess I had done a bit of ATC preperation the night before. I spoke to 

my local controller, balloon pilot and friend Simon Wrighton about Bristol airspace which I 

had planned to cross, knowing that they are balloon friendly and generally helpful. Simon 

advised me where and when to contact them and at what height it would be good to enter 

their airspace from the south. Unfortunately Simon's shift finished before I reached Bristol 

airspace, but he had very kindly left his colleagues instructions to let me through when I 

called up "at any cost!!". They duly obliged and asked me only to climb to 5000ft for a short 

time whilst they brought an easyjet in underneath me. The speed at 5000ft was an excellent 

36knts, but the direction was another 20 degrees to the east which would have taken me into a 

very busy Brize Norton airspace that I wasn't sure I would be able to cross with the amount of 

fuel I had, so I descended back to 4000ft. Passing over one of many Bristol pilots favourite 

landing site of The old Cadbury factory at Keynsham, I sent a message to my dad (who was 

some what predictably on a non-standard flyable day, at The Nova with Mr Dalby and Mr 

Bailey!!), to which the response was " well it's blowing a hooly here and it's supposed to pick 

up.............. Rather you than me!!" .................... Thanks dad!   

After that confidence boosting message of support, I moved on to the next airfield on my 

flight path, Kemble. By this time I had signed off from Bristol ATC and they had passed my 

details on. Kemble is a relatively small airfield, but busy with lots of private flights. I was 

cleared through at 4000ft and wished well for the competition, a nice touch!! Everything had 

been going so well so far, I was sure it shouldn't be that simple. I now had a clear run up as 

far as Birmingham, who are notoriously difficult with balloons. The question was wether; a) 

Birmingham would let me transit; b) I had enough fuel to climb to an altitude to cross their 

entire airspace.  



I checked all my fuel calculations and decided that it was marginal at best, probably best not 

to upset them, it is only a bit of fun after all! So this left me with the decision of how far I 

could push it before I got to airspace and bearing in mind that the 10sq mile area before 

airspace is littered with large SA's. I checked my maps and made my mind up that I was 

going to find somewhere in the largely flat and SA free area to the southwest of Stratford 

upon Avon. A quick call to my crew to let him know the plan, and he told me he was some 

distance behind.  

I decided to drop down to low level to see how unstable it was and just how fast. It turns out 

it's massively unstable, and gusty beyond belief, this could be interesting!! Cruising along at 

600ft at a cool 23knts, I was twice almost thrown into the ground as massive gusts caved in 

the side of the balloon. Dad's text came back to haunt me!! It was at this point I decided I 

needed to fashion a pilot harness from a couple of spare tank straps. This duly done, I scoured 

the horizon for suitable fields, and seemed to have a fairly large choice (under-sewn crop in 

stubble fields is deceiving!!). 

I settled for a large cut field about a mile ahead of me and began to Stowe any lose items in 

secure places. Before I managed to reach my chosen field I was hit by another massive gust, 

which not only knocked most of the air out of the envelope, but knocked the stuffing out of 

me aswell. Both burners on full and the balloon penduluming violently, it made for an almost 

acceptable approach. I was thrown down towards a considerably smaller, albeit stubble, field 

than I had planned, and wether I liked it or not, I was now committed. I have never been so 

happy to be flying a 77 with an RDS!! Once I recovered my breath and changed my pants, I 

got out of the basket, both to retrieve my stray map, and to admire my drag, which to my 

slight disappointment was only about 20m.  

As I turned round, my crew pulled up beside the field, now that's impressive!! Nobody in at 

the farm meant a bottle and note was left on the doorstep before a speedy pack away whilst 

the adrenalin was still going. Now for a well needed (for me) and well deserved (for my 

crew) pint!!  

I learnt a lot from this flight. I had reservations about flying solo, especially for such a long 

time, but also about dealing with more than one airport/airfield. I didn't need to worry, 

speaking to ATC and my crew, fuel management and map reading kept me on my toes and 

used skills that you take for granted on your everyday flight. I would recommend anyone give 

it a go, it's great for your self confidence!!  

