Flying High

It was just a pleasant evening’s drive; sunshine, beautiful countryside, peace and quiet. The sort of evening when you think you’ve got all the things you need and that (for the moment anyway) things couldn’t be bettered…..and then you saw them. High above the Bowland Fells near to Chipping in Lancashire they soared, free as a bird …..Gliders. Without realising it I had driven up the small country lane that led to the airfield of the Gliding club and there was quite a lot going on, both on the ground and in the air. As I watched an aircraft was being launched, pulled along faster and faster until lift from its wings overcame the drag of friction and up it went, rising steeply into the still air. Rapidly it rose until the required height was attained, and then the tow-line was released and fell to earth slowed by a small drogue parachute. The glider continued on, soaring majestically now over the fells, joining the other gliders in their circuits and swoops.

Glancing toward the landing field I could see past it all the way to the sea, with the water glittering in the evening sun – how much more, I wondered, could the pilots and their passengers see, and how much more would they enjoy it?

I watched for a while, then made mindful of the time slipping away and the evening sun falling slowly I made my way homeward. I didn’t think I had it all any more – I would have added a glider flight that evening – but I didn’t begrudge the pilots their pleasure. And a few lines of poetry came to my mind ……
Oh I have slipped the surly bonds of earth

And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings;

Sunward I’ve climbed and joined the tumbling mirth

Of sun-split clouds – and done a hundred things

You have not dreamed of………..
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