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♦ 3UHVLGHQW�5LFN�&DVWRU�FDOOHG�WKH�PHHWLQJ�WR�RUGHU�DW������SP�ZLWK����PHPEHUV�LQ�DWWHQ�GDQFH��7KH�PDLQ�RUGHU�RI�EXVLQHVV�ZDV�WKH�6KHULGDQ�+DUYHVW�0RRQ�)HVWLYDO��7KH�IHVWLYDO�LV�VFKHGXOHG�IRU�2FWREHU��WK�DQG��WK��7KH FOXE�KDV�UHVHUYHG�WZR����[����IRRW�ERRWKV��:H�ZLOO�GLVSOD\�DLUSODQHV��VKRZ�YLGHRV�DQG�JLYH�DZD\�FOXE�LQIRUPDWLRQ��)UHH�WR\�KHOLFRSWHUV�ZLWK�WKH�FOXE¶V�QDPH�DQG�ZHE�VLWH�ZLOO�EH�JLYHQ�DZD\�WRR��$�ERRWK�WLPH�VLJQ�XS�VKHHW�IRU�ERWK�GD\V�ZDV�SDVVHG�DURXQG�IRU YROXQWHHUV�
♦ $�QHZ�VWULQJ�WULPPHU�KDV�EHHQ�GRQDWHG�WR�WKH�FOXE��:H�RZH�D�ELJ�WKDQNV�WR�0DUN�.DSSDV�IRU�KLV�YHU\�JHQHURXV�FRQWULEXWLRQ��:H�KDYH�DOUHDG\�XVHG�LW�TXLWH�D�ELW�WR�NHHS�WKH�ILHOG�ZHOO�PDQLFXUHG��
♦ 3URSHUW\�ORVV�LQVXUDQFH�ZDV�GLVFXVVHG�DW�OHQJWK��,W�ZDV�QRWHG�WKDW�WKH�$0$�FRYHUDJH�LV�YHU\�OLPLWHG�DQG�GRHV�QRW�FRYHU�PDWHULDO�ORVV�RI�SURSHUW\��ILUH��WKHIW��HWF����0RVW�KRPH�RZQHU�LQVXUDQFH�SODQV�GR�QRW�FRYHU�DLUFUDIW��EXW�WR\V�XVXDOO\�DUH�FRYHUHG��6R�OLVW�\RXU�5�&�DLUSODQH�DVVHWV�DV�WR\V LI�\RX�ZDQW�WKHP�WR�EH�FRYHUHG��$0$�LQVXUDQFH�LV�D�VHFRQGDU\�SHUVRQDO�LQMXU\�OLDELOLW\�FRYHUDJH�DQG�LV�RQO\�DSSOLHG�DIWHU�DOO�RWKHU�LQVXUDQFH�FRYHUDJH�LV�H[KDXVWHG��
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Your 2003 Hamilton County R/C Fliers City-Wide Fun Fly Team



♦ &OXE�&DOHQGDU
⇒ 6HSWHPEHU������² )O\�,Q�IRU�'LDEHWHV�DW�,QG\�6RXWK�5�&�IO\LQJ�ILHOG�
⇒ 2FWREHU����² 6KHULGDQ¶V�+DUYHVW�0RRQ�)HVWLYDO��+DPLOWRQ�&RXQW\�5�&�)O\HUV¶�ERRWK�GLVSOD\�
⇒ 2FWREHU���² 5HJXODU�FOXE�PHHWLQJ�
⇒ 2FWREHU����² +DPLOWRQ�&RXQW\�5�&�)O\HU¶V�SLFQLF�
⇒ 2FWREHU����² )DOO�1LJKW�)O\�DQG�&DPS�RXW�
⇒ 1RYHPEHU�² 3RWHQWLDOO\�D�WDLO�JDWH�VZDS�PHHW�DW�WKH�FOXE�ILHOG��$Q\�LQWHUHVW"

♦ 7KH�IDOO�SLFQLF�ZLOO�EH�RQ�6XQGD\��2FWREHU���WK�ZLWK�OXQF K�DERXW���SP��3OHDVH�SODQ�WR�SLWFK�LQ�D�GLVK�RU�PXQFKLHV��7KH�FOXE�ZLOO�SURYLGH�JULOOHG�KDPEXUJHUV��GRJV��DQG�EXQV��%HIRUH�DQG�D IWHU�HDWLQJ�WKHUH�ZLOO�EH�ORWV�RI�RSHQ�IO\LQJ�WLPH�
♦ *HQH�UHSRUWV�WKDW�WKH�FOXE�WUHDVXU\�LV�VWLOO�VROYHQW�ZLWK����SDLG�PHPEHUV�VR IDU�IRU������
♦ $W�WKH�PHHWLQJ¶V�HQG�6WHYH�3HUFLILHOG�VKRZHG�VRPH�VSHFWDFXODU�KRPH�YLGHR�RI�VRPH�,0$$�DHUREDWLF�URXWLQHV�GRQH�WR�PXVLF��3UHWW\�FRRO�
♦ 5LFN�&DVWRU�GHPRQVWUDWHG�KLV�ODWHVW�QLJKW�IO\LQJ�6ORZ �6WLFN�VHW�XS�ZLWK�OLJKWV�RXW�LQ�WKH�SDUNLQJ�ORW��+H�I OHZ�LW�DURXQG�WKH�OLJKW�SROHV�DQG�FDUV�XQWLO�KH�UDQ�RXW�RI�HOHFWURQV��7KH�OLJKWV�ZRUNHG�YHU\�ZHOO��&RQWDFW�5LFN�IRU�GHWDLOV�LI�\RX¶UH�L Q�WHUHVWHG�

