


Welcome Pilots & Friends.

Recollections of Flying Adventures
The author just wanted to share some of his

many flying adventures, to possibly encourage
someone else to pursue the great outdoors and the
thrill of aviation.

This book is unfinished and will be updated
and changed in future editions. The layout of the
PDF version will be refined as well.

Disclaimer: This is not intended to be a
technical manual, bla bla bla, or to be used as
instructional material. Always learn from an FAA-
certified flight instructor, bla, bla, bla. The author
hopes that you enjoy this brief look at some of his
private flight, and is in no way responsible for any
other person’s stupid actions.
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The Dream of Flight
It seems like only a couple of years ago that I

met Dave. This guy came into our store to show us
some pieces of folk art which were ready for
framing. We talked about the value of collectable
art and the possibility of some appraisals and
marketing for this body of art that his artist friend
had created.

The customer and I just clicked, or you might
say we hit it off. Within a few minutes, Dave was
telling me that he was about to get his private pilot
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license. My mind wandered as he talked. I was
hoping that he hadn’t noticed that for a moment or
two I wasn’t really listening to him, but to the
dream that was bubbling up on the inside of me.
His enthusiasm for flying was rekindling a life-
long notion that I had all but forgotten.

It had been at least 20 years since I had
even been near a flying machine. A friend once
shared his birthday gift of a flight with me in
Texas. After landing and having a Coke at
Galveston airport, my friend Jerry, asked me if
I wanted to trade places and sit in the front on
the return flight to the mainland. There was no
hesitation in my, “YES!” Soon after take-off, I
asked if I could fly the airplane. The pilot
obliged and I took the controls. We flew over
the Texas City oil refineries where I was
working at the time. Then out over the sandy
beaches where I could see the shrimpers as
they cut spiraling patterns on the muddy floor
of Galveston Bay dragging their nets for the
catch of the day.

The pilot landed the airplane and as he tied
down the craft, told me I should get my license.
I was so excited with that first ride that I never
asked if he was an instructor.
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That afternoon flight has been re-lived
numerous times in my mind since. But those
bright memories were always darkened by the
thought that it was impossible for me to fly
because it was too dangerous, too expensive,
and too hard to learn.

As we talked, I was thinking about asking
Dave if he would take me for an airplane ride
someday. But, before I could get the words out, he
offered to take me flying.

Within a few days we were at the airport and I
watched intently as Dave performed the pre-flight
inspection of the aircraft. I was impressed as he
methodically went over the checklist. Spending
extra time out in the cold to make sure everything
was in place and working properly assured me that
it would be a safe adventure. I had never heard
Dave raise his voice before, so after another
checklist inside the plane, he startled me a bit when
he yelled out the window, “CLEAR PROP!” just
before the engine came to life.
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The machine was just like the one in Texas, a
Cessna 172 Skyhawk! It was different this time up,
however. Not just that it was wintertime in Indiana
and the ground was blanketed with snow. It wasn’t
that the lakes were frozen and the ice fishermen
huddled in groups for their catch. It was different
this time because I was different! The dream was
being nurtured. Meeting Dave made me realize that
I really could learn to fly if I wanted to. Three
months later I started my pilot training.

The flight back in Texas seems like a lifetime
ago and the first ride with my new pilot friend
seems like just hours ago. We still like to take
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turns flying the airplane, while on cross country
trips to new places, as we remind others that
dreams of flying can come true.

~~~
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N5938U
This is the plane I soloed with. My instructor

Norm Miller had his work cut out for him when we
got together.

My training airplane, a Cherokee 140. The little low-wing
plane was such a joy to fly.
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N5938U instrument panel.

~~~
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What’s in a Name?
When I visit a place, I like to take in as much

as possible about the location as I can within the
small amount of time my visit will be. The
following is one that I found to be interesting.

Many years ago, Al Capone virtually owned
Chicago. Capone wasn’t famous for anything
heroic. He was notorious for enmeshing the windy
city in everything from bootlegged booze and
prostitution to murder.

