A while ago, I had gone to Savannah Ga, to help a friend start a business, when my mother needed to go to hospital for an operation. I bought a quick flight back to Washington State, and was there longer than I had expected, and missed my return flight date.

I had flown up to Packwood, to meet my good friend John Wright, and while I was there, toyed with the idea of flying my Avid Magnum back to Savannah, I asked John to join me on the flight, but he had other pressing matters to attend to. ( I believe he had promised his wife he would re-arrange his sock drawer that weekend).

A trip from Amboy Washington, (a bit south and east of Seattle) to Savanna Ga, would be about 2,800 miles. A trip of this magnitude would take a lot of preparation of the airplane, and a lot of time spent planning, and getting things together for it.

Well, I had changed the oil, and cleaned and gapped the plugs a couple of days ago, that should take care of the “Preparing the aircraft” part of the trip.  If I were going to leave tomorrow, I would need to get a few things together.  I got some potatoes and onions and put them in a bag along with a skillet, a box of macaroni and cheese, some eggs, salt and olive oil. That should do me. Oh, and matches. Then I went to Wall mart and got a little tent and a little stove. (I had taken my camping gear to Savannah with me when I drove down earlier)

I had most of the charts; a few of them were out of date. Well, most of them were out of date.

To tell the truth, they were all out of date, but not a long time.  six, or ten years.. not too bad.

I planned on an early departure the following morning. Sun comes up around 4:30 in the morning this far north, so I thought I would get up around 4 am, and get off with the sun.

I laid down to rest for a bit, and think of the things I needed to get together for myself.

7 am the next morning I woke up… oh well..

But the sky was blue and it looked like a great day for departing!

I needed to pack!

Amazing how long it takes to get away when you are late…..

By the time I had a nice breakfast, thrown some clothes in a bag, got my laptop, camera, sleeping bag and the gear I assembled yesterday, it was 10:30

I called Flight Service for a wx brief, from where I was to Idaho. All went well until he asked me what altitude I would be flying.

Oh, one thousand feet.

“One One thousand feet?”
No, just one, 

“One what”.

One thousand feet.

Hmmmmm

Guess he did not get many requests at one thousand feet.

The sky had clouded over, and all the mountain tops were obscured. Hell, even the hill tops were obscured. I had planned to fly between Mt Rainer and Mt Adams, but my way was now blocked. I threw the gear in the plane and took off. Staying in the valleys for a bit I headed south east, finally got some higher ceilings and in a while, Mt. Adams was close to port as I headed out into the Yakima valley, and clearer skies.

I planned to go through the Rockies north. I had been through that way before, with other planes, and it is a pretty easy passage.

I flew on, until I realized I had not had any lunch, could use some fuel as well, so pulled up to traffic pattern altitude and landed at Coeur de Lane. Nice little place by a lake on the border between Washington and Idaho. 

Fortified with a veggie sandwich and French fries, I headed toward Mullen pass. Beautiful flying, but bits of rain and low ceilings started to visit me.

One thing about Montana, it is mountains and valleys, beautiful to fly in. I came into one valley that was about thirty miles long, and an interstate running down one side of it. Right beside the interstate, just a few feet away, was another road! Not many cars on it. And… no power lines…

I could not resist.

I dropped down couple of feet off that road. And slowed to about 80 kts, (which is about the speed people drive in Montana). I would slowly come up alongside a car, look over and wave. Amazing, the looks on a lot of the peoples faces…. Looked like they had never seen an airplane before. Then I would throttle up a bit, and leave them behind…Guess they were not used to being passed on the right. What a bunch of fun.

Another pass coming up, and low clouds. But I was not complaining, I now had about a 35KT tailwind.  Nice to cover the ground at 135 to 140 kts!

Turbulence was getting moderate, not too bad, +2 ½  and – 1 ½ on the G meter. One time though, everything that was not tied down went up and stuck on the overhead of the plane, then came crashing back down.  My plastic orange juice bottle that I used as a “Relief Bottle” came slamming down and hit me in the head, then landed in my lap. Lucky for me it had a screw top!

