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  THE  

SNAKE 

RIVER 

We rotate between the ISU hanger at 

Pocatello Airport and Aeromark at Idaho 

Falls Airport on the 3rd Saturday of the 

month at 6pm from September through 

May. No meetings during June, July, or 

August -  but we do have fun activities going 

on...so check out our schedule!  

President: Natalie Bergevin (H)        684 - 3411     

            Natalie Bergevin (C)             681 - 1411    

V. President: Del Ray Miles  782 - 1155                                        

Secretary: Brad Fell  522 - 6443  

Treasurer: John Bakken            238 - 0754  

Newsletter Ed.: Carol Strong      529 - 1608  

Librarian: Paul Tremblay            522 - 9930  

Young Eagles Coordinator:  

Dale Cresap  

529 - 0377  

Correspondence: Ellie Wolper  221 - 6284  

Web Master: Tom Strong  529 - 1608  

Web Master:  Harold Mothersill   524 - 6204  

Sport Pilot Liaison: Jim Baker  357 - 2437  

Chapter Website:  

http://www.eaa407.org  

 

Who We Are:  

 Where We Meet:  

 

March 2009 Meeting was Saturday, March 21, 2009 in Pocatello @ 

the ISU Maintenance Hangar. Started at 6 PM.  

Refreshments were available.  

Mr. Gary Wickland from the NOAA Weather Office  

gave a fantastic evening course on  

òWEATHER CONDITIONS 101ó  
It covered topics like: What can you live with and what should you 

avoid in VFR and can you stay in VFR.  Slides of clouds and weather. 

Pamphlets were available at the meeting also.  

UPCOMING EVENTS & 1ST SATURDAY BREAKFASTS (or lunch!)  
 

April 4th :  Come fly/drive up to Alpine for a terrific 

lunch at the Belloõs Italian Grille. Alpine is located 

at the east end of Palisade Reservoir approximately 

50 miles from Rigby, IF, or Blackfoot. Nice paved 

runway, Tie - downs (bring own rope), fuel for $3.75/

gal, and a 15 minute walk to the restaurant.  Meet at the Alpine Airport by 

11:00 AM. (drivers meet there also). Identifier is 46U. Runway is 5,800 

feet. Elevation: 5,600 ft.  

May 2nd :  Here we come Jackpot!  ò...the best breakfast buffet you will 

ever seeó.  It is about a 5 minute walk from the airport right in town.  Meet 

at the Jackpot Airport by 9:30AM and come hungry! This is always a treat.  

 Identifier is 06U. Runway is 6,200 feet. Elevation: 5,200 ft.  
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     COUNTDOWN  TO     

        OSHKOSH  IS         

  127 DAYS & 10 HOURS  

   

   ENTERTAINMENT THIS       

       YEAR IS BY THE  

     DOOBIE BROTHERS & 
JEFF DUNHAM  

(contõd) : 

June 19th - 20th :  This is a marvelous 

trip up to West Fork, Montana (5 

miles SW of Conner, Montana near 

Hamilton). Friday evening dinner and 

Saturday morning breakfast is avail-

able in their superb restaurant! If 

youõre planning on staying in a cabin, 

the lodge, or RV site, please call Tex 

Irwin for reservations @ 406 - 821 -

1853. Tenters, you can just show up! 

This is a òpopular destinationó so res-

ervations need to be made as soon as 

possible. Identifier is 4U7. Runway is 

2,600 X 65 feet & turf/gravel in good 

shape. 100LL available.  Elevation is 

4,200 ft. Its 193 air miles from 

Id.Falls. Call Larry Hobbs 523 - 9597  

http://www.westforklodge.com.   

 
 

     Tenting & RV Camping Area  

View of Runway & Fueling Up Planes  

View of Main Lodge & the Cabins  

 

  GROUND SCHOOL  

 BEING TAUGHT BY  

 OUR CHAPTER  

 MEMBER òJIM WOLPERó 
 

I'd also like to announce that I will 

be teaching an IFR ground school 

through Av - Center in Pocatello, 

starting March 31 and going 8 con-

secutive Tuesday nights.  I doubt 

that the Av - Center will give our 

members a discount, but some 

might be interested.  The cost is 

$140, complete (I'll be using FREE 

FAA textbooks).   

