
Belen :         10:07am     Los Alamos:     12:40pm
Los Alamos:   1:28pm     Espanola:           1:49pm
Espanola:       2:55pm    Taos:                 4:00pm
Airtime: 4.0

Taos:             11:29am    Double Eagle:    3:03pm
Double Eagle:  4:17pm    Belen:                5:01pm
Airtime:4.3

Todayõs Trip Airtime 8.3hrs  
Total PIC Time 808.4 Total Logged Time 829.6        

Tuesday, February 16, 2010
305 th Cobra flight,  316 th PIC,  4 landings
Rio Puerco, Balls, Rio Grande, Cochiti Lake, White 
Water Canyon, Bandolier, Los Alamos, Espanola, 
Taos Gorge, Arroyo Hondo

Wednesday, February 17, 2010
306 th Cobra flight,  317 th PIC,  2 landings
Taos Gorge, El Rito, Rio Chama, Abiquiu, Lindrith, 
Vents, Double Eagle, Cinder Cones

After our òwarm upó flight a few days 
ago, I figured Jacques and Sylvie were 
ready for a great adventure.  A flight 
north over the Rio Grande Gorge to Taos.  
My hangar mate Paul is joining us and we 
are staying the night at his house in Taos. 

I wanted to let it warm up a little for the 
trip, so Paul and I arrived at the hangar 
at 8:30. We would leave between 9:30 and 
10am.  The first thing I had to do was 
replace my ignition switch.   That went 
surprisingly fast, but while disconnecting 
the fuses between the battery and the 
ignition switch, I found the fuses to be 
crapped out and broken.  I had one 
replacement, but I needed to replace 
both.  After quick trip to the auto parts 
store in Belen I was ready to go.  

Jacques and Sylvie arrived around at 9:30 while Paul and I finished up prepping our trikes. 



We took off and headed north up the Rio 
Puerco.  Sylvie was flying and Jacques was 
taking pictures.   He took this one of my 
trike in the lead and Paul behind me. 

Jacques is a professional photographer and 
has an amazing looking camera.  He got all 
of the good pictures on this trip.  To the 
right is Paul flying up the Rio San Jose.

We had plenty of time for the trip to Taos, 
so I took the scenic route, up the Rio San 
Jose and back to the Puerco Basin making a 
wide arc to the east around Albuquerque.



I took Paul by òthe ballsó (sorry, no picture) to pique 
his interest for a trip someday to land and check them 
out on foot.  We flew up to San Felipe Mesa (right) 
before turning east towards the Sandia Mountains and 
the Rio Grande. 

Snow storms have been passing through every week, 
sometimes more often than that that.  There was a lot 
of snow and it was cold, at least for me.   Jacques and 
Sylvie had no problem.  They are used to winter flying 
in Canada and had the luxury of a heated control bar 
on their DTA.



We left the urban blight of Rio Rancho and 
Albuquerque behind us and turned 
upstream to follow the Rio Grande.   We 
followed the river north to Cochti Lake, 
which had a large sheet of ice over part  of 
the water. 

I have made this trip north to Taos several 
times now.   This time we would try something 
a little different.  We would climb up high and 
follow the Rio Grande through White Rock 
Canyon and take a slight detour to the east to 
look at the ruins at Bandolier National 
Monument.  We needed to be 2000ft AGL over 
the monument.  That would not be a problem as 
we would want that much altitude keep a safe 
landout within reach.   



For the first part of the we could turn back for 
Cochiti and at the far end we could land on the 
roads at Bandolier.  But for about 3 minutes in 
the middle, all we would have would be the sandy 
beaches down in White Rock Canyon, not a good 
place to land.

Finally the roads of Bandolier were within reach. 

I looked down into Frijoles Canyon and saw 
the ruins, filled with snow.  Our three trikes 
regrouped at this point and I told Jacques 
and Sylvie to stay right behind for the rest 
of the trip.  We would have to circle the 
Restricted Area over Los Alamos Labs and 
land at the airport there.   

The runway here is one way in and one way 
out.   But if there was any significant wind, 
we would bypass Los Alamos and land at 
Espanola.   



The Los Alamos airport seemed very small 
on its mesa.  Jacques took this picture of 
my trike touching down, just short of the 
stripes on the runway.  

On the ground, Sylvie jokingly accused me of trying to 
kill her on this trip.  The high flight over White Rock 
Canyon combined with feeling of being hopelessly lost, 
looking for the Los Alamos Airport, hidden on the mesa 
had made this flight a little bit of a stretch for both of 
them.   We had been in the air for over 2.5 hours from 
Belen, which they later told me was the longest flight 
they had ever made. 

We taxied over to the self service pump and filled up on 
100LL.  Thatõs me on the left and Paul filling up his Aeros.  



It was snowing lightly, just a few flakes, but we 
wanted out of there while it was still nice.  

I had told Chris of our plans, including the stop at 
Los Alamos.  He watched my SPOT track head 
north and took off from Taos to meet us.  While 
we were over the Bandolier ruins, he had heard us 
on 122.75, but lost us when we switched to the Los 
Alamos CTAF frequency.  He didnõt know the Los 
Alamos freq, so he headed to Espanola and 
patiently waited for us to arrive.  

Below:  Lunch at Espanola. 



Chris had his homemade skis on his trike today.  



Right:  Sylvie standing next to her DTA Voyager at 
Espanola. 

After a nice lunch and warming up in the afternoon sun, 
we packed up and took off following the Rio Grande to 
the north.  Soon we were over the Taos Gorge.   Below is 
a shot from the DTA.  Note the absence of the nose 
tube.  They really have a nice view.


