
My First Long Jump – Adrian Brown 

The Great British Long Jump is something I have wanted to do for a while. A couple of years ago I 

spoke to Rob Bayly, (who I used to crew for back in the late eighties) and he introduced me to the 
NOAA Hysplit Model, which would prove very useful. Also having read Rob’s Long Jump reports for 
previous years, it sounded like great fun. 

Last year I again thought I’d like to enter, but my Lindstrand 77A, G-BXDR called ‘Bright Future’ isn’t 
really going to have the duration to take two people very far, so ideally I would need to team up with 
someone who had a bigger balloon. 

On Saturday 10th October last year whilst at home, I happened to see from our bedroom window a 
very distinctive red, yellow and black balloon flying from east to west – could that be a Long Jumper I 
thought? The next day I gave William Wood a call. Will and I had met in Metz earlier in the year, 
when our teams were pitched next to each other on the airfield campsite. Will has a bigger balloon 

and I asked him if he would be interested in doing the Long Jump together; in his balloon if I supplied 
some tanks. Imagine my surprise when I was told that he and Stephanie Bareford were in the 

balloon that I had seen the day before. Their impressive Long Jump earned them runners up last 
year. 

This October came around all too quickly, and whilst at the One Man Meet in Tissington, Derbyshire, 

at the beginning of October with good friends, and top crew Helen and Jeremy Ashworth, I 
mentioned the Long Jump and my desire to enter.  I think it was Helen that said ‘why not do it on 

your own?’ My initial reaction was small balloon, not enough fuel etc., etc. Then I remembered a 
recent post on the BBAC Forum by Brian Mead, sharing my frustrations but with a solution. Brian 

suggested going for a long flight of 100km and learning from the experience. That sounded like a 
great idea and a plan was formed. 

On talking to Will about my proposed long flight, he offered lots of encouragement, advice and the 
loan of two V30’s and a Tema to Rego adaptor. A time was agreed, and Will delivered them to me on 
his way home from Shropshire on Saturday 14th October along with a couple of straps – thanks Will.  

My return from Tissington with empty tanks seemed the ideal 

time to see how many could be squeezed into the small 
Lindstrand basket. I worked out that with a V30 in each 
corner; there was just enough room for one V20 on the long 

side of the basket, leaving room for me. Because the 

envelope does not have turning vents I wanted to keep all the 
tanks inside the basket for protection. This would give me 
280lts of gas and using about a litre a minute worked out at 
4.6 hours. 

Helen, Jeremy and I discussed dates that we could not do due 
to other commitments and the 24th or 25th were looking 
favourable as the earliest opportunity. 

Based on the track of last years winners and runners up, I favoured the east to west route. My sister 
lives in Fakenham, Norfolk and was willing to help launch if possible. Dan Wilson also offered a 

couple of options for a launch site closer to Norwich. These I felt were a bit too far north for what 

was shaping up to be an easterly wind; and I really wanted to keep south of Birmingham’s airspace if 
I travelled that far west. I also liked the idea of flying back to my local area and possibly home. 

After returning from a couple of nights away with the family at the start of half term, on Saturday 
22nd I messaged Jo Scott in Suffolk, to see if she could assist with a launch site and she suggested 

Tony Gould. A quick call to Tony and within a couple of hours, he had sourced a launch site for us to 



use in Dennington near Framlingham, Suffolk, and emailed over the details. The plan was all coming 
together. 

Sunday 23rd was flyable and I know some flew, but Monday 24th was going to be our earliest 
opportunity to get the track desired in favourable conditions. At one point, the Hysplit Model was 
indicating I could fly as far as Worcester some 150 miles away!  

Various forecasts were looked at including WindyTy, XCWeather, Met 
office and NOAA Hysplit Model. WindyTy was great at showing 
graphically the wind at various altitudes, at the launch site, on route 
and at the approximate landing area. From the Hysplit model it was 
clear that at 10,000 feet I would have gone north and WindyTy was 

only giving 9-10kts. Between 2,000 to 4,000ft was the westerly track I 
wanted, with the fastest wind of 25kts to be found at 2,500 feet. That 
would be my flight altitude. A quick ascent to 10,000 feet for the 
experience would be good if the conditions allowed. 

Having spent most of Saturday checking equipment, forecasts, taking 

seats out of the van, then reloading it with all the equipment less the 6 
tanks, I thought I was ready to go. All that needed doing in the morning 
was to strap into the van, the 6 tanks that had been gently warming on 
the heated kitchen floor since Saturday morning, fill my flasks with tea 

and coffee, grab my flight bag (with lunch) and I was off. 

So on Sunday night, after the Met office forecast was issued, with the 

surface conditions and weather looking favourable for calm conditions at 
launch and landing, the flight was called on. A quick call to Tony who was 
going to meet us at the field in Dennington at 6:15am armed with a gate 

key and help us launch. Another call to Helen and Jeremy, and a pick up 
time of 5am was agreed from Melbourn 15 minutes from home.  

