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Piloting the Endless Skyways
Brett Anderson 
Flight Instructor

Beyond the horizon... My dreams take 
flight... Christopher Columbus

Since the beginning of time, mankind has 
been fascinated with flight. For many 
centuries we have dreamed of it and strived 
to attain it. Icarus, with his wings of wax 
and feathers, yearned for the freedom that 
flight would bring him — a yearning which 
many have had and still have today. This 
freedom is that which can only be ex
perienced by leaving the chains of gravity 
behind and soaring high into the sky. Once 
there, one discovers what a peaceful place 
the sky is, wishing to never have to return to 
the ground. How does one attain this 
freedom, you may ask? It comes through 
training and hard work, and is well worth 
the effort. Once you have earned the 
privilege of being allowed to pilot an air
plane, you can apply this privilege in many 
ways. Sport flying, business flying and 
flying as a career are just a few of them.

While all pilots probably fly because they 
find it enormously enjoyable and satisfying, 
many have found that it can be extremely 
useful as well. Because light airplanes can 
travel up to three times as fast as 
automobiles, as well vas taking the

straightest course from point A to point B 
and avoiding' the traffic, they can be in
valuable tim e savers. To many 
businesspeople, a private pilot license is 
their ticket to saving time, and since time is 
money ... well, it goes without saying. By 
renting or owning one’s own light airplane, a 
businessperson can go to many towns and 
cities not served by the airlines, on one’s 
own schedule!

Career opportunités for pilots are the best 
they have ever been. The outlook over the 
next five years alone calls for ap
proximately 60,000 pilots for the major 
airlines alone. This is due to airline ex
pansion and the many Korean and Vietnam 
war-era pilots who will be retiring. It is 
predicted that by 1992, there will be a severe 
shortage of qualified pilots. Airline careers 
are among the most sought-after among 
pilots due to the high salaries (up to $160,000 
per year for senior captains), travel 
benefits and amount of days off. It is not 
easy to get hired on as an airline pilot, 
though. Many years of hard work must be 
put in, either as a military pilot or working 
up through the civilian pilot ranks as a flight 
instructor, charter pilot and commuter ’ 
airline pilot, in order to gain the amount of 
flight experience necessary to get hired. If 
you don’t think airline flying is for you, 
there-are also many rewarding jobs to be
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had, such as flying for the military, U.S. 
customs, corporate flying and flight in
structing.

The most popular type of airplane flying 
done in the U.S. is for recreational purposes. 
This encompasses everything from 
aerobatics to vacations, to weekend jaunts. 
On a sunny day at the airport, pilots will be 
out in full force, taking advantage of the 
beautiful weather in order to go to places 
like Catalina Island, Big Bear and Monterey 
for lunch. Others, in airplanes built for the 
task, are out for a day of aerobatics. 
Although many do not have the stomach for 
it, many pilots find that practicing aerobatic 
manuevers such as loops, rolls, and ham
merhead stalls is not only great fun, but 
increases proficiency and precision in 
piloting an airplane. If this sounds like fun to 
you, you need only to obtain your private 
pilot’s license.

So how do you get your license? The first 
thing that you need to do is find out if you 
enjoy flying before you commit the time and 
money required. This is done by taking an 
introductory flight lesson. Mercury Air 
Center, at the Santa Barbara airport, is one 
of two fiight schools on the field and offers a 
special intro flight lesson price of only $20. 
During your intro lesson, you will be shown 
how to do a pre-flight inspection of the 
airplane and then go for a flight in which the 
flight instructor will let you try your hand at 
piloting the plane. Afterwards, if you decide 
you like it and wish to continue your lessons, 
you can schedule more lessons with your 
instructor. If, perchance, you decide that 
flying is not for you, there is no obligation to 
continue.

Once you have made the decision to get 
your private pilot’s license, you will need to 
buy books to study in preparation for the 
written and oral test required by the 
Federal Aviation Administration. The FAA 
requires that you have a minimum of 40
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flight hours, 20 with an instructor and 20 by 
yourself, or solo. The first part of your 
training will be devoted to getting ready to 
solo the airplane. This includes learning 
skills such as taxiing, taking off, climbs, 
turns, descents and landings, as well as 
basic emergency procedures, such as what 
to do if the engine quits (a rarity in today’s 
modern aircraft). It is my experience as a 
flight instructor that most students take 
between 10 and 15 hours of flight time to 
solo. When you are ready, your instructor 
will send you up by yourself to do three or 
four take-offs and landings. After this you 
will start going up by yourself more often to 
practice. At this point you will also begin to 
learn techniques for cross-country flights, 
with landings at airports 50 or more miles 
away, before your instructor lets you go off 
on your own. Popular destinations are San 
Luis Obispo, Bakersfield, Burbank and San 
Diego. Now you are almost ready to take the 
final flight test, but first your instructor will 
review with you the requirements and make 
sure you are ready. Once you pass the test, 
you will be a private pilot and will be able to 
carry passengers and fly single-engine land 
planes in visual flight conditions.

