
Belen  Takeoff: 6:30am   Taos Landing 8:52am
Taos Takeoff:  8:59pm    Espanola Landing: 9:48am 
Todayõs Airtime 3.2hrs  
Total PIC Time: 829.2      Total Logged Time: 850.4       

Sunday, May 30, 2010
313th Cobra flight,  323 th PIC,  4 landings
Taos Gorge, Wind Rivers, Wheeler Peak, Taos Gorge

My trike was securely tied down against yesterdayõs 
honking winds, so it took me a little longer than usual 
to prep my trike this morning.  All 8 trikes plus Chet 
in his Piper Dakota are heading up to Taos over the 
Rio Grande Gorge. 

Rick and I were in the last wave of trikes to take 
off.  I flew over the green farms north of Espanola 
then climbed up to BlackMesa when the valley 
narrowed no wider than the windy road.  

We rounded the corner and saw the Gorge 
stretching out to the horizon.



On my radio, Frank reported a hot air balloon rising 
out of the gorge (upper left).  By the time I reached 
the Taos Gorge Bridge, the balloon had escaped the 
trikes and was flying high. 

The first wave of the trikes now headed for 
the Taos Airport for a break.  Paul and I had 
discussed flying up to Wild Rivers State 
Park, so he waited at the bridge for Rick and 
me to arrive.



Left:  I flew up the center of the canyon, 
maintaining a 45 deg glide angle to the safety 
of the rim.

Right: Following Paul and Barbara north of 
the Taos Bridge.

Upper Left:  Wild Rivers State Park at the 
confluence of the Red River and Rio Grande.



Right and Lower Left:  When we returned to 
Taos, we took a flight up the Rio Hondo Valley to 
take a look at Paul and Barbaraõs house they have 
up here.

Paul and Rick headed to the airport but I told 
them I would hang out here a while.  I wanted to 
circle up over the foothills check out the 
mountains. 

Upper Left: More Wild Rivers.



Above:  All the trikes 
except for mine.  Paul 
and Rick regrouped 
with the others at the 
Taos Airport. 

Higher and higher I 
climbed. The conditions 
were very smooth and 
the snow capped 
mountains pulled at me. 
I knew Wheeler Peak, 
was back there 
somewhere.  Later, I 
figured out itõs the high 
point on horizon, at the 
far left.  The sense of 
isolation way up here 
was very strong.  



To the south east was beautiful snow capped 
mountain.  After landing, I got the name off my 
maps ðVallecito Mountain (upper right).

I had a 20mph tail wind when I passed over 
Vallecito.   Wheeler was marked on my GPS, only 4 
miles away. As soon as I passed over what I 
thought was the summit I turned back to the 
west,  ready to descend to warmer air.   I was 
above 12,500 ft and on the 30 minute hypoxia 
timer as well.  When I made it back to Vallecito, I 
looked more carefully at my GPS display and 
realized I had flown over an unnamed point of 
rock, about 1.5 miles short Wheeler.

Although Wheeler Peak, (13,161 ft) is the highest 
point in New Mexico, the summit is not prominent 
or noteworthy.   Itõs high point on the ridgeline 
on the to the left near the center of the picture.  
Since I had no trouble penetrating against into 
the winds on my way back to Vallecito Mountain, 
I was game for another run at Wheeler Peak.



I looked down on Wheeler Peak (upper right), 
this time making doubly sure I had crossed 
over the top.  I just under 14,000 ft and was 
on top of the world.  I didnõt linger here and 
immediately headed back towards Vallecito 
Mountain again (lower left). 

That was the last picture I took on that flight.  
I descended over the foothills and approached 
the Taos Airport.  There were two trikes 
parked on the ramp, so I landed to regroup to 
let them with them know I was alright.

Paul and Rick were just starting their 
engines when I taxied up next to them.  I 
didnõt even bother getting out of my trike 
and headed back to the runway for 
takeoff.

Paul and Barbara headed over the village of 
Taos while Rick and I flew down the Gorge 
again.  We converged on the Espanola 
airport at about the same time. 



Frank gave a local guy named òWingNutó a ride in 
his trike.  When they landed WingNut was 
screaming so loud we thought the intercom was 
broken or he had gone crazy.  WingNut had a great 
time, saying he would give up sex and drugs for 
trike flying. They always say that. 

Then Frank gave a Chet a ride.  Chet is the 
Albuquerque Ultralight Association and flies a 
Quicksilver, but came up in his Piper Arrow instead. 

Upper Left, Lower Right:  Frank and Chet in the 
òRed Deviló

Lower Left:  Chet and his Piper.



Sunday afternoon was a repeat of 
the day before.  Steadily increasing 
winds that peaked around 3pm, then 
dropping off near sunset.  

Right:  Our flightline of trikes, tied 
down at Espanola.

Lower left:  A close up of my Cobra, tied down and 
braced against the winds.  My seatbelt is looped over 
the control bar and is prevented from shifting from 
side to side by a length of webbing tied from one 
corner of the control bar to the other, with a loop 
wrapped around the seatbelt. Two lengths of webbing 
tied from the corners of the control bar to the front 
wheel provide additional bracing.  Finally, the front 
wheel is anchored to a tie down spot on the ramp.  
Because the wing is tied to the trike chassis, instead 
of the ground,  it can be easily repositioned into the 
wind by untying the nose wheel and rolling it around.

The mast can be folded down for extra security, but 
I didnõt bother with that today.


