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Dieses Buch behandelt die begrifflichen und sachlichen Grundlagen der Flugnavigation sowie
die mathematisch-geometrischen Zusammenhänge mit zahlreichen Berechnungsbeispielen.
Wegen des engen Bezugs zur Kartographie, welche die benötigten raum- und sachbezogenen
Informationen für die thematischen Karten und Navigationsdatenbanken bereitstellt, sind die
theoretischen Aspekte sowie der praktische Gebrauch und die Interpretation moderner
Navigationskarten inhaltlicher Schwerpunkt.Weiterer Schwerpunkt ist die leistungsbasierte
Navigation, wie diese in der heutigen Luftfahrtpraxis mithilfe integrierter bordseitiger
Navigationssysteme in Verbindung mit den Ab- und Anflugverfahren realisiert wird. Hierbei
werden Funk-, Trägheits- und Satellitennavigation kombiniert. Mithin widmet sich dieses Buch
den Letzteren in einer angemessenen Detailtiefe sowie der Architektur der Bordsysteme am
Beispiel der weltweit verbreiteten Airbus A320-Flugzeugfamilie. Des Weiteren werden relevante
Aspekte der Flugsicherung einbezogen.Zielgruppe sind alljene, die ihre Ausbildung zum Piloten
oder Fluglotsen mit einem Studium im Bereich der Luftfahrt kombinieren, Verfahrensplanende
bei der Flugsicherung, Studierende des Verkehrsingenieurwesens oder der Geowissenschaften
und alle, die sich für Navigationskarten und -systeme sowie die damit verbundenen aktuellen
Technologien begeistern.Die vorliegende zweite Auflage ist gleichermaßen geeignet für
Neueinsteiger und Fortgeschrittene, die Praxisbeispiele verhelfen zum „Ankommen".Zahlreiche
hochwertige Abbildungen fördern die Anschaulichkeit, großer Wert wird auf
Allgemeinverständlichkeit gelegt bei dennoch mathematischer Fundierung.Das Buchkonzept mit
dem Schwerpunkt auf aktueller Thematik bindet die traditionellen Navigationssysteme jedoch
soweit ein, dass die Leserinnen und Leser Kenntnisse erwerben, welche ihnen dazu verhelfen,
oben genannte Systeme als alleinige Navigationsmittel anwenden zu können.Auch werden die
vom Luftfahrtbundesamt für die Ausbildung zum Verkehrsflugzeugführer im Fach Navigation
geforderten Inhalte im Wesentlichen abgedeckt.
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Times*Books More People Should Read —AV Club"There is fertile territory between the terror
[Notes from an Apocalypse] articulates and the faltering, yet still revolving, world in which we
suddenly live. Its success is also testament to its author’s literary flair, psychological acuity, and
evergreen eschatological meditations. Which is to say: It is smart, funny, irreverent, and
philosophically rich."—Wall Street Journal"A fitting travelogue for our stationary
moment...O’Connell’s 'future-dread' haltingly yields to faith in humanity’s resilience,
resourcefulness, and capacity for cooperation."—New Yorker“Extraordinarily good—insightful,