 

               



       

   

 

 

 



   

 

   

 

Lots more pictures from these flights on the website www.thelongjump.com 

http://www.thelongjump.com/


 

 

 



The ‘Quite Long Jump’ 

 

05.10.2014 

 

P1 – Alex Court 

P2 – Graeme Church 

P3 -  Navigator + Catering – Nichola Roskell 

Reluctant Retrieve – Dave Court 

 

 Cameron 140 G-BWTE 

 

 8 flight cylinders 380 Litres (300 Litres used) 

 

 Flight Time 4 Hours, 35 Minutes 

 

 Take Off 07.50 Huntleys Farm Shop Salmesbury Nr Preston sheet 103 grid 

613311 

 

 Landing 12.25 John & Jill Old Hall Farm High Coniscliffe  Darlington sheet 93 

grid 587604 

 

 Retrieve Distance 107 Miles 

 

 Retrieve Time 4 Hours, 36 Minutes 

 

 

Anyone who has recently flown “The Great Descender” that is G-BWTE will be amazed 

that it was even considered for a long jump attempt. 

With a shiny new equator comparable to a sticking plaster on the hull of HMS Titanic 

she is now considered among a select few as ‘buoyant’. 

 

It was clear that if we were going to try and make a serious attempt that quite a bit of 

gas was needed, I asked what options we had in terms of flight cylinders to which 

Graeme responded “4 tall 60’s, 2 V30’s, 4 V20’s and 3 Worthingtons.” Apparently my 

response of “Yes Please…’ wasn’t the correct answer to his proposition and we settled 

on taking only 8 tanks. 

 



At 07:50 Nichola stood the balloon up and got us hot until we reached about 500ft, at 

this point she took her hands away from the burner, paused for a while, we all looked at 

each other and realised nobody was indeed flying, I decided to take over for a bit (Little 

did I know I was only to stop over 4 and a half hours later and as a pilot then holding 

only 7 hours P1 was to increase my flying hours by 65%) 

 

Before long, vast quantities of Coffee and flapjacks were flowing courtesy of team p.u.t. 

Nichola, although I decided to stick to flapjack due to our aircrafts outboard toilet 

facilities.  

 

Wired on caffeine, Graeme and Nicola established we were overhead the Richmond 

Vale road across the Yorkshire Moors which is where my Father (armed with his 

provided map of Blackburn) was somehow also on. 

 

His retrieve took him from Samlesbury, through Ingleton, Richmond, Catterick and 

eventually to High Coniscliffe along stunning roads all the while being buzzed by 

kamikaze motorcyclists on every blind bend. 

He also found time to stop briefly at the Skipton Mcdonalds and also the M&S Services 

at Scotch Corner (our retrieve finds it hard to drive past an M&S services without 

stopping). Apart from that it was a constant 50mph all the way across the moors and in 

the general direction of Newcastle trying to keep sight of the balloon along twisty and 

winding roads around the rivers and hills. 

 

The towns of Bedale, Ripon and Catterick were all familiar names but which one was 

furthest North?, which one to head for? Perhaps a map would have helped. 

 

Towards the end of the flight I was told that we would have to land if we crossed the 

A1M (as either side further ahead was trouser worryingly close to airspace) and we 

could only continue if we tracked along the road itself.  

Getting ever closer I made a last ditch attempt and descended to the reward of a 

miraculous change in direction taking us directly along the road between the two zones 

where we caught our first glimpse of the retrieve all journey. 

Soon after having lost my argument (that I was technically promised we could carry on) 

and established that nobody else was up for ‘ice cream on the beach’ I began to look for 

somewhere to land. 

 

 



At the end of our 4 hour 35 minute ‘quite’ long jump with the RDS wide open and the 

bizarre and eerie vision of nothing but sky above our heads the “Great Descender” still 

wanted to float. Eventually she came down in the middle of the cut grass field and we 

sent Graeme off to find civilization. 

He called at the farmhouse and was greeted by a lovely lady with her drawers at half 

mast. Names and addresses exchanged. “Come again” she said. 

 

 

Shortly after landing Nichola noticed we were only 8 miles from a friend’s house. Diane 

who had flown with us before in Austria. It would be rude to be so close and not call. 

After a 15 mile detour around a closed road we arrived to be welcomed by bacon butties 

and a brew. 

There were lots of birthday cards in the kitchen, “Who’s birthday is it?” “Mine…” said 

Diane 

“Ah… well.. yes.. of course, that is why we called to say Happy Birthday. Sorry, we left 

your card at home” – Don’t think we got away with that one. 

Great Flight, Great Fun. 

Article by Dave and Alex Court. 

