pain standing on concrete floors in an
all-male environment if this was followed
by a delicious dinner in an open-air 4-star
restaurant on the streets of Trier. Fine wine,
gentle breezes, flower boxes on every
window, children playing in a small city
park across the street. Yes, | could do this.
So my conditions were set — excellent food,
fine wine, luxurious hotels, ancient history,
and perhaps some shopping for things you
can’t get anywhere near Portmoak.

On approach into Frankfurt’s Hahn
Airport, | was struck by the thought that it
was probably an ex-World War Two airfield,
much like those near Portmoak. | felt slightly
disturbed as we left, wondering how many
young men drove on these very roads 60 or
more years ago to jump into airplanes that
bombed Scotland, and how many are now
lying at the bottom of the Channel or the
North Sea. | shook off the discomfort and
tried to enjoy the countryside during our
two-hour drive. As we approached Lange’s
factory at Zweibrucken Airport (complete
with more WW?2 Nissen huts) the same
uncomfortable feeling — of closeness to past
conflicts — surfaced. Another irony was that
we left Scotland as the G8 summit was start-
ing at Gleneagles; | hoped politicians would
work to avoid asking young men to kill each
other in beautiful places like this. Of course,
the whole reason we went to Germany
during G8 was that airspace restrictions
were getting in the way of gliding and John
knew he wouldn’t get “the big flight” in. |
feel big relief when we have a few days in a
row that are obviously not “the flying day of
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smell of the greasy old hangar/factory would
not ruin any favourite clothing.

We pulled up outside a modern new
building. Nice, but perhaps a bit too slick to
be friendly. We walked in the front door and
saw that the security door to the inner rooms
was propped open with a wedge of wood.
OK, so people are relaxed here — trusting,
even. | started to LIKE this place. No nasty
smells, clean floors, fresh air and lots of
light. It might not be as bad as | expected.

We were met and welcomed by Ola Roer
Thorsen. First glance put his age at about 16,
but I quickly realised that he was in his 20s,
even if he still had an “aw, shucks” face and
demeanour. Ola was wearing a blue t-shirt
and khaki cotton pants, and interacted with
us in the same casual way pilots meet pilots
on airfields. We walked from the office
building to the factory. Imagine my surprise
when | opened the door into a large, airy
and bright room filled with large pieces of
aircraft, wing moulds, all sorts of cutting
machines, and relaxed (mostly) young men
in t-shirts and jeans going about their work.
They were friendly and openly smiling at
me! It was very clear that they were enjoying
their work. In fact, it was starting to look as
though everyone liked working here. | began
to wonder who it was that created this work
environment. Why was everyone so happy?
Why was Ola so relaxed and able to be him-
self instead of trying to impress us? Why did
the finish guys touch the partly constructed
sailplanes with what was almost tenderness?
What's going on? This felt more like an
artist’s studio than a factory.

experience of giving birth to these aircraft
resulted in a more reliable, enjoyable glider.

As we stood looking at the crumple-able
nose cone a pleasant-looking man came
over and shook our hands and said hello.
He didn’t seem to speak English so | just
smiled and nodded, as you do.

Ola took us to where our test aircraft was
being rigged. The view was stunning — a
big-sky perspective of cumulus clouds with
slightly greying bottoms, just the kind John
likes (actually I like them tightly rounded
and pink - J). As Ola and John were putting
the final wing on the plane, | took one look
at the size and weight of it and realised that,
should we take one of these beauties home,
there was no way | was going to be able to
lift that and hold it steady as John positioned
it. Then the counter-balanced rigging device
emerged (comes as standard equipment) — it
somehow twists and turns through every axis
in an almost effortless way. This device was
my friend! Even | could manage that.

We drove to lunch with the same pleasant
man we had met in the factory. Ola walked
us into the cafeteria-style eatery and we sat
at a booth with schnitzel and fleischplanzl.
The place was chosen because “it has
decent food at sensible prices”. Again, |
liked the style. The pleasant man smiled and
listened as we exchanged questions
and answers about Antares and gliding in
the UK and Germany. | didn’t realise until
later that he was the owner/founder, Axel
Lange. Okay, so | have a preference for the
non-fussy and an aversion for people who
try to charm me with extravagancies but
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