 

   ...hey, you wanna fly in the  

    clouds? Here is your chance!!  

Outdoor 

showers and 

bathrooms on 

site  
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FORECLOSED  BY 

JIM WOLPER  

 

Southeast Idaho has been 

spared the worst of the 

housing crisis,but not 

spared completely.  Recently, we re-

alized that the neighbors' dogs had 

stopped making a mess of our yard. 

Then we realized that the house was 

dark all evening. Then we noticed that 

their trailer and pickup were gone.  

Had they moved?  Why was there no 

"for sale" sign? I investigated: They 

had lost the house to foreclosure.  

 

I hope your situation is better, but 

admit it: You're flying less, aren't 

you? It's time to think about how 

we're going to keep our flying sharp.  

Here are some suggestions that I 

know work, but they require some dis-

cipline.  

 

Many years ago, I was a new assis-

tant professor with a wife still in  

graduate school. My salary was low 

and the expense of supporting two 

households was high, so money was 

tight! There was certainly no way that 

I could continue to put in the number 

of hours that I was used to.  

 

I figured that with a little luck I 

might get to do one or two longer  

cross- countries each year.  I decided 

to focus on currency and proficiency.  

So, once a month I found a pilot-

friend to act as safety pilot while I 

practiced instrument work.  Then I 

returned the favor, logging a little 

second- in- command time while watch-

ing for other airplanes.    

 

I learned a lot watching others fly.  

One big lesson for me was watching 

my friend, under the hood, unfold a 

chart so that it covered the panel.  

With the gyros hidden we went into a 

spiral. From then on I always unfold 

the chart on my lap.  

 

Every couple of months I took an eve-

ning for night proficiency, a short 

cross- country and at least three full 

stop landings.  

 

So far, I had flown 15 hours in a 

year, but I was always legal to take 

advantage of any flight opportunity 

that came along.  When I was invited 

to talk at another university, I filed 

IFR and flew there.  A few times, I 

flew to another university 100 miles 

away to browse journals that weren't 

in my local library.  That was tax -

deductible flying, to boot!  

 

As a private pilot, paid flying was out 

of the question, but I had a standard 

offer to my friends: I'll take you fly-

ing if you buy me a nice dinner.  So, 

Tony and Wanda and Dean and Dave  

and Kendall and Buzz and others took 

me out to dinner after fun sightseeing  

flights.  I paid for the flights, but 

the budget wasn't so stretched be-

cause they paid for dinner.  

 

I spent a sabbatical year in Canada, 

and while I had a little more stretch  

in the budget, money was tight again. 

I got a temporary Canadian private  

pilot license, and most of my flying 

was touch - and- goes (oops,  

I mean circuits) in a Cessna 152.  The 

system there is a little different, and 

flying by different rules added to my 

understanding of our rules. And it was 

fun. The worst part was the callsigns: 

(try saying India - Oscar - Sierra six 

times, fast). I did a little instrument 

proficiency, too, but in the whole year   
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If you have never seen it, this is Lake Sevier.  Some-

where out there is Errolôs plane in the mud !! 

Plane in mud.  Mud on people 

I made two cross - country flights.  

 

But I did something almost as good. A 

local group, the Canadian Harvard  

Aircraft Association, had access to 

four Harvards (the RCAF version of 

the T - 6 and SNJ trainers), and of-

fered a ground school at a nominal 

fee. There were some silly visa is-

sues, but once those were taken care 

of, I made my way to CHAA's han-

gars once or twice a week either for 

ground school, or to unscrew inspec-

tion plates and clean parts or the like 

while the engineers gave the airplanes 

their annual inspection. I met some 

wonderful people and learned a lot 

about airplanes and flying, and even 

got a little stick time in at Harvard.  

 

So, how can we stay sharp?  If you 

are flying less, you need to make it 

count more. Trade instrument time 

with a friend.  Stay night current.  

Be ready for any opportunity that 

comes your way.  But do more than 

just bore holes in the sky.  

 

Enroll in a ground school of some kind; 

it almost doesn't matter which one.  