Capone had a lawyer nicknamed “Easy Eddie.”
He was his lawyer for a good reason. Eddie was
very good! In fact, Eddie’s skill at legal
maneuvering kept Big Al out of jail for a long
time. To show his appreciation, Capone paid him
very well. Not only was the money big, but also
Eddie got special dividends. For instance, he and
his family occupied a fenced-in mansion with live-
in help and all of the conveniences of the day. The
estate was so large that it filled an entire Chicago
City block.
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Eddie lived the high life of the Chicago mob
and gave little consideration to the atrocities that
went on around him.

Eddie did have one soft spot, however. He had
a son that he loved dearly.

Eddie saw to it that his young son had the best
of everything: clothes, cars and a good education.
Nothing was withheld. Price was no object. And,
despite his involvement with organized crime,
Eddie even tried to teach him right from wrong.
Eddie wanted his son to be a better man than he
was.

Yet, with all his wealth and influence, there
were two things he couldn’t give his son; he
couldn’t pass on a good name and a good example.

One day, Easy Eddie reached a difficult
decision. Easy Eddie wanted to rectify wrongs he
had done. He decided he would go to the
authorities and tell the truth about Al “Scarface”
Capone, clean up his tarnished name and offer his
son some semblance of integrity. To do this, he
would have to testify against The Mob, and he
knew that the cost would be great. So, he testified.

Within the year, Easy Eddie’s life ended in a
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blaze of gunfire on a lonely Chicago Street. But in
his eyes, he had given his son the greatest gift he
had to offer, at the greatest price he would ever
pay.

Police removed from his pockets a rosary, a
crucifix, a religious medallion and a poem clipped
from a magazine.

The poem read:

The clock of life is wound but once
And no man has the power
To tell just when the hands will stop
At late or early hour.
Now is the only time you own.
Live, love, toil with a will.
Place no faith in time.
For the clock may soon be still.

Now along comes World War II which
produced many heroes. One such man was
Lieutenant Commander Butch O’Hare. He was a
fighter pilot assigned to the aircraft carrier
Lexington in the South Pacific.

One day his entire squadron was sent on a
mission. After he was airborne, he looked at his
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fuel gauge and realized that someone had forgotten
to top off his fuel tank. He would not have enough
fuel to complete his mission and get back to his
ship. His flight leader told him to return to the
carrier.

Reluctantly, he dropped out of formation and
headed back to the fleet. As he was returning to the
mother ship he saw something that turned his
blood cold, a squadron of Japanese aircraft were
speeding their way toward the American fleet.

The American fighters were gone on a mission,
and the fleet was all but defenseless. He couldn’t
reach his squadron and bring them back in time to
save the fleet. Nor could he warn the fleet of the
approaching danger. There was only one thing to
do. He must somehow divert them from the fleet.

Laying aside all thoughts of personal safety, he
dove into the formation of Japanese planes. His
wing-mounted 50 caliber guns blazed as he
charged in, attacking one surprised enemy plane
and then another. Butch wove in and out of the
now broken formation and fired at as many planes
as possible until all his ammunition was finally
spent. Undaunted, he continued the assault.
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He dove at the planes, trying to clip a wing or
tail in hopes of damaging as many enemy planes as
possible and rendering them unfit to fly.

Finally, the exasperated Japanese squadron
took off in another direction. Deeply relieved,
Butch O’Hare and his tattered fighter limped back
to the carrier. Upon arrival he reported in and
related the event surrounding his return. The film
from the gun-camera mounted on his plane told the
tale. It showed the extent of Butch’s daring attempt
to protect his fleet. He had in fact destroyed five
enemy aircraft.