If you wish to fly in the clouds, a useful 
skill given the way the weather is much of 
the time in Santa Barbara and at many 
coastal airports in California, you will have 
to obtain an Instrument rating. The training 
for this rating involves learning to fly the 
plane solely by reference to the aircraft 
flight instruments and navigate without 
being able to see the ground, by using radio 
navigation equipment. Other ratings that 
you can add on to your private pilot’s license 
include Multi-engine, which allows you to 
fly airplanes with more than one engine; 
Sea-plane, to fly planes that can land on 
water; and Helicopter. It you wish to fly for 
hire, you must have a commercial pilot’s 
license, which involves more training and 

experience and allows you to 
take pay for your services as 
a pilot. In order to build 
experience toward the 
airlines or some other flying 
career goal, many pilots 
become flight instructors. To 
do this, you must have an 
instrum ent rating and 
commercial pilot’s license, 
and then you must take more 
tests, covering everything 
from how people learn to 
advanced aerodynamics. 
Whether you choose to be a 
private pilot, or pursue a 
career as an airline pilot, 
you must be prepared to 
work hard and do some 
studying. The rewards are 
great for those who do.

Less than one percent of 
the U.S. population knows 
how to fly. If you wish to be a 
part of this group, the op
portunity is waiting for you 
— all you have to do is grab 
it. Take an introductory 
lesson if you aren’t sure for, 
once you try, you will fall in 
love with the experience that 
is flight.
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Grounded By the Fear of Flying
By Wade Daniels 
Staff Writer

Some people will gladly 
drive eight hours through the 
blazing desert to Las Vegas 
instead of spending 45 
minutes on an airplane.

It’s called fear of flying.
And there are seemingly 

legitimate reasons for this 
sort of apprehension. Freaky 
things happen on and to 
planes.

— A flock or even just a 
couple of big birds can 
inadvertently get frappe’d in 
the engines and mess up the 
whole works, causing engine 
failure.

— Drifting into Soviet 
airspace on your way to 
Japan  and convincing 
yourself that that MIG 
fighter with the hammer and 
sickle just happens to be 
passing by.

— Pilots on drugs
— Ex-airline employees 

with suicidal tendencies, 
vendettas against their 
former bosses and ways of 
sneaking big handguns on 
board — as was the case on a 
1987 L.A. to S.F. flight which 
crashed after some guy shot 
the pilot.

— A vast sky which has 
nonetheless packed-to-the- 
hilt flight lanes that are 
watched by stressed and 
strung-out air traffic con
trollers.

This is not to mention your 
proverbial hijackings.

No one is really safe, even 
the innocents who never set 
foot on a tarmac. When 
there’s a plane crash, the 
craft has to land somewhere 
and quite frequently it’s on a 
neighborhood as was the

case in Cerritos, Calif., last 
year where several houses 
and their inhabitants were 
decimated.

Also, consider the plight of 
the dozens that were 
maimed and slaughtered 
this past summer at the air 
show in Germany where 
three or four fighter jets 
collided.

Sure, that was a terribly 
sad occurence, but consider 
the logic of an advertisement 
that might read, “Come See 
It! Ten F ighter Je ts  
Speeding Toward One 
Another at Mach-Speed and 
Missing Each Other By Mere 
Centimeters!” Something is 
bound to happen.

It’s “Faces of Death” on 
tour.

Of course, one can just as 
easily argue what would 
have never been in this 
world if it weren’t for valiant 
bravery, which others may 
consider mindless showing- 
off.

For the most part, most 
prefer to think that plane 
crashes only happen to the 
“other guy” . The root fear of 
most persons who are ap
prehensive about flying, 
however, is simply the 
prospect of not being in 
control of their situation, 
according to T.W. Cum
mings, a former pilot who is 
director of Freedom From 
Fear of Flying, Inc., located 
in Coral Gables Florida. 
“People who like control 
don’t even like to ride in the 
back seat of a cab.”

“The other aspect of being 
in control is that some are 
frightened they might do 
something on the airplane 
that will embarass them,” 
he said. “The fear of the

unknown may be a fear of 
death. What will happen if I 
get on? Will I die? Will the 
plane crash? These things 
flood through their minds.”

UCSB senior Steve Elzer 
has disliked the experience 
of airplane travel ever since 
his first flight when he was 
nine- years-old. “It’s not a 
fear that you can rationalize 
with other people,” he said. 
“For me, it boils down to a 
real fear of stopping 
unexpectedly into the side of 
a cliff.”

F o r E lze r, the a p 
prehension stems partially 
from a lack of faith in the 
members of the airline in
dustry and the fact that “the 
first thing they give before 
taking off is the preparation 
for a ‘water landing,” ’ he 
said. “That’s not really 
getting off to the right start. 
They are preparing you 
perhaps to crash and die.”

According to Cummings, 
when a person who is scared 
of flying boards an airplane, 
“ their hearts begin to pound 
as their breathing cycle 
becom es sh o r te r  and 
shallower. Their stomach 
muscles tighten, and they 
perspire, feeling weak or 
dizzy. All are alarmed by 
these feelings. They want to 
turn and get off.”

F a c to r s  su c h  a s  
som etim es ex h au stiv e  
media coverage of airline 
disasters contribute to and 
reinforce people’s fears of 
air travel, Cummings said 
and pointed out that a 1982 
Washington D.C. crash was 
on the  fro n t of the 
Washington Post for nine 
days afterwards — com
plete with pictures.

The remedies to these

problems are many.
Elzer says he would, rather 

miss a plane than skip 
buying a large sum of flight 
insurance whereby he is 
assured that if he per chance 
loses his life in an airplane 
c r a s h ,  so m eb o d y , 
somewhere is going to pay 
dearly.

He also gets very drunk 
before a flight.

Confrontation of and 
distraction from the fears 
are the tonics prescribed by 
Cummings. His clinic 
educates its clients about 
flying and familiarizes them 
with all that is involved in 
the process in attempts to 
instill a sense of confidence 
in them.