Started getting into a lot of rain, and the freezing level was not too far above me, so I stayed as low as I could. One really dark cloud, that did not look like it had TOO MUCH rain coming out of it, really opened up on me as I was under it. I could hardly see forward so I was looking out the side window, when CRACK, there was a bolt of lightening!! I did not like that!  But soon I was through it and on my way again.

As I neared Bozeman, it was around 4:30, 5:30 local time… I just happen to have a brother-in-law in Bozeman. (My sister was with me in Amboy, taking care of my mother). Soooooo. Cleared to land, Bozeman.  My Brother-in-law was hosting a party, he is the president of the local university there. What a great place to stop for the night! Great party, Great food, and a real nice group of people. And what do you know… I met a man there who has an Avid Mk IV.
Early the next morning.. well, 7:30 I met Bob (The MK IV owner) at the airport and showed him what a magnum would do.. ( well, considering I had him, me, 42 gallons of fuel, and about 150 lbs of gear in the back… we still had a good flight around the area, and buzzed all of his neighbors.  He used to fly A4-s in the marines.. Really a nice guy. My plane was a bit sluggish with all that weight aboard though.

So, after dropping him back off at the airport. I was underway again. And with a 15 kt tail wind!  

Finally through the Rockies. I ran into a small problem…What heading?  Well, that was easy, just dial in SAV in the GPS and go.. but… I needed to get a bit more east first.  Once you hit Rapid City, the rest of the US is pretty much flat, couple of hills here and there, but nothing much. So I thought, off to Rapid City, then direct Savannah.  I wanted to take a closer look at the Devils Tower any way.  Nice 25kt tailwind here.. beautiful flying, and my little plane is really enjoying it.

Pretty soon here was Devils Tower, If you have seen “Close Encounters” That is Devils Tower, however.. the top is just flat, not like in the movie. But it is a sight to see. I circled it and buzzed it a bit. Then flew off towards Spearfish, which is just north of Rapid City. 

I have never run a tank dry in an airplane, but I was trying to run the left side low. Still had about 8 gallons in the right. Just as I was near Spearfish… the engine just lost power and coughed.. fuel pump on, switch tanks. And the little Lycoming came back to life… Whew…

Landed at Spearfish with a nasty cross wind, got fuel and right up in the air again.

Direct SAV

Hmmmm

After a little bit.. 

I noticed there were not many ranches below me..in fact, there weren’t any.

I climbed up a couple of thousand feet..

No ranches…

Hell not even an roads!

Nothing as far as the eye could see except jagged rocks and a bit of green..

This must be the badlands of South Dakota. Went on like that for miles and miles…and miles and miles…

Finally, an hour or so later. I saw a road…just a dirt road, but, a road. Back into civilization.

Couple of hours later, I landed at ONL.  I think it was Nebraska.. I only know the identifier… I was starting to get tired..  Got fuel and back up into the air. 

You know.. when you are just sitting there, flying the plane. And everything is easy.. you tend to forget that things like landing etc take a bit of skill and attention…

I was getting ready to stop for the night, and planned to go about a half hour more, when, I remembered I had not packed a couple of critical items… Bread and Beer. I looked on the chart, and there a few miles ahead was  an airstrip right beside a small town.. Nebraska city was the name of it.. I got out my trusty “Flight Guide” and read up on it. Flight training, FBO with avgas.  Looked good!

As I approached it. I noticed another airport, less than five miles away.. wow, I thought, this must be a flying little town to support two airports!  I circled the field, and was happy to notice a grocery store right next to it. But, could not find any windsock. I had not noticed much tail wind the past half hour so I set up on crosswind, tight pattern and dropped right down.. Whoosh.. I was floating like crazy and my flying skill was very poor, when I looked out the window and noticed a lot of  tall grass blowing the same direction I was going! Full power, and up and away, turned around and landed INTO the wind this time..

Hmm, runway was a bit rough, and lots of tall grass in the cracks. I pulled off into the parking area, covered with gravel and bits of concrete. Got out and walked over to the FBO, opened the door, and I could see the place had been abandoned for a LONG time.. Took a better look around the airport and, it had not been used for a LONG LONG time..