If you are instrument rated, or 

want to be someday, an IFR ground 

school will keep your mind sharp, and 

there's always plenty to learn about 

the rapidly  changing world of IFR 

flight. A commercial pilot ground 

school will have something new for 

everyone; you'll learn about aerody-

namics and navigation and regulations 

in more depth. A private pilot ground 

school will reinforce what you al-

ready know. Plus, you'll get to hang 

out with pilots. Sounds like fun!  

                     ....Jim  

òWhat You Can Do With A Pulsar 

(With some help from above)ó 

by Austin Moses  

 

òClear prop!ó was the yell 

heard at 6:35 am on 

Wednesday, October 1, 

2008.  The place was in 

front of my hangar at 

Blackfoot, Idaho and the hour meter 

(Hobbs) on Pulsar XP N460GM read 

726.4.  The plane was packed with 

luggage, tools, food and emergency 

equipment.  Darkness still prevailed at 

Blackfoot and the landing light was 

needed to guide the plane to runway 

19 for the eastbound flight.  

 

Take off was uneventful and I climbed 

out quickly in order to clear the east-

ern foothills at 7,500'.  The route 

was the same as my usual one to Soda 

Springs for work, but today it would 

be much longer.  Instead of leveling 

off at 7,500', the Pulsar continued to 

climb to 9,500' in order to cross the 

Wyoming Range just south of Afton, 

WY.  Onward, north of Kemmerer the 

engine droned and as the Pulsar and I 

entered the valley near Big Piney, the 

sun was just peeking over the horizon.  

Our course took us north of Rock 

Springs, then south of Rawlins and 

Laramie, crossing into Colorado and 

passing over the Steamboat Springs 

area.  We flew down the Cache Le 
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Poudre River Valley in order to avoid 

the highest peaks, but still had to top 

11,000' to reach the Denver area.  

Our stop was at Longmont for fuel 

and bathroom, where they were very 

accommodating to fill the Pulsar with 

mogas (auto gas).  

 

After a check of the oil and exhaust 

manifold bolts, we were off again, 

this time mostly east to circumvent 

the Denver International airspace, 

then turning southeast to Amarillo.  I 

had planned to stop in Lamar, CO to 

check the exhaust manifold bolts, but 

they had been tight at Longmont, so 

when I got to Lamar, I just kept go-

ing.  I crossed the large MOA 

(military operations area) south of 

Lamar, watching all the time for high 

speed traffic to come roaring at me, 

but there was none.  My attempts to 

contact Denver Center to see if it 

was òhotó were not returned, probably 

because I was only at 7,500' and 

they couldnõt hear me.  No matter, 

with a light tailwind, we were doing 

about 150 mph ground speed and 

crossed the MOA in short order.  

Next stop was Amarillo, Texas; at 

the northern tip of the panhandle.  I 

planned to stop at a little airport 

that advertised mogas (Buffalo 1E7) 

but when I found it, I saw that it 

was grass.  With a little trepidation 

I set the Pulsar down as gently as 

possible and found the grass as 

smooth as pavement.  The time was 

only 1:00 pm mdt and we had come 

about 2/3 of the distance to San 

Marcos.  I was elated!  Also hungry, 

as I unpacked the sandwich Bonnie 

had made for me and wolfed it down.  

Greg Dodson came out from his house 

and fueled the Pulsar then left me to 

myself while I checked the exhaust 

bolts again.  Everything looked good, 

so I climbed back in and started it 

up.  Oh oh!  No generator. Voltage 

was at 12 instead of 14 and amps 

were negative.  I shut the engine 

down and started to climb out, when 

I noticed that the cowling cam - lock 

screws had not been tightened.  I 

looked skyward and thanked my 

Heavenly Father that something had 

happened to prevent me from taking 

off and perhaps ending in disaster.  

Shakily, I took the cowling off, fid-

dled with the wiring, didnõt find any-

thing and securely fastened the cowl-

ing this time.  When the engine 

started, the voltage and amps came 

up and I continued on my way.  