:LQQLQJ�5DIIOH�5HVXOWV�6FRWW�0LQHDUW²)XHO 5LFN�&DVWRU²&$�JOXH %RE�&RRN�² $OO�LQ�RQH�:UHQFK-HII�*ULPHV�² *ORZ�SOXJV���� 0\URQ�'HPDUHH�².QLIH�EODGHV 7HQW�5RHVFK�² &OHYLV�WRRO0DUN�6FKRILHOG�² 4XLFN�'ULOO�VHW� 'DYH�+DPPDFN ² ��:D\�ZUHQFK*HQH�.URGHO�² &$�JOXH��EUXVKHV

(GLWRU¶V�5HPLQGHU /HW�0DWW�RU�/DXULH�NQRZ�LI�\RX�KDYH�DQ\�QHZV��DUWLFOHV��SLFWXUHV��RU�IRU �VDOH�LWHPV�WR�SXW�LQ�WKH�FOXE�QHZVOHWWHU��8VH�WKH�DGGUHVV�RU�WKH�H�PDLO�DGGUHVVHV�RQ�WKH�ODVW�SDJH��1RWLI\�XV�E\�WKH���WK�RI�HDFK�PRQWK�

MEETING NEWS (continued)

Meeting Attendees
There were 15 attendees at the September meeting;

6HSWHPEHU������ 3DJH��

Rick Castor Dave Hammack Kirsten Percifield

Steve Castor Jeff Grimes Steve Percifield

Phil Compton Matt Kemp Jim Robison

Bob Cook Gene Krodel Trent Roesch

Myron Demaree Scott Mineart Mark Schofield



The day had arrived much too quickly. I’m off to meet for breakfast at 6 AM on a bright sunny Saturday morning with only 5 to 10 mph 
winds predicted. I thought “Great, it won’t be too breezy to fly my trusty Eagle”, a stable old trainer with a couple hundred flights logged. I 
felt comfortable with this old friend, more so than my twitchy 4-Star. I had done some very limited practice with both airplanes and felt 
that things happened a little too quickly with the 4-Star. So I decided that unless it was going to be real windy I would fly the humble old 
Eagle. 

A couple of our club veterans said it would be a great experience and had decided that our club needed to be represented in the annual 
City-Wide Fun Fly. It had been many years since any north-side club had entered this event and rumor had it that there weren’t any 
good fliers from the north. No pressure.

I had lots of reservations about participating in my first Fun Fly, especially a “City Wide” event. I thought to myself “I’m not a very com-
petitive person, and I’m really not good enough to fly against the rest of the city”! But it was scheduled months away. I figured a lot could 
happed between now and then, so when told I needed to do this, I went with the flow. I thought that either our club would have many 
more good fliers than needed, i.e. better than me, or we wouldn’t get enough. Either way I thought my chances of not having to compete 
were pretty good. 

Each team needs at least 5 club members. And five commitments are all we had. The day had come and I was resigned to the fact that I 
was actually going to have to show-up and fly in this thing. I couldn’t let my fellow club members down. They seemed really fired up and 
excited. I decided that I would just try to get through the day without embarrassing myself and bring my plane home in one piece. Why 
should I care if I did well, after all, I was kind-of drafted into participating. I don’t really recall being asked. Maybe I was, maybe it was a 
peer pressure thing.  

We knew ahead of time what the tasks were going to be: the bomb drop, stick-break, limbo, and a spot landing. They all look easy. The 
rules are simple: First, drop your bomb (typically a washer that you flip off a wire mounted to your airplane) into a bulls-eye painted onto 
the runway (no mechanical bomb releases allowed). Secondly, knock a styrofoam cup off a 3 foot balsa stick. Thirdly fly (limbo) under a
paper ribbon stretched between two poles, and lastly, spot land on the bulls-eye. Points are awarded for accuracy on the bomb drop and 
spot landing events (50 points max. for each). More points are also given for successfully flying under the paper ribbon and knocking the 
cup off the stick the first time (50 points each). Another attempt is allowed for these two tasks, but only half points given on the second 
try. The paper ribbon for the limbo can be set at either 3, 4, or 5 feet. The scoring is reduced for higher ribbon settings. At no time can 
your wheels touch the ground before landing. Ten extra bonus point are awarded if your engine remains running after landing.