But for those who choose 
not to drive to Florida to 
consult with his clinic, he 
suggests that they might 
first acknowledge what the 
philosopher Epictetus said in 
the first century A.D., 
“People are disturbed not by 
things but by their view of 
them.” The solution, then, is 
to change one’s view of 
flying through reassurance 
from those you trust and 
through the employment of 
deep breathing etc.

A person can focus their 
attention on watching 
children or listening to 
music — or, reading a 
pornographic magazine 
which will either intrigue or 
d isg u s t a person  — 
responses that are both 
preferred to fear, Cummings 
concluded.
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We rode out to the 
parachute center in my 
friend’s brand-new Cadillac, 
while my friend told me all 
about her first jump. It was a 
hot day in August, and I 
wanted a beer, but the first 
thing I had learned about 
skydiving was that you have 
to wait until after you jump 
to drink.

From the main highway, 
we saw the canopies glide 
gently down into the 
Dropzone, and I felt my first 
thrill of anticipation at the 
thought of going up in an 
airplane and throwing 
myself out. The canopies we 
saw as we drove up the dusty 
road were multi-colored 
“square” airfoil canopies, 
which do more than simply 
slow your descent. My friend 
to ld  m e t h a t  s p o r t  
parachuting has all but 
given up the old-style 
“rounds” that were mostly 
military surplus.

As we drove slowly onto 
the Dropzone, I noticed right 
away the long rows of small 
Cessna and Piper single
engine pleasure crafts. At 
the end of the long runway 
was a beat-up old shack 
surrounded by dozens of 
gliders — light planes that 
are towed behind another 
craft and then released to 
glide on the thermal up
drafts from the heated 
desert floor.

We watched a couple of 
ultralights doing aerial 
training exercises, and I 
thought how very much like 
motorcycles these planes 
are — they have no body, no
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protection from the wind. I 
was thinking of how scary it 
must be to fly something that 
flimsy and uncertain, when 
it occurred to me that I 
would soon be flying with 
nothing between me and the 
ground except a large 
canopy of thin nylon — and 
that would actually be over 
my head.

As I paid my hundred 
bucks and signed the 
multiple waivers of liability, 
I became more and more 
excited about what I was 
about to do. Today, most 
Dropzones require a video 
waiver, but in those days two 
typewritten pages seemed to 
suffice. The waiver kept 
repeating the phrase “death 
or grievous injury,” pointing 
out “the extremely hazar
dous nature” of the sport, 
and reminding me that it 
was my free choice to 
“endanger my life” through 
no fault and without help 
from “any person employed 
in any capacity” by the 
Dropzone. Who could resist 
signing a document like 
that?

Not me. I went into the 
classroom and proceeded to 
learn, by diagrams and 
slides, about every con
ceivable malfunction or 
misadventure available to a 
falling body with a pair of 
canopies strapped on. The 
reason behind this is that the 
more you know about what 
can happen to you, the better 
prepared you are in case it 
does happen to you. (Ac
tually ,the sta tis tics  on 
skydiving injuries and 
fatalities look pretty good. 
The sport involves some 
20,000 or so enthusiasts 
making a million or more 
jumps each year. Fatalities 
have averaged about 25 per 
year for the last ten years, 
and other  acciden ts  
somewhat more. The bottom

line is that more people die 
of bee-stings or from heart 
attacks on the golf course 
than at all the hundreds of 
Dropzones across the 
country put together.)

So we looked at types of 
canopies and containers (the 
intricate and exquisitely 
designed “backpacks” that

On the way to this 
awesome-sounding device of 
torture, I took the time to 
notice what was going on 
around us. All along the 
broad lawn that faced the 
runway, sun-tanned and 
blond boys and girls were 
packing their rigs. Every 
conceivable color com
bination was there, including 
your basic black-on-black, 
the macabre intonations of 
which appealed to me. Near 
the student gear shed, a

hold the parachutes and 
reserve canopies), learned
about wind shifts and eddies 
created by buildings and 
trees, and were instructed in 
the identification and 
avoidance of electrical wires 
(no joke!). After a quick 
group of skydivers was 
performing the strangest 
dance I had ever seen: each 
bent forward at the waist 
with arms in the relaxed 
“reach-for-the-sky-podner” 
positon and faces looking 
lunch, sans beer, we were 
led outside to the hanging 
harness.

group of skydivers was 
performing the strangest 
dance I had ever seen: each 
bent forward at the waist 
with arms in the relaxed 
“ reach-for-the-sky-podner” 
positon and faces looking 
intently at each other, they 
stood in a circle. At an 
almost imperceptible nod 
from a muscular crew- 
cutted giant, they would 
each turn halfway round in a 
clockwise direction and look 
over their left shoulder at the 
m an  n e x t  to t h e m ,  
whereupon another nod was 
spread ’round the ring and

Parachuting From the Pc
Jeff Martin 
Contributor

Well it was finally about to happen. There was no turning 
back. I looked at the faces of the people in my group, or 
‘stick.’ There I found anxiety coupled with eagerness. They 
knew, just as I knew, that this is what we had worked for.

My mind raced back to the Monday of Ground Week, to the 
demonstration given to us by the instructors at the U.S. Army 
Airborne School. I remember watching the dummy fall from 
the 250 ft. tower, and how it hit the ground and bounced back 
up high in the air, only to finally settle on the ground with a 
sobering thud.

