Wednesday, January 27, 2010

302nd™ Cobra flight, 313t PIC, 4 landings

Mt Taylor ice and snow, balls, PPC, Double Eagle,
Cliff diving with Frank

We had a break in the weather
early this week and the temps

sl owly warmed up
Today it is suppose to get up to
50 before a new series of storms
rolls in around 7pm fonight. So
today is the day to fly, unless T
want to wait another week or
more. I talked to Frank and he

Belen takeoff: 11:36am PPC landing: 2:07pm
PPC takeoff: 2:43pm DE landing: 2:59pm
DE tfakeoff: 3:43pm Belen landing: 5:18pm
Today'’'s Airtime 4. 4hr s

Total PIC Time: 794.3  Total Logged Time 815.5

said he would leave me a message [T SRR

on my cell phone if he went flying s o
later in the afternoon.

All this week, T gazed at the

dazzling snow capped summit of

Mt Taylor 60 miles to the west.
I want to check it out while itis =

in this condition, so I loadedup =
my pack with full survival gear of | =
tent, sleeping bag, foam pad, g
stove, water and lashed it into

my backseat, just incase I had to < e

spend a cold night on the Mt
Taylor Plateau.

It was a cold flight. My thermometer was showing 35 degrees as I
flew up the Rio San Jose, towards Mt Taylor (above).




I flew by the “Gate” a
flying at low altitude. We were separated by
at least a mile, but I was a little disturbing

to have the helicopter appear out of nowhere
out here in the boonies.

T headed over to Cerro Negro, and flew up
Marquez Canyon towards the edge of the
Plateau. My engine had been running
perfectly for the first hour of this flight,
and with a some trepidation, I slowly crossed
over into a land of ice and snow.

I have always wondered what it would be like
to fly Antarctica. I have a hint of it now.

The snow did not look too deep. I spotted
pickup truck tracks in the snow where
ranchers had gone out to check on their herds
of cattle. But if for some reason I had to land,
I doubted I would get out without skis. I was
glad I had my survival gear.




I headed over to where I had seen a
ranch house next to a lake on a previous
trip during the summer.

I kept reminding myself that the smooth
flat surface in front of the house was
lake, and under no circumstances was I to
land there.

Left: Ranch house with Mt Taylor Summit
in the background.

I started to cross towards Cerro Alensa, on
the north side of the Plateau, but my GPS
grounds speed climbed up to 70, then

80mph. I did not want to get on the lee side

of the plateau with all that wind, so I turned
back into the wind and exited the plateau
near the *“Valley of Vol
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T had been in the air for over two hours
and was getting a little hungry. Included
in my survival gear was a sandwich and
thermos bottle. I headed towards the PPC
field and saw someone down there messing
with a trailer. That was all I the
encouragement I needed to land (right).

The guy there (forgot his name) was
packing up to haul his PPC to Salton Sea.
We talked for a few minutes and then I
headed over to a nearby shack. It had
electricity and a toaster oven. I popped
my sandwich inside o warm it up and ate
lunch.

I retrieved a message from

Frank off my cell phone, time
stamped a few minutes
earlier. He was heading to
Double Eagle. I called him
back then flew out over to
meet him.

From the pattern, I saw
Frank’s trike I
hangar. I landed and taxied
over. A few minutes later we
took of f and headed south to
the lava bench next to the
“Bi g Red Spot.




I told Frank if he followed me, I would show him
something cool. T crossed the north bowl of

“The Caldron of Hel |l ” an
"t hat forms one of the | a
Deat h” .

I skimmed over the surface over the mesa and
flew over the edge of the cliff, then dropped
my right wing in a diving slipping turn into the
canyon. Then I leveled out over an pasture with
a dirt road (my emergency LZ) and out to the
flats. Frank thought that was cool, so we
headed back this time with Frank in the lead and
me following with my Aiptek video recording.

Frank | iked that. He r e
diving” thing and did a
cliff. At this second dive I saw some huge ice
waterfalls in a canyon. That got me thinking, I
wonder if there might be some frozen waterfalls
in the canyons on the Sierra Lucero.

It was getting late now, so Frank and I parted
ways, but on the way home to Belen I made a
slight detour to the Sierra Lucero.




~ The dry waterfalls were as dry as ever. But I
wi | | keep trying. Some
here.

, T headed back to Belen and landed. T looked at
my GPS and was amazed to see 4.5 hours of
moving time. That was a lot of flying foday. That
was a lot of flying today and my new FF1 worked
great.







