
Belen Takeoff:     8:40am         PPC Landing:       9:57am
PPC Takeoff:       10:26am        Belen Landing:    11:49am
Trip Airtime 2.6hrs   Total PIC Time: 854.8   Total Time: 876.0       

Saturday July 24, 2010
323 rd Cobra flight, 333 rd PIC, 3 landings
Caldron,  Jaws of Death, PPC, Red Cliffs
Itõs been a two weeks without flying.  All my spare time 
has been used to prepare for my òOver New Mexicoó talk 
at the Museum of Natural History later in the week.  My 
promo poster is on the left.  I need to recharge myself 
with a flight, so I headed down to Belen this morning 
after taking the dogs on a 6am walk.

I took off and 
headed to the 
Pools. 



There was quite a bit of water in the pools this morning.  
It had rained hard last night in Albuquerque.  I headed 
over to the òDry Waterfallsó, hoping to catch them with 
a strong flow of water.

They were dry, as usual (right).  

I headed into the Valley of the Horses and saw 
a small group of 3 horses.  

I headed north past the òBumpó and over to the 
Caldron.  This time I stayed on top of the 
southern part of the òJaws of Deathó. 



I did my dive run, but turned left this time.   It 
was a lot more scenic this way.  

Upper left:  Crossing into the Jaws.

Center Right:  The view a few seconds later. 

Center Left:  Looking out through Jaws Canyon.

Lower Right:  I had so much fun, I came around and 
did another dive, this time turning right.



I wanted to drop off some 4x6 cards I printed up 
promoting my òOver New Mexicoó talk at the PPC 
field.   I flew up the Rio Puerco and landed there.  I 
went into the pilots lounge and dropped of the 
cards.  While I was there I talked to one the PPC 
pilots.  She said she had flown over a bunch of ruins 
near the red cliffs to the west.  I knew where the 
red cliffs were and she gave me some more specific 
directions.  òHead to the microwave tower, and head 
north along the edge of the cliff.ó   That sounded 
interesting, so thatõs where I was headed next.

Upper right:  On a bench below the cliff I saw a 
circle of stones.  Very old. On top of the mesa I saw 
a pile of sticks, and another stone circle, with a 
substantial  rim.



I watched a small herd of 5 horses 
climb up an impossibly steep cliff to 
the top of the mesa.  There were 
two little ones and three older 
horses.  

Upper right: The white horse is 
with a small grey one and the pinto 
is next to a small brown horse.  An 
older tan with dark feet was 
further down the cliff,  guarding 
the rear of the herd. 

Lower left:  The white, grey, brown 
and pinto on the top of the mesa.



On a bench below the rim of the 
mesa I saw this house, with a roof 
on it. 

Lower right: An ancient pair of 
circles.



It started to sprinkle lightly.  There wasnõt any 
real rain, but I wanted to get back to Belen now, 
about 30 miles to the southeast.

Left:  I flew along the edge of the red cliffs and 
saw a pair of red towers in this arroyo.

Lower left:  I headed down to the Rio San Jose 
and saw a strangely eroded tower of yellow rock. 

Lower right: The canyon of the Rio San Jose.



The òBig Red Spotó  looked very big 
and very red today.



The confluence of the Rio Puerco and 
Rio San Jose.  The San Jose has all 
the water.  The flow downstream is to  
left. 

Some recent erosion on the Rio 
Puerco. 