affecting, funny, and appropriately terrifying. The perfect handbook for the end times. Mark
O’Connell is a truly brilliant writer and Notes from an Apocalypse could hardly be more incisive,
or more timely.” —Sally Rooney, author of Normal People and Conversations with
Friends“Anyone with open eyes lives today bound by apocalyptic fears for the future and the
maddening same-ness that defines the present day. Notes from an Apocalypse is a penetrating
investigation into that new uncanny, which shapes both our collective indifference and our
climate rage.”—David Wallace-Wells, author ofThe Uninhabitable Earth“Notes From an
Apocalypse is such a fantastic book. It's harrowing, tender-hearted and funny as hell. O'Connell
proves himself to be a genius guide through all the circles of imagined and anticipated doom.
Read it, then immediately buy a copy for your ‘but what's the worst that could happen?’ friend.”—
Jenny Offill, author of Weather and Dept of Speculation"Brilliant...O’Connell excels at portraying
the colorful characters who shine on an apocalyptic stage."—Los Angeles Review of Books“A
gonzo travelogue meets philosophical meditation on the impermanence of human life in the age
of climate decline…Deeply funny and life-affirming, with a warm, generous outlook even on the
most challenging of subjects.”—Esquire"In a chain of charming, anxious, and tender essays,
O'Connell examines his own apocalyptic frame of mind…Notes from An Apocalypse is a
reminder to ask what else we can be—and for whom—in the meantime."—NPR“[A] poet
laureate of human frailty, quixoticism, and creativity as they manifest in the technologic age.” —
The Millions"Smart and surprisingly fun...A thoughtful reflection on why we prepare for the end
of everything."—GQ“O’Connell’s prose is lucid and elegant [and] for a book on anxiety,
apocalypse, and death, it’s very funny…. O’Connell’s personal conclusion, orbiting the purpose
he finds in love for his wife and young children, is deeply moving.”—Volume 1 Brooklyn"A timely
tour of preparing for the worst...Notes From an Apocalypse isn’t meant to be a response to any
particular event; it’s an exploration of a sensibility...A funny, self-deprecating inquiry into
[O'Connell's] own complicity."—The New York Times“O’Connell’s book reaffirms something that
feels endangered—it’s still worthwhile to reject nihilism and turn toward joy.”—Wired"An eerily
prescient mix of confession, political critique, meditation and comic monologue on living in the
face of death... In this reflective, hilarious and disturbing page-turner, O’Connell makes a
compelling case that connecting with nature and each other is the best way to calm our
apocalyptic dread—and it might even increase our prospects of avoiding the worst."—
Nature“O’Connell is a wry and skeptical stand-in for the reader. There is a comfort in his prose.
You get the sense this writer is taking time to order his experience, to bring coherence to his
anxieties—and, by extension, to some of mine.”—Boston Globe“Life-affirming…A contribution to
the doom-and-gloom genre that might actually cheer you up.”—Kirkus"O'Connell is not only a
sharp observer but a master at parsing the various subtexts underneath the surface rhetoric of
these apocalyptic movements. This witty, profound, and beautifully told story will appeal to
doomsday worriers and nonworriers alike."—Library Journal (starred review)“Relatable, often
funny, and ultimately hopeful…A more-than-companionable guide, O'Connell sets out to
understand how we live under constant threat of climate change and political terror, and finds



that the answer is, more or less, we do.”—Booklist“A fascinating insight into a species obsessed
with its own demise—and into the ways humankind is trying to confront the hard-to-bear reality
of climate change…Oddly uplifting.”—The Economist“Delightful…A wryly amusing tour of the
end of the world.”—Financial Times“A wise meditation on social collapse and those preoccupied
with the thought of it…The book is full of wry humor, and O’Connell is an earnest, self-effacing
narrator.” —Washington Independent Review of Books“O’Connell’s tender, amused evocation of
father love is one of the best things about the book and a vivid reminder of how high the stakes
are...Imagine a cross between Bill Bryson and David Foster Wallace.”—The Times (UK)“The
brilliance of this book lies in the analysis. O’Connell is bitingly clever...[But] the best parts of the
book are the personal ones...This is ultimately, surprisingly, a hopeful book...It is brilliantly
done.” —Sunday Times (UK)“It can’t be overstated what witty, thoughtful company O’Connell is
when exploring these peculiarly 21st-century dilemmas.“—Daily Mail (UK)"A book that’s fretful,
wise, and funny, and often all three in the space of a paragraph…[O’Connell] is doing good work
in difficult times. He offers us hope as well as black humour."—Daily Telegraph (Ireland)"One
hell of a funny book. A beautiful writer with a keenly honed sense of self-deprecation and the
absurd, the tangents he wanders off on are just as fascinating as the subjects he meets…A
must-read."—Irish Independent (Ireland)"Mark O'Connell's voice is funny, charming, and
humane, even as he contemplates the grimmest outcomes of the 21st century climate
catastrophe. Notes from an Apocalypse is funny and endlessly thought-provoking, like Dante's
Inferno, if Hell was full of libertarian Tech bros, YouTube survivalists and guys who are really into
extreme camping."—Colin Barrett, author of Young SkinsAbout the AuthorMARK O'CONNELL is
the author of To Be a Machine, which was awarded the 2019 Rooney Prize for Irish Literature
and the 2018 Wellcome Book Prize and short-listed for the Baillie Gifford Prize for Non-Fiction.
He is a contributor to The New York Times Magazine, Slate, and The Guardian. He lives in
Dublin with his family. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Excerpt. ©
Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.1 Tribulations It was the end of the world, and I was
sitting on the couch watching cartoons with my son. It was late afternoon, and he was sprawled
across my lap, looking at a show about a small Russian peasant girl and the comic scrapes she
gets embroiled in with her long--suffering bear companion. I was holding my phone over his
head, scrolling downward through my Twitter feed. The bear and the girl were involved in some
kind of fishing--based slapstick escapade, in which the bear was doing a lot of stumbling about
and falling over. My son was giggling happily at this, turning his face periodically upward to
ensure that I was aware of the amusing pratfalls unfolding on our television screen. On the
smaller screen of my phone, I came across an embedded YouTube video on which, precisely
because its accompanying text advertised it as “soul--crushing” and “heart--wrenching,” I clicked
without hesitation. As my son watched his cartoon, I held my phone above his line of vision and
watched an emaciated polar bear dragging itself across a rocky terrain, falling to its knees and
struggling to lift itself again, hauling its tufted carcass onward toward a cluster of rusting metal
barrels half filled with trash, from which it eventually managed to paw out what looked like a