 

Greg Dodson had recommended a look 

see at the Palo Duro State Park (cap 

rock) area, south and east of Ama-

rillo, so I flew down one of the most 

awesome canyons in the country.  It 

stands next to the Grand Canyon in 

size and beauty, and is a treat to see 

from the air.  

 

I flew on south to the San Angelo 

area and landed at Ducote Air Park, 

just west of the City.  My purpose in 

landing there was to visit Mike Plece-

nik who was selling an RV6.  I had 

met Mike six years earlier when he 

was selling an RV4 that I looked at 

but didnõt have the money to buy.  He 

was gracious enough to show me the 6 

this time and we spent a few minutes 

visiting about it.  He noted that one 

of the other residents in the air park 

has a Pulsar and wanted to see mine.  

It turned out to be Bob Heiser, whom 

I had met several years earlier at the 

Lawrence, KS Pulsar reunion.  Mike 
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Although it felt tight to the touch, 

the main power lead going to the rec-

tifier had come loose and caused my 

electrical problems of the previous 

day.  Again giving thanks for tender 

mercies, I was able to enjoy the 

pizza and comradery of the evening.  

 

Friday was classroom day, and I 

thoroughly enjoyed the introductions 

and being able to finally meet Mark 

Brown, the designer of the Pulsar 

back in the 1980s.  He and Greg 

Smith (the reunion organizer) are 

working on a new and larger design 

airplane, which they showed us during 

the morning.  After lunch, we had the 

treat of listening to General Julius 

Braun (Retired) who worked with the 

army rocket development group fol-

lowing World War II.  He showed 

slides of the early work with Werner 

Von Braun and the German V - 2 rock-

ets at the White Sands Missile Base 

in New Mexico and told interesting 

stories of rocket development up to 

the Redstone Rocket.  Following the 

lecture, we worked on Rotax mainte-

nance issues and had a demonstration 

on how to shim the gear box on the 

called Bob who came over for a visit, 

then I was back in the air again for 

San Marcos.  Or almost.  The voltage 

went down again on me and I again 

took off the cowling and fiddled with 

the wiring.  Again, on start up, the 

voltage came up and I took off with-

out incident.  

 

My visit to Ducote had lasted longer 

than expected and not far from San 

Angelo it started to get dark.  With 

over 150 miles to go over unfamiliar 

country in the dark, I was a little 

concerned to say the least, but the 

Pulsar droned on and the Garmin GPS 

95 took me unerringly along to my 

destination.  At San Marcos, I circled 

the field to get my bearings then de-

scended for landing on runway 08.  As 

I pulled power, the voltage dropped 

and everything went dim for a true 

night landing and the last bit of ex-

citement for the day.  The runway 

lights kept me straight and I managed 

to set the Pulsar down without dam-

age between them and found a taxi-

way over to a hangar that was still 

open and lighted.  Shaking from the 

excitement and exhaustion, I crawled 

out of the Pulsar and again looked 

skyward with thanksgiving.  

 

At the hangar, I met Travis and 

Shawn, two late working mechanics on 

the field.  They were happy to take 

me to the motel and I retired hungry 

and exhausted to the San Marcos 

Quality Inn. Ten point three flying 

hours made for a long and exhausting 

day.  

 

On Thursday, rested and filled with 

a great breakfast, we met as a 

group and car pooled to Fredericks-

burg, TX where we toured the Admi-

ral Nimitz museum and had lunch at 

the Auslander Restaurant.  We then 

drove to Kerrville, and were fortu-

nate to tour the Mooney Aircraft 

Factory.  After the two hour tour we 

drove back to San Marcos for a rest 

before the pizza supper and get to-

gether.  Alex Kosloff and I borrowed 

a car and went to the airport before 

supper to perform some maintenance 

and cleaning on our Pulsars.   With 

cowling off and screwdriver in hand, 

I went over every wire in the engine 

compartment.   
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912 engine.  That demo alone was 

worth the cost of the trip to San 

Marcos.  