At 3:30am I got up and checked the Met forecast again for the last time. It still looked good. The 
visibility outside was even better than on Sunday morning which remained misty until mid-morning. 
With everything now loaded into the van I headed off to collect Helen and Jeremy at 4:30am. At 5am 

we left Melbourn for the journey to Dennington, having shoe horned wellies, jackets and provisions 
to keep the crew fed and watered into the small remaining spaces of the van. Helen had baked some 
date and banana muffins and announced there were two each. 

With little traffic on the roads we had an easy journey to Dennington of some 74 miles. We pulled 
into the car park next to the launch field and met Tony. Armed with torches and a met balloon we 
walked into the playing field a few meters for a quick recky. The playing field had a marked out 

football pitch complete with goal posts; and we had to keep off the pitch with the vehicle. Tony’s 
powerful torch cum search light proved very handy when tracking the helium met balloon, although 

next time I must avoid choosing a black one; they are great for during the day but near useless at 
night. Although we lost sight of the balloon after only a few seconds, we saw it long enough to know 
we needed to be the other side of the playing field. 

 

Now positioned in the far corner with some trees for shelter we 
started setting up. Once the basket was out of the van I hopped 

in ready to receive tanks. Usually this is quite straight forward, 
but because of the Tema tanks I had to give more thought to the 
order I wanted to use them. I’d previously drawn a plan and 

numbered the tanks in order of use showing their orientation. 



With some vertical, others horizontal take offs, Rego or 
Tema connections it made loading much quicker and 

easier. Flying with five tanks and strapping them into the 

basket was a challenge; especially as there was standing 
room only for me. I planned to use a V20 inflation tank 
which would lay in the void I would eventually occupy. 

With the basket now rigged, the crew carried on emptying 
the van whilst I did a burner test. The first tanks to check 

were the Tema ones with the Rego adaptor. Straight away 
on opening the tank, there was a leak at the Tema end of 
the adaptor – my heart sank. (It turns out that the o-ring had a nick in it and of course I had not 

thought to check it previously – a lesson learned.) My immediate reaction was ‘that’s 120lts of gas I 
can’t use.’ After a few seconds Helen said ‘Can’t you go for a shorter flight?’ Well, Plan ‘B’ was now 
invoked. So the two Tema V30’s came out and the previously earmarked V20 was strapped in. One 

of the Tema V30’s would be used as the inflation tank and I made sure I knew where the fire 

extinguisher was just in case. With burner test complete the basket was laid on its side and the 
envelope attached. The short grass was covered in a heavy dew. The envelope spread onto the 
football pitch which looked pristine. Unfortunately, the white chalk lines acted like a paint brush and 

as the envelope passed over them, it picked up some of the chalk. I’m assured it will come off 
without causing any lasting damage and anyway it was too late to do anything about it now. 

The envelope was pulled out and the quick release attached, briefing was completed with Helen and 
Jeremy on the mouth and Tony agreeing to go on the crown. The fan was started and Tony and I 

tabbed up. I thanked Tony again for all his help before we went our separate ways – Tony to the 

crown and me to the mouth. Helen reminded me to take two muffins with me from the box of six. I 
was tempted for all six muffins to accompany me on my journey, but couldn’t ensure their safe 

return, so rather than risk ending a great friendship, particularly with Jeremy’s love of food, only two 
of them made it to my flight bag. 

Hot inflation went well and Jeremy commented that was the 

calmest he had witnessed – thanks Jeremy. Once upright, the 

flight bag was passed in, and a clear tray I’d made to place across 
the tanks to act as a desk. Thanks Helen for reminding me about 

that. The inflation tank was disconnected and perched on the 
back basket edge, the quick release detached. One final check 
that I’d got everything, and with everyone happy the inflation 
tank was lifted off the basket and I slowly began to rise. Jeremy 

shouted ‘Take off time 7:48’. It was immediately apparent that 
although climbing I was not that light, but after a longish burn, a 
more positive climb was established. 

I had a pen and paper with me to note times and places etc. 

during the flight, and knew it would be invaluable if this report 
was to have any accuracy. 

0748 - Take off. Wattisham frequency was already dialled in on the 
radio, and not surprisingly they didn’t respond. I made blind calls 

to them as I approached, went through the stub of their MATZ 
and cleared the zone. 

0800 - Monksoham.  Looked back to the east coast with the sun trying 
to break through the cloud.  At 2,500 feet now, and relieved that 
I had a westerly track as forecast.  



0808 - Debenham. Briefly went up to 3,700 feet but the cloud base 
appeared solid at about 4,000 feet, so any trip to 10,000 feet 

will have to wait for another day. The speed had dropped to 

16kts as well. At this point I unpacked my coffee, lunch and 
the two muffins. It was very tempting to eat them both there 
and then. I needed to pace myself, so I placed one on each 

fuel gauge of my spare tanks. They had inadvertently become 
part of my fuel management, and are now affectionately 

known as ‘Multi-purpose Muffins’ – now a necessity for all 
long flights. A quick call on the radio to check-in with Helen 
and Jeremy who were now on their way. 

0826 - Stowmarket. 22kts at 2,500 feet. This speed was pretty constant throughout the flight at this 
altitude. 