So I wandered down to the grocery store. Got my bread and beer, and spoke with the lady behind the counter.  “Oh yes”, she said “This airport has been closed ever since they opened up the new one just out of town. About five years ago”

Hmmm

Got back to my plane, and looked at my Flight Guide.. 1995. Well at least it was newer than most of my charts…

I took off, and in a short while, landed at a little place called Marysville. (I think). My kind of little airport. I sat in the little office on an old couch, petting the owners dog, drinking an ice cold beer and enjoyed the evening.  Then I went out and pitched my little tent under my wing, had some onions and potatoes for a nice dinner, and fell asleep tired and contented.

Dawn the next morning, and I made up some eggs and onions for my breakfast.  

Then back up into the air to see the beautiful morning, smooth air, and clear skies… What beautiful flying.  What a way to travel. What a beautiful way to spend a Saturday morning.  I was over Missouri, beautiful state, patchwork fields forever ahead of me. It could not be any nicer.

I stopped for fuel at a place called Rolla, an old field that is a graveyard for DC3’s. Something to see them just sitting around like that, beautiful old airplanes..

Full of fuel, and a bag of cheese popcorn, and I was back up in the air.

I was flying along, and decided to climb up and see if there were any winds aloft. So I climbed up to 3500 feet, the surface was about 1000 feet.  I found about a 10Kt tailwind there, so I was fat dumb and happy, just enjoying the flying, when I noticed something at my altitude ahead.  Can you believe it? It was an antenna!!!!  Over two thousand feet high!!! I checked on my chart, to see what the actual height of it was. Not on the chart. Well the chart was from 94…..

Two thousand foot antenna.. Nasty thing that.

I was getting hungry, and tired. I was not going to do like I did yesterday and fly until I was not fit to fly.  I saw a nice little strip ahead, and landed at Pulaski Tennessee.  I had my shoes off, was in my stocking feet, and when I landed, with just a little crosswind, it was all I could do to control my plane, I nearly ground looped it first one way, then the other!!!  I thought it must be because I was barefooted, and vowed not to do that again.
 Very nice little FBO there. And  nice guy named Randy running it. Very clean, and little tables out on a patio to sit and enjoy the air-conditioning.  He lent me a car, and I drove into town to the Hickory House for a $5.95 all you can eat lunch.  There are some large people in Pulaski Tennessee, and they are getting bigger at the Hickory House. Back to the FBO to lounge around for another hour, taking it easy, just relaxing.  Went out to admire my plane.. and lo and behold. I had a broken chain on my tail wheel on the port side!  No wonder it was so hard to control!!  You know, these little chains are really  cheap, I think I will change mine about every one hundred hours from now on. I replaced it with a spare I had in my tool kit, then about three in the afternoon, back up in the air. 

You know, I did not think I would make Savannah that evening, but… as I flew on, with a 10 Kt tail wind, it occurred to me that it would be easy to go all the way.

But, the person who would be picking me up at the airport would not be ready, Probably at dinner and settled in for the night. So I thought I would just find a nice place close to SAV and have a nice rest.

Going just north of ATL, under the class B airspace, was a real thrill, covered with class D airspace under it,  and a huge quantity of people under me…Critical mass of people…

Finally back into the open spaces.. trees and grass and hills below me now. Beautiful evening. 

and up ahead, about 90 miles from Savannah, looked like a nice little strip. 

I landed at Sandersville Ga, OKZ. And could not have been at a nicer place. John, the FBO operator there, was building his second RV, an RV6, and doing a beautiful job of it. It is a little FBO, with some nice folks around that just love experimental airplanes. I sat with John, while he was working on his plane, fried me up some potatoes and onions, laid back, drank a couple of beers, and enjoyed the evening, then 11:30, I went in and put my sleeping bag on the couch, and fell fast asleep.

Sunday morning morning, I got up about six thirty. Cleaned up a little, then got in my plane and flew for about 50 minutes in the thick haze, and landed at Savannah international…

My little plane performed Flawlessly. She burned one quart of oil. Other than the broken tail spring chain, she gave me the absolute best performance anyone could ask of his or her airplane.

I only saw one other airplane the entire trip. And that was just a couple hours after I started, just south of Yakima.

All in all a very nice trip.. I just wish my friend John could have been with me to share in it. He would have loved it.

Mike.