“Remember Airborne,” the 1st Sergeant had hollered 
through the staticky P.A. speakers, “you have the rest of 
your life to activate your reserve parachute if you experience 
a malfunction.”

My mind was racing. Everything I had been taught in the 
last week I was trying to review in my mind.

I looked at the reserve parachute strapped on my chest. I t 
looked so small in comparison to my main canopy. I looked at 
the C141 aircraft — it had its cargo doors open and its ramp 
down. It was hard to believe how big it really was. I spotted 
the door on the side of the aircraft where I would shortly be 
exiting. It looked like it was a good jump from the door to the 
ground just sitting on the runway.

My stick was composed of about twenty-five paratroopers. 
I was going to be the second jumper out of the door.

My stick was moving now. We were loading the plane. We 
were the third to the last to load the aircraft, so we would be 
the third stick off the craft.

I filed on the plane and was directed where to sit by some 
Air Force personnel. I sat shoulder to shoulder with the 
jumpers on my left and right.

It was dark and crowded on the C141. It was unbearably 
hot. I could not believe how much I was sweating.

I looked around at the interior of the plane. It was a mass of 
pipes and wires suspended from the ceiling; steam of some 
white gas was seeping out from the joints of a really big pipe. 
I thought how much it looked like a cheap Hollywood movie 
set. Even as I felt the plane taxi down the runway and finally 
take off, I kept trying to convince myself that it was indeed 
real and not some bad remake of Airport 77.

My attention turned to the rear of the craft as the Air Force 
people opened the two jump doors. There was a loud and

forceful rush of wind and a flooding 
Georgia countryside zip by in min 
heat waves coming from the exha us 
engines.

The Air Force turned the doors t 
the Jumpmasters commanded, “( 
each side of the plane a Jumpmaste 
There, in the openness of the doorw 
had been, I could now see only his 1: 
boots. The Jumpmasters were j 
check. They had to lean outside of t 
plane’s exterior for any jagged edg 
one of the parachutes. I knew thal 
inside the aircraft it was going to be 

I watched two sticks stand up am 
felt the plane, circle around and 
another pass; all too soon I realiz 
would soon be returning inside, and 

“THIRD STUDENT PASS, TI 
ONLY! ...STANDUP!”

I struggled to my feet, and al 
waiting to jump, I felt relief in beini 
cool air circulate around my bod; 
Jumpmaster. I had heard his speec 
before, but now I strained to hear 
trying to find some information that 

“HOOKUP!”
Mechanically I connected the sta 

parachute to the anchor line overhe 
“CHECK STATIC LINES! ”
Yes my harness is still on, my st 

The jumper in front of me appears 
order also.

“SOUND OFF FOR EQUIPMEN 
I wait for the rap on my butt and 

infront of me and scream “0KA\ 
that command gets echoed up to the 

“STANDBY”
I could clearly see the country-s 

the open door. I was the second in li 
big door and I had an unrestricted 
and go; that clicked something in n 
— we had just crossed over into Al 
our Drop Zone.

“GO!” the Jumpmaster screan 
was gone. I practically ran towar
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they all turned a quarter 
turn in the same direction 
and grasped each other’s 
hips. Another nod broke the 
circle and straightened them 
into a line, each still one 
behind the other, before they 
all turned another quarter 
turn to make a straight line 
shoulder-to-shoulder. A nod 
from the leader set the ends 
of the line curving toward 
each other as they formed a 
circle. A last nod, and they 
all turned out of the circle

speed of force apparent. 
Then one fellow came in for 
a landing and the packing 
area grew quiet. Everyone 
was watching as this poor 
guy tried  to run his 
momentum off. Even before 
his feet hit the ground, his 
legs were churning away. As 
his canopy continued to 
surge forward, he was 
slammed onto the ground 
face-first. In the packing 
area, a few people com
mented on what he had done

and duckwalked away.
Our instructor informed us 

that this was the “dirtdive,” 
and that every good relative- 
work skydive is preceded by 
a plan rehearsed in just this 
manner several times over. 
Because this relative work 
takes place while falling at 
120 mph, the moves of the 
dive are best rehearsed 
many times in the dirtdive. I 
could only agree.

We watched a couple of 
landings. Under the square 
canopies, the skydivers were 
mostly able to just step onto 
the ground without any

wrong, while a couple of 
boys at the end of the area 
whistled and clapped.

When the guy finally 
managed to get up, it 
became clear that he had 
injured himself. He sat for a 
couple of minutes until the 
airport manager ran out to 
him and helped him to his 
feet. The manager led him 
across the runway and made 
him sit in the packing area, 
while two staff members 
helped him out of his gear. 
He had indeed broken his 
wrist in the fall, at the same 
time bruising his kneecap

rather badly.
I was feeling a bit anxious 

as our instructor led us to the 
dreaded hanging harness. 
Four at a time, we were 
strapped into surplus 
p a r a c h u t e  h a r n e s s e s  
suspended from a huge 
framework, so that our feet 
were about eighteen inches 
from solid ground. As we 
hung there, we were again 
drilled in the various safety 
measures required for each 
malfunction. Suddenly, I 
was rocked violently and the 
i n s t r u c t o r  s h o u t e d  
“Streamer! ” in my ear.

Remembering that a 
streamer is a high-speed 
malfunction involving a 
balled-up canopy that won’t 
open, I proceeded to cut 
away the bad canopy by 
means of the release toggles 
on my harness. With a 
thump I hit the ground and 
fell over. Helping me up, my 
instructor told me that I 
would have to react a little 
more quickly if I intended to 
spend any time in the sport 
alive.