0852 - Bury St. Edmunds was clearly visible with its smoking 
chimneys of the sugar beet factory. 

0856 - Gosh, I thought, I’ve been flying an hour! It seemed like 15 
minutes. Tank change, which meant Muffin time! That was 
the 1st V30 empty. That’s less than a litre a minute I 
thought, and in theory the fuel consumption would only 

improve. Switched to the other side now using a V20. 

 

0900 - Ickworth House & Park, an impressive National Trust property. Still steady at 22-25kts. 
Looking at the line I’d drawn on the ½ mill airchart, I was set to pass over Cambridge.  

 

0925 - I could see Newmarket ahead so gave Cambridge approach a 

call advising them of my position and clearance to fly 

overhead at 2,500 feet. They replied asking for another call 
when I was 5 miles from Cambridge. Looking at the map this 
was where the A14 met the A11. I called them at 5 miles east 
of Cambridge and they requested I call overhead and report 
any change in level. Listening to the radio they appeared 
quite quiet. A 737 landed on runway 05 as I approached.  



0945 - Tank change. In the zone about ½ a mile from crossing the runway changed to the 2nd and 
last V20. That was half the fuel gone. Tank change complete and drawing off of the 2nd V30 now.  

 

1000 - Cleared Cambridge zone and thanked them for their help and advised changing to enroute 
frequency. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



1032 - Past over Cambourne, then St.Neots and the A1. Grafham Water was clearly visible to the 
north. 

 

 

1051 - Bedford Autodrome, Thurleigh – lots of vehicles stored here and the home of Palmer Sports. 

I could see Sackville and wondered if I’d been spotted. Called the retrieve on the airband 
radio and from what I could make out they were fairly close by and had eaten all their 
muffins! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



1104 - Santa Pod race track marked as disused airfield Podington. A friend had recently been to 

witness a Championship meeting speeds of 312mph in 3.6 seconds were reached over the ¼ 

mile strip. I calculated I managed 36.3 seconds over the same distance. The 2nd V30 was 

down to 20% now so I started the last V20 which meant the last Muffin! I radioed the crew 

to let them know I would be landing in less than an hour. 

 

 

1112 - Bozeat came into view, shortly followed by Castle Ashby. 

 



 

 

1123 - Northampton was ahead and I needed to either land before or cross it.  As I approached the 
industrial area I descended and got some left which was very welcome.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



1142 - Crossed the M1 south west of Northampton heading towards Bugbrooke. I radioed to the 
retrieve of my intention to land and secured everything for landing. There were plenty good 

fields to choose from. Even a school field ahead looked inviting, although from recent 

experience in Derbyshire with locked gates, and it also being half term was probably best 
avoided. A field of under sown stubble before the school with a track across it leading to a 
road was too tempting to pass up. The surface wind forecast was about 5kt and at about 

1000 feet I was still moving quite fast. Checked the fuel state and all ok. I decided to make a 
steep approach well before the track, thinking that if there was any shear (not that it was 

forecast), I would minimise the time in it. The descent progressed well with no noticeable 
reduction in ground speed – a little worrying. I positioned myself for a positive landing and 
burnt to level off. I’ve not experience this before but as I levelled off at about 30 feet I was 
as though someone had thrown an anchor out of the back of the basket. The speed just 

disappeared. I put one last short burn in and then turned off the pilot lights. The basket 
made gentle contact with the near side of the track, as I was pulling on the rip and dragged 
no more than 4 metres. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



1150 - Landed at Bugbrooke. I had flown just over 4 hours. I was astonished. I phoned Helen and 
gave my position and brief description of where I was. Whilst waiting for the retrieve I 

pencilled up the envelope and moved it into the gaps between the crop. Helen and Jeremy 

soon arrived parking next to some locked gates at the top of the track. We got the envelope 
in it’s bag dry which was good. We dismantled the bottomend and took the tanks out before 
going to find the landowner; this may have been a mistake. We had a sack truck which we 

left with Helen whilst Jeremy and I went to find the landowner. After a couple of calls, we 
had spoken to the landowner who was going to send someone to unlock the gate, within the 

hour. We briefly discussed lifting everything over the 4 foot high gate and thought better of 
it. I remained at the gate with the van to greet the landowner whilst Jeremy went to help 
Helen bring some of the tanks up. I started filling in my log books. It was then I noticed that 
all the Muffins had not been eaten! 

 

After about 40 minutes the farmer arrived and let us in. They were surprised to learn where I had 

flown from, and after thanking them with a bottle of wine, left us to pack up and be on our way. 

We stopped for a bite to eat (late lunch) at the Cromwell Cottage in Kislingbury before heading 

home. 

 



 
 

We discussed the day and all agreed we had a great time. We have all learnt from this year and are 

keen to do it again in 2017. Next time with more fuel and more Muffins! 

 

Many thanks to Tony Gould for sorting the launch site, and assisting with the inflation. Huge thanks 

to Helen and Jeremy Ashworth for a mammoth retrieve and keeping us all fed with those fantastic 

‘Multi-purpose Muffins’. 

 

 


