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The saloon bar doors swung wide open, and shafts of light burst
around the dark silhouette of a man, causing the astonished
afternoon drinkers to blink and squint. ‘Briefing’ he bellowed in a
strange west country accent, adding yet more mystery to this
figure. Then his head turned, allowing his features to become
visible in the warm sun; a pasty, freckled face with a ginger
beard. The man, Steve Ham, the place, Piedrahita, the
competition, his.

dare brave the searing temperatures, sandstorms and marauding
highwaymen that frequent the roads of the Madrid high plains, far
from any cooling oceans. But once here, no-one finds it easy to
leave. Classic textbook flying is contrasted by a wild town, where
the beers are icy, the women temperamental and the nightlife hot.
For one Englishman, coming from a country where it rains
300 days a year, it was all too much. Steve Ham had heard the
rumours of huge thermals and gliding over golden landscanes ir

summer’s morning in 1991, he packed his bags and left his
home-town of Bristol, England. He arrived in Spain to indeed
find paradise, and quickly set a new European record of 162
km from Piedrahita. Back in that day, few then used Pena
Negra as a launch, just the seldom hang glider took off from
the road, and most pilots still journeyed to Arcones for their
XG epics. But that was just the beginning of Steve’s
experience of Spain, for soon after he was seduced by a lac:
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