The rest of the afternoon 
was taken up with exercises 
in the hanging harness (until 
I thought I had two crotches) 
and a fun little number 
called “PLF,” short for 
“parachute landing fall.” 
This consisted mainly of 
jumping off things and 
landing with our legs slightly 
bent and our feet and knees 
together, in attempt to 
transfer the energy of the 
landing from our feet to our 
calves to our thighs and then 
to our butts, as each body 
part came in contact with 
the ground. Starting with a 
footstool, we slowly worked 
our way up to jumping off a 
six-foot wall. The only 
trouble I had with this was 
several years of martial arts 
training, which had left me 
with an ingrained instinct to 
land and tumble into a 
forward roll.

A little before sundown we 
were gathered up and taken 
to the student gear area,

Paratrooper Perspective
i flooding of light. I could see the 
y in miniature, distorted by the 
le exhaust of the plane’s powerful

e doors over to the Army. One of 
inded, “GET READY!” , and on 
npmaster disappeared from view, 
he doorway, where a Jumpmaster 
only his hands and the heels of his 
i were performing their safety 
itside of the aircraft to inspect the 
gged edges that might snag or rip 
mew that when they leaned back 
ung to be show time, 
nd up and walk out of the doors. I 
and and level off each time for 
i I realized that the Jumpmaster 
side, and he wanted to talk to me. 
’ASS, THIRD STUDENT PASS

;, and although I was nervously 
ef in being able to stand and let the 
my body. I concentrated on the 

his speech in practice many times 
1 to hear every word, desperately 
ation that maybe I had missed.

id the static line that activated my 
le overhead.
S!"
on, my static line feels good to go.
! appears to have his equipment in

JIPMENT CHECK!” 
butt and then I smack the jumper 

l “OKAY!” its amazing how fast 
I up to the Jumpmaster.

;ountry-side rolling below through 
cond in line to jump, but that was a 
estricted view. I saw a river come 
thing in my mind from the briefing 
er into Alabama, we were on top of

¡r screamed, and the first jumper 
an towards the door, to keep from

being knocked over by the people behind me. I got to the door 
and my static line was taken from me. Instantly my hand 
dropped straight down, avoiding entanglement and assumed 
its trained position on the activating handle of my reserve 
parachute. I robotically stepped out into the hot blast of the 
jet engine’s exhaust and bellowed, “ONE THOUSAND, TWO 
THOUSAND,” . In the back of my mind I noted at how hard 
my voice was straining, yet I could not hear anything but the 
now lessening roar of the Cl41’s engines. At, “THREE 
THOUSAND!”, I felt a ripple on my back. I quit counting, 
and above the sound of wistling air I heard my parachute 
inflate in what has to be the most satisfyingly beautiful noise 
the earth has ever heard.

As I screamed a sigh of relief, I looked up to inspect my 
canopy for rips, holes, or missing lines. Everything was fine, 

, and for a moment I marvelled at the perfectly shaped green 
mushroom.

I reached up and grabbed the risers of my parachute. I 
then looked down towards the Drop Zone. On each end of the 
D.Z. there were yellow smoke grenades showing me the 
direction of wind drift. Making note of the direction of drift, I 
pulled my appropriate risers and slipped towards the center 
where a small section of the normally hard ground had been 
plowed up.

I was aware that my ride was ending all too soon as the 
ground started to rush up towards me. I prepared to land: 
feet and knees together, slightly bent at the knees, feet 
angled slightly downward. I hit the ground and I did a good 
P.L.F. (parachute landing fall)

It was over. Man what a rush! I went on to complete four 
more jumps from both the C130 and the C141 aircraft, some 
‘Hollywood,’ without combat gear, and others with 
everything but the kitchen sink strapped to my waist and 
legs.

I plan on jumping again. The best part of parachuting has 
to be the few heart beats before committing yourself to the 
open air and then actually jumping into nothingness. The ride 
down is nice, but it is not as thrilling by far as is the wait for 
the main canopy to deploy. Landing, for myself, is just plain 
scary. It is not fun, it hurts, and I really do not enjoy it that 
much, but it all evens out and totals up to a fun time.

Many would say that if God wanted man to fly, he would 
have given man wings; well God gave men minds to create 
parachutes and airplanes, and after last summer I was given 
wings!

where we were issued 
lightweight hockey helmets, 
mechanic’s coveralls and 
thick-soled boots. Then, 
according to weight, we 
were given military-surplus 
rigs with the main canopy on 
the back and the reserve 
canopy on the front. (Today, 
almost every student rig in 
the country is made with 
both canopies on the back; it 
is a much more efficient and 
comfortable system.)

Receiving a pin-check 
(making sure that the rip
cord was not obstructed) and 
our last minute advice, we 
were shepherded to the 
plane. Our little class, beat 
from the day’s exercises and 
walking a little like so many 
Robbie-the-robots, still had 
the sense of keen an
ticipation and excitement 
that we had started with. We 
had already been trained in 
the proper exit from the 
aircraft, and now as we 
waited to board we were 
reminded again of the exit 
procedure.

Because they would drop 
us at three thousand feet and 
the other skydivers would go 
out at higher altitudes, we 
were the last ones on the 
plane in order to be first out 
the door. I had chosen to be 
first to go out, so the only 
person behind me in the line 
was my jumpmaster who 
would take the spot next to 
the door. We all sat facing 
the rear of the plane, tucked 
between each other’s knees 
on the carpeted floor. I 
looked out the gaping door.