 

Saturday was flying day and those of 

us with airplanes, took those who 

were still building up in our planes.  I 

flew five people and added another 

2.3 hours to the Hobbs meter.  For 

lunch, we toured the Commemorative 

Air Force hangar and ate sandwiches 

in their lunch room.  Afternoon was 

spent flying, cleaning and fueling the 

Pulsar for the trip home.  The clos-

ing banquet was great Mexican food 

and presentations.  I came in third in 

the contest of who had flown the 

farthest in their Pulsars.  Jerry 

Eastman flew from the Washington 

DC area in a round about fashion for 

first place and Alex Kozloff came 

from Santa Paula, CA in his Rotax 

582 powered Pulsar for second place.  

Alex and I were very close, both 

around 1,400 statute miles to the 

conference.  

Sunday was up early and to the air-

port for take off.  Skies were cloudy 

with the promise of more to the 

west.  I departed San Marcos about 

7:35 am and headed west, meeting 

up with I - 10 and following it towards 

El Paso.  The ceilings were poor and 

getting worse to the west, so I de-

cided to turn northwest to Roswell, 

NM following my original plan for the 

journey home.  It wasnõt much better 

that direction, but after some scud 

running under low ceilings and through 

a couple of rain showers, I set down 

in Roswell for fuel.  In checking the 

weather, a huge line of thunder-

storms showed on radar stretching 

from El Paso to north of Albuquer-

que.  It looked as if I was stuck in 

Roswell for the day.  The storms 

were moving only about 30 mph 

northeast and it looked possible to be 

stuck for two days, so I decided to 

start northwest and see what I could 

do.  I took off towards Albuquerque 

but was soon forced to turn more 

east by the rain and leading edge of 

the storms.  The turbulence in ad-

vance of the storm was violent and 

several times I was thrown about the 

cockpit, all the while trying to keep 

the little plane upright.  

 

 I nearly put down in the rain at a 

small airstrip 100 miles north of 

Roswell (Vaughn), but decided to 

press on and aimed the plane for Las 

Vegas, NM to the northeast.  When 

within 40 miles of Las Vegas, I 

looked to the west and it appeared 

that Santa Fe might be open.  Al-

though dubious as to whether I could 

make it through, I could always come 

back to Las Vegas, which was in the 

clear.  The saying, ògo to the edge 

of the lightó kept coming to me and I 

swallowed my concerns and turned 

westward.  I called into Santa Fe 

and found they were VFR so contin-

ued on to the city, skirting north of 

the worst of the storm.  Going north 

from Santa Fe, I was blocked by 

storms and turned back to the Santa 

Fe area.  Looking west from Santa 

Fe, it was clearing so I turned west 

through a pass that took me up the 

wide valley towards Farmington.  

Ceilings were lifting all the time and 

by the time I was 50 miles south of 

Farmington, I could relax a bit and 

enjoy the flight.  For the first time 

on the trip, I could let go of the 

stick long enough to get out my cam-

era and take a few pictures.  Up un-
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til that time it had been white knuck-

les all the way from San Marcos.  

 

I had planned to stop for fuel in 

Farmington, but I worried that I 

couldnõt make it all the way home 

from Farmington, so decided to go on 

to Cortez, CO for fuel, which would 

put me 50 - 60 miles closer to home 

with a better chance of making it on 

one fill.  Cortez was absolutely beau-

tiful, with clear skies and a wet run-

way from a passing rainstorm.  After 

fueling, I lifted off from Cortez and 

started the last leg of the journey.  

So far, I had completed nearly 2/3 

of the journey in only 6.8 hours even 

though I had diverted long distances 

around the storm.  The first leg to 

Roswell I was seeing speeds up to 175 

mph with 35 - 40 mph tail winds.  I 

was slowed down to 130 - 135 mph on 

the second leg, but was not prepared 

for the turtle pace of the third leg.  

 

Winds seemed to be against me from 

the moment I lifted off at Cortez.  

In addition, the storm that had 

passed through Cortez before I 

landed was ahead of me now.  I 

worked my way northwest as best I 

could going through numerous rain 

showers with ceilings lowering to 500 

feet at times.  I was finally blocked 

to the north and forced to turn 

westerly toward Blanding, UT.  Then 

I would look around one storm sys-

tem and it would open up to the 

north, so I would try again.  I fi-

nally came through the worst of it 

near Monticello, UT and was able to 

enjoy clearer skies crossing over the 

Canyonlands area near Moab, UT.   

