
Adam Griffiths – Long jump Report 2016 

Name of Pilots: Adam Griffiths & Robert Lovell  

Crew: Andrew Lovell & Stewart Wilyman 

Name of balloon: Corks & Cans G-BWWY 

Type and size: Lindstrand LBL 105A 

Date of flight: 23rd October 2016 

Propane at start: 360L 

Propane at finish: 10-15Litres 

Starting place: Sackville Lodge Farm, Riseley 

Landing place: North of Rhigos, South Wales 

Start time: 08:45 

Duration of flight: 6hours 15minutes 

Straight Line Distance Claimed: 135.5miles (218km) 

Average speed: 19kts 

Maximum height flown:7200ft 

Wind direction: 070-080 

Witness take off: iPad Track 

Witness landing: Ipad track 

Length of drag landing: 150-200metres 

 

 

All the best plans are last minute right? Well this one truly was. 4pm the evening before, ‘Adam,shall 

we do the long jump tomorrow?’ My reply, ‘well I'm supposed to be booking a holiday with the 

girlfriend tomorrow but, go on then!’ So, a look at the met suggested we needed somewhere slightly 

more North East in order for us to miss any major airspace and to hopefully reach the border of 

Wales. Gary Davies place was agreed. An evening then spent rushing around getting gas and sorting 

everything we needed. A last look at the weather and we decided to cancel the more North launch site 

and go from closer to home as to save time in the morning. 

 

                                                                                                      
 

0700 on the 23rd October and we are set up and ready to go from Sackville lodge farm. Although, a 

slight delay in the lav as the toilet won't flush! Feeling lighter and ready to launch we took off at 

08.45.  

 

With a surface wind of 7kts, it was onwards and upwards, straight up to around 7000ft, just above the 

cloud with a speed of just under 15kts. We spent around half an hour up there and descended to try 

and gain more speed. Popping back below the cloud, we look around at our hometown and I thought, 

this isn't going well, we're not getting anywhere! Decision made, descend more and find more speed, 

which we did and found just under 20kts at 3000ft.  

 

Surprisingly, for us, we were quite organised and had remembered a pack of post it notes, very useful 

for recording height and speed at various times. Rob was in charge of this and I was in charge of 

keeping an eye on the clock ready for lunch time… 



 

A few more hours passed and we varied between 1500-3000ft, managing to find nearly 25kts. We 

were very happy with this and finally felt like we were getting somewhere. Fortunately, we managed to 

avoid any major airspace throughout the whole flight, which made things easier for us.  

 

Before we had taken off, I was hopeful of a landing somewhere perhaps between Gloucester and 

Hereford. It was around midday and we were fast approaching the M5/M50 crossing. Very happy with 

our progress and the amount of gas we still had to use, we settled into our packed lunch and scurried 

towards Wales.  

 

We crossed the River Wye at around 12.45 and descended down to around 800ft, we had 17kts. 

Staying relatively low for the next hour or so, the cloud base dropped significantly. Looking ahead of 

us, we could see the fast approaching mountaenous terrain of Wales with peaks between 1500-2000ft, 

well above the current cloud base. With this in mind, we dropped right down and began to look for 

somewhere to land.  

 

                                                                   
 

As we did so, within 20 minutes or so, the cloud base had lifted a lot, almost back up to 4000ft approx. 

Still with 2 tanks of gas left, I was extremely happy with this and we could continue. It was breath 

taking, my first time flying in Wales, and hopefully not the last. We continued low for a while at a 

good 15-20kts. 

 

As we approached the mountains, it was amazing. We flew straight over the peak of one as several 

climbers stood at the top waving. Would love to see the pictures they took! However, we were now 

motoring along at around 25-30kts. We made a decision to try and land in a valley, in Abergavenny. 

We flew over a car park, waving at the climbers just about to set off  below us. Approaching the start 

of the valley, we continued to the middle and began a descent. Within a minute or so, one side of the 

balloon was touching the other, it was curlover like I had never seen! Physically rocking Rob and 

myself around the basket.  A few burns later and we were climbing up and out of the valley. 

 

This repeated itself at least 3 times, we just could not get down into the valleys. We were now 

approaching the depths of the Brecon Beacons with no more valleys as an option. Moving along still 

at 25kts with the last tanks on 20% and 15%, we knew were in for a quick landing. The trouble with 

landing on the Brecon Beacons is, limited access for retrieve, but more concerningly, big big rocks 

everywhere. It was going to be difficult.  

 

 

 

We finally stumbled on what looked a bit more like a civilised field. No sheep, and a barn! Committed 

to the landing and aware that we were still travelling at 25kts plus…Robert put on the harness and 



would do the rip line, I did the burners and bought us in best I could. Around 30ft above, the curlover 

was back. 

 

Committed, the burners went off and Rob began to rip out. As always, that one tree was in the way! 

We clattered the tree right at the trunk. This sent us almost horizontal…this, and our forward speed, 

slammed us into the ground, like nothing I have ever felt before! From this moment on, it was all a bit 

of a blur…I remember seeing the rip line and no one pulling it, I shouted to rob several 

times…amongst other words! But no response. I just remember seeing him slumped in the bottom of 

the basket. We dragged and dragged, by this time I was reaching for the rip line with one hand and 

trying to hold on with the other, but my head was up past the burners and my hips were being 

dragged along the field outside of the basket.  

 

Eventually, it stopped. Still no response from rob. I rolled out of the basket, clenching my ribs. I looked 

up and realised my leg….well, it wasn't looking how it should! I called the emergency services….by this 

time rob came crawling out, I handed him my phone and advised him I needed help! He hung 

up…..insisting I was fine and we just needed to pack the balloon away!  

 

 
 

An hour and a half later, a lot of pain and stress trying to get the services to find us, they turned up. 

Rob was still bewildered and had clearly been knocked unconscious during the landing. But thankfully, 

he had no injuries. As I was carted away, I remember shouting ‘not even Barry Newman manages this!’ 

(Anyone who knows him will know what I meant!)  

 

All in all, it was a fabulous experience…breath taking scenery and certainly eventful for our first long 

jump attempt! Topped off with a 10 day stay in Merthyr Tydfyll hospital, a broken tibia, fibula and 

ankle and a 5 hour operation….but most importantly, memories! Which is exactly why I love 

ballooning….it's all one big adventure….even the painful bits!  

 