O ur t a k e o f f  was  
uneventful, and as we 
neared 3000 feet, our pilot 
shouted something back to 
the jum pm aster, who 
proceeded to call directions 
back to the pilot — during 
the intervals between 
leaning out the door of the 
(See WHY, p.8A)
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Get away from it all. Learn how to fly.
The UCSB Flying Club offers flying lessons at affordable 
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instructors will guide you all the way from your first lesson 
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Eye of the Hawk
By Eric Jorgensen 
Contributor

I stood looking out at the 
horizon from the top of a 4000 
foot high mountain ridge. 
The light breeze made me 
aware of the sweat running 
down my neck. I waited. The 
sky seemed to stretch to 
infinity with only the oc
casional presence of a hawk 
to disturb its vastness. The 
wind shifted ever so slightly 
and I ran. I ran down the 
steep slope and onto an in
visible ramp that led out into 
the sky, into a different 
world. Within moments, the 
spectators that had crowded 
around me at launch were 
nothing more than in
significant specks on an 
insignificant chunk of 
ground. I was free! The 
hawks that had seemed so 
unreal as they effortlessly 
soared on the wind, came 
closer as if to welcome me to 
their home. As they passed 
close by, I could only muse 
at the thought that we shared 
a bond that set us apart from 
the rest of the world; a bond 
that only a true soaring pilot 
could ever understand. I 
looked down on the crowded 
streets of the city far below 
and felt a sense of sorrow 
that I would eventually have 
to return there. Then, 
removing all thoughts of 
civilization from my mind, I 
banked s ha r p ly  back 
towards the mountains to 
seek the lift that would keep 
me aloft a little while longer.

Hang gliding is the purest 
form of flight that men can 
ever hope to obtain. It is, in 
essence, the transformation 
of a person into a bird. Sound 
crazy? Then consider this:

A hang glider is a foot 
launched and foot landed 
aircraft — just like a bird.

The airspeed required to 
launch a glider is imparted 
by the take off run of the 
pilot. When he runs down a 
slope, his airspeed builds up 
until the glider lifts him off 
of the ground. His wing then 
carries him wherever he 
wants to go. Once the pilot 
begins his take off run, 
however, his wings become a 
part of him. This feeling is 
reinforced by the fact that 
the pilot cannot see his wing 
unless he looks up at it 
(which is fun for a while but 
gets old quick). The glider 
isn’t flying — the person is 
flying. When he eventually 
has to land, the pilot will 
direct his glider out of his 
approach pattern and onto a 
final approach while aiming 
for a target point. He will 
then wait for the appropriate 
time and flare, and if 
everything is done correctly, 
the pilot lands on his feet 
without taking a step or 
letting the glider touch the 
ground. If done properly, the 
landing will feel equivalent 
to stepping off of a three inch 
high step. Watch the birds 
land sometime — it is 
exactly the same technique.

P e r h a p s  t h e  m o s t  
dramatic similarity between 
man and bird though, is the 
sensory impressions that 
both pilots experience. When 
flying a hang glider the pilot 
is not enclosed at all. His 
entire body is immersed in 
the airstream. He can feel 
the wind blowing on his face 
and hands, and the air cir
culating all around him. 
Furthermore, since he is 
exposed to the wind, he can 
often feel changes in the 
moisture content of the air, 
and can usually detect 
smells such as the blossoms 
of an orchard far below him, 
the ocean or even wet grass 
in the morning. Hang gliding

j u m Æ i Æ R
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Eric with his glider at the mesa training site in 
Santa Barbara.

Photo courtesy of hang glider emporium.
is such a natural form of 
flying that the pilot can even 
hear birds chirping that are 
2000 feet below him, but the 
sound of traffic is difficult to 
discern. Then there is the 
wonderful absence of the 
noise, stink and vibration 
caused by an engine. 
G e n e r a l l y  t h e  only  
background noise is the 
sound of the wind rushing 
past (which, incidentally is 
just about the same as a 
bicycle coasting down a hill) 
and an occasion squeak of 
the glider. Hang gliding is 
the only form of aviation that 
does not hinder any sensory 
inputs. It is truly like being a 
bird.

The final similarity bet
ween birds and hang glider 
pilots is how they stay aloft. 
Soaring birds a re  un- 
disputedly the best pilots in 
the world. As far as human 
aviation is concerned, hang 
glider pilots are the best 
aviators in the world. There 
are several reasons for this 
bold statem ent. F irs t, 
whereas an airplane can 
(and usually does) simply 
power through small scale 
air disturbance and tur- 
bulance, a hang glider 
cannot. Because of a glider’s 
low flight speeds and light 
weight, a hang glider pilot 
can not simply ignore the 
small scale wind conditions 
like an airplane pilot can. 
Instead, the hang glider pilot 
must identify the type of 
disturbance and then decide 
whether or not to attempt to 
use it to his advantage, 
which brings up point 
number two. A hang glider 
pilot must have an intimate 
k n o w l e d g e  of
micrometereorology, his 
a i r c r a f t ’s f l ight  p e r 
formance characteristics, 
the effects of topography on 
airflow, and localized at
mospheric processes. Third, 
once the pilot makes a split 
second analysis of the 
disturbance, he must be able 
to continously fly precision 
maneuvers around, in and 
through these invisible

objects (i.e. thermals, sink, 
etc.) using only instinct and 
“feel.” Yes, this is as tricky 
as it sounds. The final reason 
that hang glider pilots are 
the best pilots in the world, is 
that they don’t have a 
choice. There are no second 
chances in a hang glider. If a 
pilot misjudges his altitude 
on final approach, there is 
not very much he can do 
about it. Usually the landing 
zone (L.Z.) is large enough 
so that this isn’t too much of 
a problem, but sometimes 
the field is very restricted 
and a mistake has dire 
consequences.