This took place on February 20, 1942, and for
that action Butch became the Navy’s first Ace of
W.W.II, and the first Naval Aviator to win the
Congressional Medal of Honor. A year later Butch
was killed in aerial combat at the age of 29. His
home town would not allow the memory of this
WW II hero to fade, and today, O’Hare Airport in
Chicago is named in tribute to the courage of this
great man.
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So the next time you find yourself at O’Hare
International, give some thought to visiting
Butch’s memorial displaying his statue and his
Medal of Honor. It’s located between Terminals 1
and 2.

Butch O’Hare was Easy Eddie’s son.

~~~
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Spur of the Moment
Saturdays at the airport are the time when

pilots and aviation enthusiasts gather to tell stories
and to listen to hangar talk. It seems that every
small airport has a “Truth and Wisdom” table with
at least a few airworthy contributors. Those who
are ready and willing to share the true stories of
personal flying experiences or who are ready to
bestow sacred wisdom upon the next generation of
aviators.

By all indications this Saturday morning was
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going to be a standard pattern for the group. I
stayed back a bit and observed this morning.
Unwilling to interject into the stream of comments,
I could not help but try to calculate the gross
weight limit of the long wood and glass counter
that attempted to divide the general public and the
administrative side of airport business. This
counter was much better at supporting the load of
eight to ten pilots than it was at being a barrier to
separate customers and the shopkeeper.

This morning the old counter must have been
loaded to at least a few pounds over it’s maximum
takeoff weight. I was calculating the counter’s
capabilities while, like birds on a phone line, this
morning’s congregation was all lined up shoulder
to shoulder leaning on the glass case, chirping and
chattering about all manor of things. Suddenly as if
there was a secret signal, they all took off in a
flurry with their flight jackets flapping! Then they
circled and landed all around the big table at the
other end of the terminal building.

After a couple more stories and a joke or two
the regular and timely question was voiced, “Who
is going to go get the pizza today? I’m getting
hungry.” Seated at the table as well, and eager to
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do something different, I asked Rex (sitting next to
me) if he wanted to go to Coldwater for a salad. He
saw that I was serious, and after a moment or two
we were getting the weather briefing and planning
the trip to Michigan for lunch.

Before long Rex and I had Ed as a passenger,
and Dave and Don were getting another airplane
ready. With a few scattered clouds and a forecast
to become clear by afternoon, and winds out of the
north at six knots, we departed making five fellow
pilots and two airplanes very happy.

I think Don was the only one of us that had
been to this restaurant before today. Within an
hour we were having lunch and getting acquainted
with one more place on the map where we could
enjoy sharing the freedom of flying.

We got back to home base at about 3:00 and
fueled up the aircraft on the way back to the
hangars. It was Rex who said, “That’s what flying
is about. Taking off and having fun flying with
friends.”

Spur of the moment events in life are what
make things interesting. If we all could be more
spontaneous from time to time, there would be
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more excitement to share.

~~~
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Tango Flight
Today is the day that our flying club has

planned to go to Sporty’s, award-winning flight
school and world’s largest pilot shop in Clearmont
County, Ohio. One of our instructors had arranged
the whole thing, Lt. Dan, USAF had emailed us
with the idea to fly three airplanes there, in
formation! I could hardly wait for Dan to get home
on leave, and the day is finally here.

Lt. Dan called us all upstairs to brief us in the
club meeting room in the hangar. Now this was
one of the best pre-flight briefings that I ever had.
The blackboard was full of radio frequencies,
diagrams, and formation flying terminology. Lt.
Dan handed out complete information on the
flight: all the charts, and flight plan material
including weight and balance sheets to fill out. The
most impressive was a publication by Lt. Dan,
himself, Civilian Formation Guide. This was
complete with color photos of angle shots of
aircraft flying in formation. Our flight leader
covered so much more than FAR Title 14 § CFR
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91.111 requires. Hand signals were demonstrated
and radio procedures were carefully reviewed in
the briefing for Tango Flight.

Lt. Dan would be lead in the PA28-180 and
club president, Rex would be piloting Tango 2 a C-
172, and I piloted Tango 3 our other C-172. Each
ship would be carrying two passengers.