 

Again I could relax enough to get 

the camera out and take pictures of 

the beautiful red formations.  Soon 

it was decision time, whether to go 

north on the east side of the Wa-

satch front or turn west over Price 

and join I - 15 for the last bit.  The 

east side was closer and I was still 

concerned about fuel supply, espe-

cially since my ground speed was de-

teriorating to under 120 mph at 

times; so I angled for the lowest 

passes of the Uintas and continued 

north.  I needed to climb to at least 

10,500' over those passes and the 

farther north I traveled, the lower 

the ceilings were.   

 

Finally, seeing no way through to the 

north, I turned west down into the 

Ogden area.  At the last moment, a 

pass opened up and I was able to slip 

north through to the Cache Valley 

and Logan area.  From then on, ceil-

ings were good and the airspeed 

started to pick up a bit, letting me 

breathe a little better about the fuel 

supply.  The last 110 miles were 

covered with clear skies and strong 

crosswinds into runway 19 at Black-

foot.  Even after firmly planted on 

the asphalt, the weather tried its 

best to tip me over as I taxied to 

the hangar and rest from an ex-

hausting 10.6 hours of flight.  Again, 

I looked heavenward to thank that 

great being for his help.  

 

Summarizing the plane and the trip, 

I have to say first that the Pulsar is 

a great airplane.  After meeting the 

designer, Mark Brown, and hearing 

about the design process, I am more 

impressed.  The plane is light (619 

lbs empty) and efficient.  Itõs down-

side is that it is small.  But even 
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though small and light, it is fully con-

trollable in adverse conditions, which I 

have experienced.  With 19 gallons of 

fuel, it has a range of over 500 miles 

with reserves, and when you arrive, it 

doesnõt break the bank to fill it.  Fuel 

burn averages about 4.1 gallons per 

hour with the Prince P - tip propeller.  

Speed is sufficient that if you have to 

skirt around a storm, it can be done 

efficiently, both cost - wise and time -

wise.  Now the trip. At 1300 - 1400 

miles, I planned to take two days.  As 

the day going down progressed, I 

asked myself why.  Conditions were 

good, I was feeling good, so I pressed 

on.  Although I had never flown ten 

hours in a day before, it was like any 

other job; you just do it.  The trip 

back was a different story, and I told 

myself that at any time I could land 

and stay the night, no problem.  But 

like any work, it takes conscious ef-

fort; and with effort and persever-

ance, come results.  Staying flexible 

and keeping options open are important 

to any safe journey.  All in all, a re-

warding and interesting 23.2 flying 

hours over a five day period.  

                          .....Austin  

GREETINGS,  

Finally finished the Wings for my RV 

7 today and what a sigh of relief.  

Started  them 5 - 30- 2008 and fin-

ished 3 - 14- 2009.  Started the Em-

pennage on 3 - 29- 2008 and finished it 

5- 23- 2008. After breezing through 

the Empennage, I thought the wings 

would take a little longer but not as 

long as they did. I must confess they 

probably would have been done sooner 

if I hadn't spent so much time flying. 

From the time the Empennage was 

started  until now I logged 249.5 

hours. The wingtip pic shows the re-

inforcing ribs I added to make them 

more ridged. Aerosport called Thurs-

day (3 - 12- 2009)  and said my new en-

gine is ready to ship. YA - HOOO!!!!   

....Larry Hobbs   

 

A Story Seldom Told -  Nate Smith  

 

You all must have had a day where 

you made the right decision for all 

the wrong reasons.  For me, last 

Sunday was one of those days.  

 

Like all stories it really begins long 

before Sunday.  I will start back in 

January, which is when I first saw 

the announcement that a large dog 

was in need of transport from Seat-

tle to Denver.  I am on that route 

and certainly could help.  So it be-

gan.  Week after week of attempts 

to make in happen, only to have bad 

weather, conflicts or some other 

natural calamity bring a halt to the 

attempt.  During these weeks I found 
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avoid the cold, a quick photo shot and 

make arrangements to hanger their 

plane so as to get an early start the 

next morning.  I take Yeti, and drive 

to Aeromark to meet them, and pro-

vide transportation to the hotel.