knuckle of raw bone, more or less totally devoid of meat. The animal was a pathetic sight;
because of the wasting effects of malnutrition, it looked more like a gargantuan stoat or weasel
than a polar bear. As it slowly chewed whatever it was that it had managed to scavenge from the
trash, its eyes half closed in deep and terminal fatigue, a white tide of saliva frothed slowly from
its mouth, while over this footage a cello played a slow and mournful glissando. I turned down
the sound on my phone so as not to attract my son’s attention, his inexorable questions. He was
three then, and our relationship in those days took the form of an endless interrogation. A text at
the bottom of the screen explained that the footage was shot near an abandoned Inuit village in
the northern Canadian tundra, where the bear had strayed in search of food, the population of
seals, its usual food source, having been drastically diminished by the effects of climate
change. My soul remained uncrushed, my heart more or less unwrenched. I felt instead a
creeping disgust at the footage itself, at the manner of its presentation—-the lachrymose music,
the stately pace of the editing—-which seemed designed to elicit in me a recognition of my own
contribution to this terrible situation, together with a virtuous and perhaps even redemptive
swelling of sorrow, of noble sadness at the ecological destruction in which I myself was playing a
role. It occurred to me then that the disgust I felt was the symptom of a kind of moral vertigo,
resulting from the fact that the very technology that allowed me to witness the final pathetic
tribulations of this emaciated beast was in fact a cause of the animal’s suffering in the first place.
The various rare--earth minerals that were mined for the phone’s components in places whose
names I would never be required to learn; the fuels consumed in the course of its construction,
its shipping halfway across the world, its charging with electrical current on a daily basis: it was
for the sake of all this, and in my name, that the bear was starving and dragging itself across the
rocky ground. The slapstick capering of the cartoon bear my son was watching on the television
screen and, above his head, the awful distress of the real bear on the smaller screen: the absurd
juxtaposition of these images, simultaneously summoned from the ether and vying for attention,
generated a strange emotional charge, a surge of shame and sadness at the world my son
would be forced to live in, a shame and sadness that I in turn was passing on to him. It seemed
to me that I was being confronted with an impossible problem: the problem of reconciling the
images on these two screens, or at least of living with the fact of their irreconcilability. The bears
in his world were always hanging out with kids and having adventures, living in cabins, enduring
comic mishaps, coming good in the end. The bears in mine were all rummaging in bins and
starving to death. I wanted him to live in that first world, that good world, as long as possible, but
I knew that soon enough he would have to leave it and live in the future. And it was not obvious
to me how a person was supposed to raise children, to live and work with a sense of meaning
and purpose, in the quickening shadow of that future. It didn’t take much, in those days, to set
me off on a path toward the end of the world. There were frequent opportunities to indulge my
tendency toward the eschatological. Cartoons, viral videos, radio news bulletins, uneasy
exchanges with neighbors about how it never used to be this warm in February. So many things
felt like a flashback sequence in the first act of a postapocalyptic movie, like we were living right