Pre-flight checklist complete… Before engine
start checklist… Lt. Dan signaled thumbs up,
Tango 2 gave a thumbs-up, then I gave thumbs-up.
The signal was given to start our engines and all
three airplane propellers cranked into action. With
a “staggered” taxi we are on our way!
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Lead takes off, just as Lt. Dan’s wheels leave
the runway Tango 2 releases his brakes with the
throttle wide open. Just as Tango 2 takes to the air,
I push full-throttle and Tango 3 let go with a roll. It
was beautiful all three aircraft were in the air.
Spaced at about 10 seconds (1500 feet) apart we
are climbing and begin to make the left-hand turn
to the south and get into position. Shortly after
climb-out I lost sight of Tango 2 and broke out to
the right. We lost sight of Rex because we were
climbing faster than the other airplanes, partly due
to gross weight but mostly because the Cessna that
I was flying was STOL (short take-off and
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landing) equipped. Once we were in formation at
cruise, I realized that this maneuver gave me
confidence that the trip was going to be a great
success. The break-out and rejoin of formation was
a good demonstration of safety. Situation
awareness is paramount while flying in close
proximity to other aircraft. I wonder how Lt. Dan
does this at 400 mph?

My altimeter showed about 1400 feet when our
leader contacted Grissom ATC (air traffic control)
about our flight plan.

Aviation radio communications is a very
important part of what we are doing. By flying in a
group (and not necessarily a formation) The lead
aircraft can do all the communicating with air
service on the ground. This makes it much safer
for the group and a lot easier for air traffic
controllers. They “see” all three of us on radar, but
only need the group’s information from one
aircraft. We used another frequency on comm(2) to
chat with each other during the flight.

In a short time Grissom handed us off to Indy;

Grissom Approach: “Six Nine Tango, radar
service terminated, call Indianapolis approach
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on 122.45 for hand off, Grissom.”
Lt. Dan: “Six Nine Tango.” (All of us tuned
our comm(1) radios.)
Lt. Dan: “Indy approach, Six Nine Tango,
Flight of three, request flight following if you
have time.”
Indy Approach: “Six Nine Tango Flight,
squawk four five zero four, say type of
aircraft.”
Lt. Dan: “Six Nine Tango, four five zero four,
one Piper Cherokee and two Cessna
Skyhawks.”

Indy’s hand off to Dayton was similar.
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Landing:
Transition to Echelon formation and roll out

behind number two went well, not what you would
see at an air show, but pretty good for our first
time. I can see Lt. Dan smiling now.

Sporty’s:
We all taxied up and the linemen parked our

ships and chocked the wheels. As I walked toward
the terminal a man came “running” out on a
Segway and greeted me asking if we were from the
MFC. After I answered he said, “I figured you
must be when I heard on the radio that 69Tango
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flight of three was coming in.” This was Michael
Wolf, Sporty’s company president, and he had all
but rolled out red carpet for us. There were hot
bratwursts, hamburgers and hot dogs on the grill at
the main entrance. They were totally prepared to
feed the nine of us.

The hospitality included a complete tour of the
facility. Everything from classrooms to library,
weather station and flight planning to audio/video.
The whole time Mike was giving the history of the
company and how things grew to what they are
now.

After touring the main building, we took a
-26-



small bus to the other side of the airport to see
Sandy’s Farm, a new air park development that is
under construction. We went into the black hangar
and had permission to board Hal Shevers’ Citation
jet. We looked at the new Cessnas and gathered in
front of the building for a group photo for their
website. Mike asked if anyone had any questions
or comments and I piped up and asked for a demo
of the Segway. Well, he got that thing out and all
of us had a try at the person mover… You lean
forward and you go forward, lean back and slow
down or go backwards. Twist the handle bar and
you turn. Sounds simple enough. I looked like a
blue jay on a clothesline! But it is easy to do, it’s
unbelievable how quickly you can get your balance
and go on a Segway. After my blue jay imitation, I
went inside to purchase a David Clark headset for
my wife. Deb goes flying now and then also.
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If you have a group of folks and want to take a
close-up look at Sporty’s I recommend stopping at
Clearmont County Airport (I69) for a visit.