 

                                    



GBLJ 2014 Flight Report 

Pilot: Rob Cross 

Crew: Steve “the Golden Retriever” Cook, Chris Wyers 

Balloon: G-BUYC “Windrush”, Cameron C-80 

GBLJ and Me 

I have previously made three long-jumps. My last atempt was in 2006 so I decided my participation 

was long overdue. My previous attempts are plotted below with my best flight being 150 statute 

miles from the Black Horse, Great Missenden to Llanelli: 

 

Preparation 

I discussed the opportunity with my regular crew and all were up for the challenge again after the 

long break. As usual we were confined to weekends only so with four October weekends we had 8 

opportunities. Much time was spent exploring the half mill map for Southern England, exploring 

potential tracks and noting where controlled airspace could be the party-pooper. Since my last 

attempt it was interesting to note that the closure of Lyneham had released more controlled 

airspace. Three weekends came and went with poor weather, but the run-up to the final weekend 

was looking promising with south-westerlies forecast. A quick call to Chris Dunkley secured his kind 

loan of two extra Worthington tanks to my usual four. Once again I would be flying solo. 



In terms of launch site I chose Dunkeswell Airfield in Devon. A quick google and I found the mobile 

number of Brendan Proctor, the General Manager of the airfield. “Sure you’d be most welcome, and 

I’m sure we can find you some shelter” was his friendly reply. 

Saturday 25th October 

This was our chosen day! Chris, Steve and I set off from Herts at 5.15am and were at Dunkeswell by 

8.30am. 

The windsock was demonstrating a decent wind for longjumping! 

 

 

 

Retrieve vehicle and trailer – proof we were there! 

And sure enough Brendan was there to escort us to the far side of the airfield to the edge of a 

wooded area which gave complete shelter from the breeze. 

We started rigging the balloon. We were very methodical and in no rush. All 6 tanks were tested 

carefully ensuring each was within reach of the burner hoses. With 3 tanks on each long side of the 

basket there was a narrow aisle in which I would stand.  I decided in which order I would use the 

tanks. Approx. two dozen flying maps were stowed – I’d spent 3 hours the previous evening map 

marking! Altimeter and GPS had new batteries and the radio was fully charged. Unlike regular flights 

I gave the crew my AA Membership Card and cash in case they needed more petrol. We also had 

Diana’s (Chris’s wife) phone number in case we lost our phones or there was some other disaster in 

trying to contact each other. The inflation went really smoothly and once final checks were made I 

radioed “Dunkeswell, Balloon Golf Bravo Uniform Yankee Charlie request Take Off”. 

The Flight 

“Golf Bravo Uniform Yankee Charlie, Cleared Take Off, Wind Zero Fife Zero, 10 Knots”. I pulled the 

quick release and up, up and away. As the balloon cleared the shelter of the woods, I put in a long 



burn in anticipation of the wind that would soon be hitting me. As I rose the speed soon reached 15 

knots and as I reached 1500 feet it averaged 20 knots. I then quickly got into the intensive routine of 

a long distance flight. This includes the constant monitoring of speeds and track at different heights, 

obsession with GPS readings and keeping track of progress and probable track on both the OS map 

and air chart. Oh, and of course the fuel management.  It is this activity which for me makes these 

flights quite exhaustive and why time passes by very quickly, especially when flying solo. 

Not long after take-off I was passing Upottery disused airfield. I really hope that Britain’s remaining 

disused airfields are not all trashed. They make great navigational aids but more importantly should 

be a reminder to future generations and serve as lasting memorials. 

The scenery was beautiful green rolling hills and Somerset Levels, with quite abrupt escarpments 

separating the two. It was great to see both the English and Bristol Channels. 

The flight was quite gusty at times which was very disconcerting at times when the balloon would 

occasionally ‘wobble’. Because of this I decided rightly or wrongly not to fly any higher than 2000 

feet for the rest of the flight. The cloud layer above was thickening and getting more ‘puffed out’ 

which again I assumed was due to turbulent air – I wasn’t prepared to find out. 

After Somerset the next big landmark was Longleat House: 

 

This was the first time I’d witnessed rhinos on a balloon flight! No doubt the lions looked up to see 

prey passing by in a big picnic hamper! Who needs the Masai Mara?! 