We arrived fashionably late with a cool State Police escort at Terry Airport, home of the hosting West-side flying club. Sirens and lights 
going, everybody looking, we paraded in. After parking and unloading it was time to check-in. There’s a transmitter impound so that fre-
quency control is maintained. They give you a clothes-pin with your name and frequency number on it. When you want to fly, you give 
the guy in charge your clothes-pin, he gives you your transmitter and puts your pin on the frequency board. Only six transmitters (on dif-
ferent frequencies) are handed out at a time, and only four airplanes are supposed to be in the air at one time.

I put my airplane together and figured I better make a couple test passes to get a feel for this field and the approach. There was a light 
cross-wind to the runway, but when it came across the top of the nearby corn, it really swirled around at ground level. I made some 
really ugly landings trying to hit the bulls-eye and discovered that nobody was watching or cared. Everybody was pretty much doing their 
own thing. I should have stopped then but I decided to make a low pass at the limbo area. The approach looked pretty good but I should 
have stood closer to the limbo poles for a better perspective. I misjudged the distance and clipped the far pole. Some white stuff flew off 
as the old Eagle struggled onward for a short distance. Even though I pulled back all the way on the elevator, it set down hard and som-
ersaulted onto its top. When the coast was clear I walked over expecting to find a plastic wingtip cap gone, or something equally minor, 
but instead found that the whole right side of the horizontal tail was missing! What a mistake. I picked up the battered plane and the big 
pieces and walked back past the crowd. Who said this was going to be a “Fun” Fly?

I was disgusted and upset with myself for wrecking so close to show time. I had decided that was it. I had had enough of this kind of fun. 
I would pull out, go home and mow my yard or something. My team mates had other plans. No pulling out allowed and they wouldn’t 
take no for an answer! They hauled my old Eagle off  to perform field surgery back behind the fence. With little other choice I followed 
along to help. We ripped off the tattered covering and glued in the big hunks I had gathered.   As the CA glue flowed, popsicle sticks, 
extra bits of balsa, and packing tape were donated to the cause. There must have been five people working on the broken tail at one 
point. A NASCAR pit crew had nothing on us. In about ten minutes a semblance of a horizontal tail was back on the Eagle. It really didn’t 
look too bad.

I really wanted to see if this patch job would fly but when I asked for my transmitter from the impound I was told practice was over and 
that the pilots meeting was going to begin in ten minutes! I mumbled that it would have been nice to try out a major repair after my mis-
hap and they took pity. They gave me my transmitter and told me to make it quick. I hurriedly strapped the wing back on and tried to flip 
the engine over. I cut my finger on the prop because the engine was flooded from standing on it’s nose during the repair process. Thank-
fully someone brought me an electric starter which quickly got it going. The short test flight went much smoother that I expected. Just a 
touch of trim and it was flying as well as ever, maybe even better. As I landed I realized that everyone was waiting on me so we could 
have the pilots meeting!
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The organizers posted the flying order and I learned that they grouped our club together. That was good, we would all be on deck 
together. The actual flying was actually anticlimactic - I guess so much had happened so far that when it was my turn I felt almost 
relieved to get on with it. Bandaged and refueled (both me and the airplane), we were as ready as we ever would be. A fellow 
club member volunteered to “call” for me which proved to be a great help. My takeoff was smooth with my “bomb” attached. A 
nice close approach, just like practice the night before, a little dip at the right time, and my bomb should land right on target – but 
it didn’t! The ribbon on my bomb was too long and became stuck in the oil covering the airplane causing it to fall way too late. 
Zero points for the bomb drop. Next comes the stick-break. It looks easy. Another good approach, but too low and my wheels 
touched the runway. On my second attempt I missed the stick by a foot. It ain’t that easy after all – Zero points for the stick-break. 
Now the dreaded limbo. Another good approach but my caller says “You’re too far out, come in toward you”. So after some rudder 
jockeying I managed to get it a couple feet closer, the wheels just brushing the grass as the airplane goes under the ribbon. 
Beautiful! But wait, they say I have to do it again since my wheels touched down! I’m in no position to argue, I’m still flying my air-
plane. Determined not to get skunked I lined up and did it again! Almost a carbon copy of my first limbo pass, my coach even had
to tell me to get it in closer again, but this time the wheels were at least six inches off the ground as the airplane flew under the 
ribbon. At least I have some points now. The spot landing was last. The wind cooperated by calming down just as the old Eagle 
touched down beautifully without a bounce just barely off the center of the bulls-eye. Almost maximum landing points as I heard 
some of my friends cheer. As the Eagle coasted down the runway it ran off the end and stalled in the tall grass. I learned later 
they took away my engine-running 10 bonus points for that! Overall not a bad result for my first try. 

Because more participants entered than the organizers had anticipated only one round was allowed. Typically a second round is 
flown in a fun-fly like this. But with roughly 50 entrants it would have taken too much time to fly two rounds. I was actually disap-
pointed! I surprised myself by really wanting another crack at it. All five of us expressed the same thoughts – with more practice 
and some better bomb-drop techniques we will really show ‘em next year. 

I found that a Fun Fly is not so much a competition, but a non-threatening friendly rivalry and mostly a social event. It’s a chance 
to meet all kinds of fellow R/C pilots and to strengthen existing friendships. Sounds corny, but it works without even trying. Give it 
a shot—you won’t be sorry!
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