The solution to this 
problem is, of course, to get 
proper training, fly con
servatively and leave 
margin for error. Hang 
glider pilot training has 
come a long, long way since 
the days of jumping off cliffs 
with gliders made of bamboo 
and trash bags. That was 
almost 20 years ago. Today 
t h e re  is a nat ional  
organization, the United 
S ta t es  Hang Gliding 
Association (U.S.H.G.A.), 
that issues instructor and 
pilot proficiency ratings. 
The ai rcraf t  are the 
strongest in the sky (some 
having stress limits com
parable to fighter jets). All 
major equipment such as 
parr-hutes, harnesses, and 
helmets are tested, and 
gliders are certified ac
cording to guidelines set 
dow- by the Hang Glider 
Manufacturers Association 
(H.G.M.A.). The equipment 
is safer, more fun, and 
easier to fly than it has ever 
b ee n .  I n s t r u c t i o n a l  
techniques have also been 
dramatically improved 
since the days of trial and 
error. Today a good in
structor will teach a student 
how to fly — not how to 
crash. In short, hang gliding 
is no longer the crazy sport 
that it was years ago. For 
example, a large portion of 
the pilots in the Santa 
B a r b a r a  a r e a  a r e  
(See EYE, p.8A)
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Diving Double
Melissa Ayala 
Contributor

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to fall 
through the air without anything supporting your body? Well, 
I never had any urge to find out. I was fine on the ground. In 
fact, I was a little fearful of heights, not to mention always 
getting motion sickness in planes. So why have I made two 
skydives in the last year? The idea sort of grew on me.

I first encountered sport parachuting while working at a 
restaurant in the California City airport, located in the 
Mojave desert approximately 20 miles from Edwards AFB. 
Skydivers would come in every day and I would hear all 
kinds of stories. Two years later I began working at the 
parachute club and was thrown into the daily routine of the 
club and its members. I had to learn as much as I possibly 
could about every aspect of the business. For instance, the 
So. California Skydiving Club offers three different student 
programs and I had to know the details of all of them in order 
to give prospective students as much information as I could. 
There is more to skydiving than merely getting on a plane 
and jumping out. The club also offers flying lessons as well as 
catering to experienced skydivers. An experienced skydiver 
is one who is officially ‘off student status.’ Working there, I 
picked up their unique brand of skydiving lingo, the types of 
planes we operated, how to read altitude levels and wind 
directions, landing techniques, body positions, skydiving 
formations, etc. I learned about a variety of parachutes and 
all the accessories that are needed with them.

But did I want to actually go up and jump out? No! Because 
I was under 18,1 used the excuse that my dad wouldn’t give 
me permission to. After I turned 18,1 couldn’t use that excuse 
anymore so I just told the skydivers that I was a chicken. 
Then one morning in September 1987, I had this over
whelming urge to try it. I decided rather than making my 
first jump a solo one, I would make a tandem jump. This is 
the program where the passenger is connected to the in
structor by a dual harness in a sort of piggyback style. I was 
briefed on the equipment, body positions and landing

Melissa and instructor ready for the jump.

Life's a bitch 
and then you fly.

Flying lessons are a great way 
to get away from it all. And it's 
a lot more affordable than you 
probably think.

ABOVE ALL 
AVIATION

Santa Barbara Airport 
967-2116

The tandem parachuting position.
procedure. I then rode an aircraft called a Twin Otter up to 
12,500 feet and got ready to exit the plane. I was so excited by 
this time that I forgot all about being frightened. It didn’t 
even hit me until the exact second that I left the plane. The 
feeling is too hard to describe. It was unlike anything I have 
ever experienced before. Since there was nothing underneath 
me, I didn’t feel like I was falling. The feeling of air rushing 
past me was like sticking my head out of a car window, only 
faster. I even received a kiss pass from my friend, Cary, as 
we joined hands for a few seconds while free-falling. We free- 
fall for approximately 60 seconds, which is around 7,500 feet. 
At an altitude of 5,000 feet, I pulled the ripcord which 
released the parachute. Now we are what is termed ‘under 
canopy.’ It was a huge blue and yellow parachute which I 
could steer by pulling on a right or left toggle. I did wide turns 
and tight spirals and proceeded to safely land. The skydive 
was fantastic! I loved it. Everything about the jump was 
great and worth it. I received a certificate and my own 
logbook to record any future jumps I would make.

My second skydive was also a tandem with the, same in
structor, Bill Estes. It was planned in advance and if the 
weather permitted, I would jump on my 21st birthday last 
August.

The winds kept us grounded ‘till just before sunset, so it 
looked like my second jump would be a night dive also. With 
Bill’s approval, 12 other skydivers with a minimum of 200 
skydives each were to jump out with us. We were all to join 
hands together to form a 13-person round formation. I even

(See DIVING, p.8A)
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(Continued from p.7A) 
had the jump videotaped by 
our cameraman in order to 
have something to show my 
friends. Again we exited the 
Twin Otter at 12,500 feet, 
pulled at 5,000 feet and had a 
perfect stand-up landing. We 
didn’t complete the round, 
but each of us had a won
derful time. I got two kiss 
passes this time!