Shortly after LongLeat I reached Warminster. Danger Area D123 was very close and I flew along its 

edge. Now, Danger Areas aren’t quite as troublesome as one may think. The day before I phoned 

Salisbury Operations to find out that D123 was only active up to 3000 feet. “So that means you’d be 

OK if I overflew above 3000 feet?” I asked the friendly chap on the end of the phone. “Yes that’s no 

problem sir, thanks for phoning” was his friendly reply. I didn’t go into D123 but I came very, very 



close and I didn’t want to go up to 3000 feet due to the turbulence. The view across Salisbury Plain 

was very clear. It certainly looked desolate and there were all manner of gunnery ranges – not the 

sort of place to fly. As I was a tad close to D123 I took the trouble to call them back the following 

Monday just to explain that I had gone very close, that it was me, and that I hope I hadn’t upset 

anyone. They were very friendly, again appreciating the call and said they’d get back to me should 

they wish to discuss the matter further. 

Now flying in deepest Wiltshire and the Vale of the White Horse – there she is - you can just see her 

in the centre of this shot: 

 

You can also see the cloud layer I mentioned earlier. All a bit turbulent I think? 

My original master plan had gone wrong in that I was planning to fly north-west from Dunkeswell 

then turn right with height to keep north of Luton. However my actual track was far further to the 

south – most of the flight was south of the M4 motorway. This was due to a slightly inaccurate 

weather forecast and my flight planning. 

The gusting was not abating either so I didn’t want to go any higher to get any right with height or 

increased speed. 

Marlborough was the next large piece of human habitation and in front of me was the Savernake 

Forest. Now deep in the heart of Icicle country! You can just make out Warren Farm in the circle: 



 

By the time I reached Ramsbury I was down to the last tank and with few places to land in what 

were gusty conditions I focussed on finding a landing spot. I stowed away everything except the OS 

map and went low to find a spot that wasn’t a sensitive area. There were some occasional stubble 

fields but alas not on track. I crossed the M4 near J14. This was deep horsey territory and the 

Lambourn Downs. After a while I found my target – a small upsloping grass field next to a road. I like 

upslope as it usually means stopping abruptly without much drag. I got in and positively hauled in 

the rip line and indeed stopped quickly with the breeze rapidly pushing over the envelope to kick out 

all the remaining air. As if by magic after 4 hours, 40 minutes Steve and Chris drove by on the 

retrieve – brilliant job guys! During the flight we had exchanged occasional texts and had one call, so 

they had done really well. 

So the vital statistics: 

 92 statute miles 

 4 hours, 40 minutes 

 Average speed: 19.7 knots 

 12 litres of gas remaining 

Conclusions 

It was great to be long-jumping again after a break of 8 years. Most of the joy was flying in a new 

area. All I usually see when travelling to Devon is the view from the M4/M5. For once I got to see the 

best bits. 

 

 



Flight track: 

 

Thank You 

I’d like to thank the following: 

 Steve and Chris for crewing and the excellent retrieve 

 Brendan Proctor for the use of Dunkeswell Airfield 

 Chris Dunkley for the loan of tanks 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Long Jump October 2014  Andy Collett 

 

Having decided earlier in the year i was definitely going to enter the Great British 

long jump 2014, as per my usual lateness I payed my entry money on the last evening 

of September. 

 

Looking at my available dates for possibly competing i was very limited, especially 

due to work commitments it was going to have to be one of 2 weekends. 

 

My first opportunity was Sunday 5th October, the down side was it was to be the day 

after a well known balloonist wedding (Richard Simpkins and Becky) I had no crew 

lined up and was continually watching the weather because it was widely publicised 

there was a storm moving in during Sunday and high winds were expected. 

All the rides operators had aborted and most balloonists had attended Richard and 

Beckys wedding with every intention of getting well and truly bladdered. 

 

I was still convinced the slot would be there with reasonable winds between 10am and 

16.00 with the winds picking up to strong levels from the west after this time in 

the severn valley area. 

 

The plan was to launch from somewhere between the severn bridge and Newport. 

My son Spencer was up to keeping me company, all i needed was a retrieve driver, 

Spencer and myself packed the CTS Z90 Cameron balloon, and basket ready for the 

morning on the hope we may talk some one at the wedding party they may like an 

adventure on Sunday rather than getting hopelessly drunk with all the others. 

Luck would have it i hooked a very good driver in Matt Cooper who had kindly 

retrieved for me at Sackville earlier in the year. 

 

Being kind and knowing I wanted the quicker winds I gave them all a lie in and 

suggested we met at 8.00 (also based on not leaving a very good party until 

midnight) 

During the party I was able to borrow 4 x 45 ltr tanks from Craig Thompson trailer 

as he had tethered at the wedding earlier, which were slightly bigger than the 4 x 

40lts Worthington's I had and was going to use with 2 x 60 Lts as that was all I had 

available in the short notice I had given myself.  So in the end all was perfect and 

our attempt was on. 