 

Foregoing dinner with the visiting pi-

lots I depart to the pet store to pur-

chase the necessary restraint har-

ness.  I have the store apply the 

harness to ensure it fits.  Yeti can 

wear it all night, getting accustomed 

to it, and one less thing for me to do 

in the morning.  The family is amazed 

with the size of Yeti.  My son in cer-

tain the family fabric will be ripped 

beyond repair by dog of that size.  

Staying up late in watch a kids movie, 

makes him so tired he no long seems 

concerned.  I set the alarm for a lit-

that I could update my GPS data 

base for a reasonable cost.  Mine 

was over two years out of date, and 

a new data base should surely help.  

 

During the weeks of scrubs I worked 

at planning various routes to my in-

tended transfer location of Rock 

Springs, WY.  Alternatives were ex-

plored as different scenarios were 

presented in attempt to have good 

weather for an entire weekend along 

the route of flight.  

 

Finally it happened, fair skies and 

light winds throughout the weekend 

from Seattle to Denver!  Arrange-

ments were finalized and schedules 

determined.  Gary would fly from 

Auburn north to Bellevue and pick up 

Yeti, (a 125 pound dog) and fly to 

Idaho Falls, arriving about 2 pm.  I 

would over night Yeti and continue to 

Rock Springs arriving about 1:00 so 

that Rich could return to Centennial 

airport near Denver before dark.  

 

During the preceding weeks I had       

purchased my GPS data upgrade, only 

to find that I had purchased the 

wrong product, and would need to re-

vert to my old data, at least tempo-

rarily.  That presents no problem 

just reinstall the old data.  

After getting anxious for Yeti to ar-

rive only to have several delays due 

to factors on the Seattle end during 

the delays I have planned and re -

planned my trip calling flight service 

twice to confirm the weather.  Yeti 

arrives just after dark.  

 

I help a little with extracting him 

from the Cherokeeõs internals.  No-

tice immediately that there is no 

seat belt restraint harness on Yeti.  

I had indicated that one would be 

necessary in my plane, since a large 

crate would not fit.  Gary and his 

wife move into the Red Baron to 
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tle before seven to meet another dog 

being transported to Denver at 8 the 

following morning.  

 

Sunday morning, good weather, light 

wind, and overcast skies above 

10,000 the entire route.  I secure 

Yeti in the back of the pickup.  As I 

say good bye to the wife and begin 

to depart the garage, Yeti is loose!  

Having defeated the harness he is 

jumping around in the back of the 

pickup.  A quick stop to reinsert him 

in the harness, I depart towards the 

airport.  Three blocks out and Yeti is 

loose again.  No time to trouble 

shoot, just put 125 pounds of K9 in 

the front seat of the small pickup.  

It is difficult to find and operate the 

five speed gear shift, but it is a 

short drive to the airport.  
 

I arrive at the Red Barron to meet 

Ben, a golden - doddle, about 45 

pounds also destined for Denver.  He 

fits nicely in the luggage area of the 

Cherokee.  Yeti must go in the back 

seat.  I settle both dogs in early, as 

I had nightmares that Yeti would 

fight getting into the plane after his 

all day ordeal the day before.  

 

I had heard that a flat iron made a 

good tool to defrost the wings of a 

plane so I had decided to try it that 

morning.  After several minutes, I 

decided that a flat iron on the 

curved surface of the wing were not 

a good match.  I reverted to the 

previous method of using a hairdryer 

and a towel to de - ice.  During de -

ice, a small electric heater is also 

applied to the engine, for a total of 

about 3000 watts of demand on the 

3500 watt generator, a good match.  

After 90 minutes of defrost and 

preheat I am ready to go.  I close 

up the baggage compartment and 

settle Yeti into the back seat using 

the seat belt.   