before the events of the main timeline kicked in. I knew that this kind of thinking was as old as
human civilization itself, that imagining the apocalypse was immemorially a response to times of
rapid change and uncertainty. This recognition made it no less oppressive, no less real. What did
I feel when I thought about my son and his future? I felt a kind of abstract but all--consuming
melancholy. My love for him felt like an insoluble moral problem. The smart money seemed to be
on apocalypse, but as a parent I felt I had some kind of moral duty to be deluded about the
future, to avert my gaze from the horizon. I was by no means living up to this duty. We are alive in
a time of worst--case scenarios. The world we have inherited seems exhausted, destined for an
absolute and final unraveling. Look: there are fascists in the streets, and in the palaces. Look: the
weather has gone uncanny, volatile, malevolent. The wealth and power of nominal democracies
is increasingly concentrated in the hands of smaller and more heedless minorities, while life
becomes more precarious for ever larger numbers of people. The old alliances, the postwar
dispensations, are lately subject to a dire subsidence. The elaborate stage settings of global
politics, the drawing rooms and chandeliers, are being dismantled, disappearing off into the
wings, laying bare the crude machinery of capital. The last remaining truth is the supreme fiction
of money, and we are up to our necks in a rising sludge of decomposing facts. For those who
wish to read them, and for those who do not, the cryptic but insistent signs of apocalypse are all
around. Another browser window, another omen of the end. A UN report detailing how one
million species are at risk of imminent extinction. An image of a waterfall cascading into the
Arctic from the sheer cliff face of a melting glacier. The proliferation of antibiotic--resistant
diseases. And all of it subject to the great flattening effect of the online discourse. Listen. Attune
your ear to the general discord, and you will hear the cracking of the ice caps, the rising of the
waters, the sinister whisper of the near future. Is it not a terrible time to be having children, and
therefore, in the end, to be alive? This question is not a rhetorical one. I myself go back and forth
on it, obsessively, helplessly, talking myself in and out of different kinds of answers. And if it is
now a terrible time to be alive and having children, you have to ask when, in the scheme of
things, it was ever a good one. Having children is the most natural thing in the world, and at the
same time among the most morally fraught. During the time I am talking about here, I was
consumed—-pointlessly, morbidly consumed—-by the question of whether having brought a
human being into the world was a terrible ethical blunder, given what seemed to lie ahead. The
last thing the world needed, after all, was more people in it, and the last thing any hitherto
nonexistent person needed was to be in the world. It was of course a little late in the day now, the
deed being well and truly done, to be giving serious attention to these fundamental questions,
but then again it was precisely the day’s lateness that brought the questions themselves into
absolute focus. Because the first thing to be said about becoming a parent, whether it happens
by choice or by chance, is that it is one of only very few events in life that are entirely irreversible.
Once you’re in, existentially speaking, you’re in. And so the real question, the only question—-
given what the world is, how dark and uncertain its future—-is that of how to proceed. How are
we supposed to live, given the distinct possibility that our species, our civilization, might already



be doomed? Should we just ignore the end of the world? Again, the question is not wholly ironic:
on a personal level, I’m open to the suggestion that such a response—-by which I mean no
response at all—-might well be the sanest one, given the situation. It’s certainly the easiest
response, and therefore by some distance the most tempting. The problem, our problem as a
culture—-which, I may as well admit, neatly dovetails with my problem as a writer, and to some
hopefully limited extent yours as a reader—-is one of boredom.--This text refers to an alternate
kindle_edition edition.Read more

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/mvmbz/Flugnavigation-Grundlagen-Mathematik-Kartenkunde-leistungsbasierte-Navigation-De-Gruyter-STEM-German-Edition


The book by Mark O'Connell has a rating of  5 out of 4.1. 265 people have provided feedback.

 Cover Beginning



Language: German
File size: 22042 KB
Text-to-Speech: Not enabled
Enhanced typesetting: Not Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Not Enabled
Print length: 269 pages
Lending: Not Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/d