I plan on making my next 
jump solo through one of the 
other two programs offered. 
In the Static Line course, the 
student’s parachute is

connected to the plane by a 
cord which automatically 
pulls the parachute out when 
fully stretched. The student 
begins at an altitude of 3,000 
feet and progresses higher 
through each phase of the 
course. Two jumpmasters 
jump alongside the student 
from 12,500 feet in the Ac
celerated Freefall Program. 
The AFF program is more 
intense because it condenses 
the traditional Static Line 
course into several levels, 
each from 12,500 feet.

All in all, I would say that

skydiving is great and I can’t 
wait to do it again. It’s a 
great sport. It isn’t com
parable to anything else 
because it’s a sport in its 
own. Everything from the 
skydive to the club at
mosphere is unique. So for 
those of you who say you’ve 
always wanted to try 
skydiving, you should!

For more info call: So. 
California Skydiving Club. 
(619) 373-4659 or Melissa 685- 
9761.

Quicksilver
Stussy
Gotcha

Billabong
RipCurl
Oneil
Skates too...

967-7151
5752 Calle Real, Goleta

won out.
My jumpmaster met me 

after the jump, and sitting in 
the bar over a cold Foster’s, 
we talked about the jump. I 
knew I was hooked — I knew 
I would do a lot more of this. 
And I have. I’m saving up for 
my fourth rig right now, 
having made almost 70 sport 
skydives. The gear is ex
pensive, so are the jumps — 
but there are few things on 
the planet that can give you

train? Is three hours of 
driving time considered to 
be part of the lesson-day? 
How many students who 
have previously trained with 
the instructor are still 
flying? Get references! Talk 
to the students that are 
currently training with him. 
Go out to the training site 
and watch. For instance, the 
training hill located across 
from Arroyo Burro (a.k.a. 
Henry’s beach) is one of the 
best in the country. The 
instructor that runs it is one 
of, if not the best instructor 
in the world today. Go talk to

that feeling of freedom, the 
absolute ecstacy of flight.

Before leaving the 
Dropzone, I bought a T-shirt 
in the gear shop. It shows a 
skydiver in freefall, with the 
legend “Only-  birds know 
why skydivers sing.”

Anyone interested in 
skydiving can contact the 
United States Parachute 
Association for a list of 
USPA-aff ilia ted Dropzones.

him and his students while 
they are training. They love 
visitors and it is a great 
place for a picnic. Ask 
questions and keep your eyes 
open, and hopefully,  
someday, I will have the 
pleasure of flying with you — 
like a bird. Stay safe and 
good lift!

If you have any questions 
about hang gliding or would 
like to know more about 
local flying or training, 
messages can be forwarded 
to Eric through the Nexus.

ERIC JORGENSEN
S p o r t i g l i * *

Before you give any money 
to anybody, see what you get 
for the price of lessons. Is the 
instructor a USHGA rated 
instructor? Where does he
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□  Self Improvement
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SCUBA DIVING
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plane. He then tossed a small 
roll of foot-wide crepe paper 
out and watched it as the 
pilot circled the field. This 
was the wind-drift-indicator, 
weighted to fall at the same 
rate as a man under canopy. 
From this, the jumpmaster 
“spots” our landing area 
and tells us exactly where 
over the Dropzone to exit the 
aircraft.

The jumpmaster motioned 
to me to stand up. He hooked 
the long nylon belt called the 
static line from my con
tainer to a cable above the 
door of the plane, then 
shouted to me “Stand in the 
door!” He called for the pilot 
to cut the engine, then turned 
to me and shouted “Go!” I

looked at him and froze for a 
moment. Did this idiot 
realize that if I jumped out of 
the plane I would fall to my 
death? Did he really think I 
could just jump out of the 
plane? The next instant 
brought a hot wind in my 
face as I hit the propblast, 
and I was watching the plane 
fly away from me as I fell.

I didn’t fall for long — the 
static line had not only 
opened my container, but it 
had actually pulled my 
canopy from it, so that the 
next thing I knew, I was 
being jerked upright by the 
inflated canopy above my 
head. Looking up, I had an 
inexplicable desire to kiss 
that canopy.

The very next thing I

noticed was the silence. A 
breeze blew in my face, the 
sun was approaching the 
horizon, I could see the 
ocean so many miles away, 
and I was suspended above 
the earth a half mile, 
floating gently on the breeze. 
As they say in Switzerland, 
“The view is marvelous.”

Three minutes later, it was 
time to set up for a landing. 
Remembering the fellow

(Continued from p.6A) 
businessmen and women — 
there is a noticeable absence 
of crazy young men with a 
death wish.

So what does it really take 
to become a pilot? Desire. 
That’s all. Almost anyone

who had broken his wrist in 
the downwind landing 
earlier, I checked the wind
sock and aimed for the big 
plowed area of soft dirt. I

kept feet and knees together, 
kept my eyes on the horizon, 
and flared at the right in
stant. The next thing I knew 
I was trying to get to my 
feet, completely tangled in 
my suspension lines. My 
martial arts training had

can safely learn how to fly a 
hang glider. If you think you 
are interested in learning 
how to fly then check 
around; see what’s out 
there. Be aware though, the 
quality of instruction varies 
considerably between one 
instructor and the next.

Eye of the Hawk

Diving Double