 

As I am doing the preflight and get-

ting the ATIS, I hear the Saturday 

pilot, Gary, and his wife depart in 

4255T.  It was a late start for them 

also.  Radio work done, I start to 

enter the route into the GPS....no 

aviation data base available!  No 

problem, I can go city to city with no 

real variation in the route, so surely 

I can find the airport.  I do not 

really need terrain awareness, I am 

VFR.  I complete the ritual and taxi 

to the depart runway. As I request 

takeoff clearance, new ATIS is avail-

able.  The controller reads me the 

new information. Altimeter 30.20, 

winds insignificant, sky conditions OVC 

080...BRAIN CRAMP!!  I had filed for 

9,500 ft. I canõt fly in an 8,000 foot 

ceiling.  I ask tower for a Pocatello 

report to confirm.  KPIH is 300 ft 

scattered, that was not in the fore-

cast, so I  

ignore the rest of the report.  

 

Call the wife to have her meet me at 

the airport because I will now need to 

drive.  The worst case scrub, at the 

very last moment.  As the brain loos-

ens, I realize that 8000 ft is 12,500 

ft MSL and all is a go, but I have  
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made the decision to scrub.  The 

right decision, for all the wrong rea-

sons. 

As for the dogs, they arrive safely, 

but belatedly, driven to Rock Springs 

and sequentially to Denver to begin 

their new lives there. I had driven 

them as the prearranged out (in case 

I could not fly) -   driving 12 inches 

AGL.  

 
Oh, and the real reason it was the 

right choice?  After weeks of plan-

ning and preparation, untold hours of 

communication to get everything 

ready, yet still, on that day, at that 

time, for that mission, I was not 

prepared to fly.     

                          .....Nate  

Dale Cresapõs Diaries 

 
Snowbirds 5 - 17- 2008:  

Gary Huestis suggests a 

flight to Great Falls on 5 -

17- 8 to watch the Cana-

dian Snowbirds at an air 

show at Malmstrom AFB. 

Can I find someone else 

interested in going to 

share expenses? Dave Houck is eager to go, 

and the trip is on. We agree to meet in 

Idaho Falls at 0800. I have  

discussed fuel prices along the route with 

Gary, and a substantial savings is available at 

Helena, which is down in a hole, so in the end  

we get fuel at IDA and GTF with no landings 

in between. This day is beautiful, clear, and 

sunny, and the air is smooth, but there is 

some haze in the distance. Garyõs GPS is out 

for service, so I use my hand held. I give him 

groundspeed updates in mph and he converts 

them to knots to calculate our progress. He 

has the flight planned, but lets me do almost 

all of the flying, and takes on the role of 

navigator and flight engineer. It is important 

to keep the engine temperatures in the proper 

range, so Gary has me adjust the climb rate 

to prevent overheating.   Our route takes us 

from VOR to VOR, Dubois to Whitehall to 

Helena to GTF. This takes us east of Butte, 

where we think we see Our Lady of the Rock-

ies on the ridge. Gary and Dave are geolo-

gists and rock hounds, so they discuss the 

various formations below us. We go directly 

over Helena, and roughly follow the Missouri 

into Great Falls. This calls for steep descent 

at 700 to 1000 fpm. Gary takes over for the 

ôcarrier landingõ on the bluff. His estimate 

was 2 hours 15 minutes, and our actual is 

2:14.  

 

The Malmstrom AFB runway has been closed 

for years, so now it is a heliport and SAC 

missile base. As a result the show planes are 

staged at GTF. The ramp is deserted except 

for the 12 snowbirds, a pair of Warthogs, 

and the Jelly Belly [1941 Interstate]. We 

get a close look  at these planes the public 

will not have.  

 

I ask Gary if he was ever in the Navy since I 

am impressed with the sharp tie down knots. 

No. The ground crew tied them before they 

fueled the plane. What to do for ground 

transportation to the show? We had planned 

on a taxi, but the FBO is willing to loan us a 

vehicle called the òChick Magnet". Part of me 

thinks that what happens in Great Falls stays 

in Great Falls, but it turns out to be a 1983 

AMC Eagle wagon, with floppy mirrors and a 

gas gauge that bounces between ¼ and ¾ 

tank.  

 

It is rather jumpy on starting and stopping 

too. The A - 10 ground crew arrives, and we 

talk to them before heading to the show. 

Gary lived here, so he knows the way. We 

arrive 15 minutes before the first flight, and 