 

8.00  5th October we all met at the Gables and loaded the tanks from Craig in to our 

trailer then off we set. 

As we drove over the severn bridge the sky was clear and the winds were fairly 

light, I could see clouds in the distance some where over Newport the direction was 

SSW with a gradient wind forecasted in the region of 12 - 15 Kts for most of the day 

up until 16.00 where as said it was expected to increase. 

I was hoping to fly somewhere close to the west of Wolverhampton airport so needed 

to be as near to Newport as possible but far enough away not to get caught to early 

by the wind increase i was expecting. 

I was loaded with enough gas to see me through 5 hours of flight. 

 

I decided to come off the motorway at Magor and travel up the B4245 which follows 

the M4 motorway and look for a convenient farm. 



 

We popped in to Ford farm at Langstone, a lovely friendly farmers wife answered the 

door and was made up at the thought of us taking off from their fields, 

(I now have a perfect launch site to fly on a SW back home from Wales over the 

forest of Dean) 

It is now 9.30 so we need to crack on as my optimum launch time is 10.00. 

We set up in a good sized field sheltered by trees in most directions. 

The farmers wife and her sons have set up skype to view the take off through as they 

have other sons at university and wanted them to also see this. 

 

It was incredible how much gas it took to get in the air and to keep buoyant with 

all the weight, barely 10 mins and the first gas bottle was gone. 

 

The direction at 2000 ft was as predicted NNW and keeping just west of Wolverhampton 

air port all be it tight and well clear of my first obstacle Gloucester Airport. 

We decided to stay at this height for the whole of the Forest of Dean, the weight 

loading at this height was ok, and being my first flight over the Forest I wanted to 

actually enjoy some of the views. 

More or less following at a tangent to the A449 we could easily see the Bristol 

channel off to our right, Newport and the mountains beyond to our left and a clear 

view of the Forest bellow with Monmouth out to the front, 

 

Our speed was a constant 14 Knots, I had to keep my wits about me as with the weight 

if you lost concentration you would plummet quite quickly. 

 

When we got at right angles to our house near Thornbury I gave a quick call to 

Bridget to see if she could see us in the distance, but no.  

 

Approaching Monmouth, I set a small task on face book by posting a photo of Monmouth 

and promised a new pin badge of the CTS balloon to any one who could recognise the 

town beneath, Well done Stephan Hughes from Ragnor. 

 

Clearing the forest, we decided to climb for the hope of faster winds, topping out 

at 6,000 ft it was proving to be slightly slower with the undesired affect of aiming 

us over Kidderminster then towards Birmingham. 

 

We picked the optimum height of 3,000 ft and stayed there for the rest of the flight.  

Approaching Gloucester vicinity we did a listening watch, there was some traffic but 

generally quiet. 

From a retrieve point of view Matt had a simple and fairly uneventful journey, 

following the A449 for near half the journey then advised Matt to travel to Bridge 

North to await further instruction. 

Crossing west of the Malvern's, we crossed a common land area with large letters BC 

cut into the landscape, this was soon dedicated on face book to Bridget Collett. 

 

The rest of the journey was fairly plain, but as said at the beginning the ideal 

time to land was no later than 16.00 east of Bridge North and Over a large pig farm 

at 16.00 we were eager to land and gas was running short, having crossed the A454 we 

really needed to land, the photo shows a long drag but does not show a steep decent 

having crossed power lines then ripping for my life to ensure landing before the 



prevailing next set. 

That was a hard landing, we both me and Spencer froze for a couple of minutes to 

make sure our legs still worked, luckily all was good and we were down safe in an 

easy access field,  

Matt arrived in about 10 minutes having been delayed in a petrol station unable to 

work out how to open the fuel cap, he had been looking for a leaver when all that 

was needed was a twist on the cap, LOL. 

 

Distance travelled 69 miles flown by Andy and Spencer Collett in a Cameron Z90, 

Wonderfully retrieved by Matt Cooper. 

 

As per my usual lateness this report was entered right a the last moment Sorry :-( 

 

The End... 
 

        

 

                                 



                    

 

 

 

 

 

All the reports,  and more pictures, can be found on www.thelongjump.com 

Thank you for entering,  see you next year! 

Robin Batchelor.     robin@gasballoon.com 

http://www.thelongjump.com/