Our formation departure was as graceful as the
first. This time without a hitch, we assumed
position with lead’s nose gear hidden by the main
gear (note: this gives you about 45 deg. wing
position).

Return flight:
On the flight back to RCR as we crossed into

Indiana, we saw several parachutes near
Richmond. We were not notified before hand of
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any parachute activity. It was a good reminder to
keep all eyes on the lookout for other aircraft and
jumpers while on a cross-country trip.

Grissom Tower said that we would be going
right between two storm cells as we reach
Rochester (RCR), and they were right. In a matter
of a couple minutes rain was washing the bugs off
the wind screen and we saw lightning not too far
away as we landed safely at home base.

By the time we landed and taxied, the rain had
stopped and Bill’s team was fueling their airplane.
I pulled right up to his Skyhawk’s nose. It was
funny, when Lt. Dan taxied up to fuel the
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Cherokee, he pulled up at right angle to our props
and brought his wings right under both of the 172s.
We fueled all three aircraft without moving them.

From Sporty’s web site: Batavia, OH —May
22

Three aircraft and nine members of the
Mentone Flying Club arrived at Sporty’s Pilot
Shop at lunchtime for hot dogs and a tour. After
everyone had their fill of hot dogs, brats, and
metts, Sporty’s President Michael Wolf
escorted the group on a tour of the facilities.

The tour started at Sporty’s Café and the
fulfillment center at Sporty’s. Then they loaded
up Sporty’s bus and headed to Sandy’s Farm.
There are seven building sites, all with airport
access. Sandy’s Farm also has fourteen
hangars that are occupied, fourteen more
under construction, and plans to build sixty
more. Next it was off to Cincinnati Avionics,
Select Aircraft Maintenance, Sporty’s Storage
Hangar, Air Mod Aircraft Interiors and
Sporty’s Cessna Sales Delivery Hangar. They
finished up the tour with test rides on a Segway
Human Transporter.

The Mentone Flying Club was formed in
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May of 1957 and still has some of the original
members active.

~~~
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Flying in the Clouds
Setting around “the great table of truth and

wisdom” at the local airport is a common pass-
time of pilots, and this Saturday morning was
pretty typical with coffee and doughnuts. There are
always at least a couple of new stories to hear and
the knowledge base is ever expanding. One thing
different this morning was that I showed up riding
a motorcycle.
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For me to ride a motorcycle would be a foreign
thought to my friends and possibly a frightful one
for my relatives. But when gasoline went to three
bucks a gallon I bought my first motorcycle. I
figured if the price of fuel was going to cut into my
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flying time, I could at least save some money
riding to and from the airport.

The excitement of riding the motorcycle
quickly paled when my friend, Brent asked me if I
wanted to go on a flight with him that evening.
Brent is an instrument-rated commercial pilot and
flies a Cessna 310, a light twin-engine airplane. I
immediately recognized an opportunity to gain
some practical experience to add to my most
recently acquired book knowledge.

With the help of Rex, my mentor, I had been
fervently preparing for the FAA Instrument
Knowledge Exam. It is the “ground school” part of
the FAA requirements to earning an Instrument
Rating. The written test for instrument flight rules
(IFR) covers a myriad of regulations and
aeronautical information that enable a pilot to
safely operate an aircraft in less than visual
weather conditions. The IFR system also includes
the reliable separation of aircraft by air traffic
controllers. The IFR rating allows pilots to legally
fly through low visibility weather until they get to
visual conditions again.

We rolled 310 out of the hangar and I put my
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bike in it’s place. First we headed for Shelbyville,
Indiana where we met a delivery van and loaded
the airplane with freight. After making a phone call
and doing some paperwork we were off to
Roanoke, Virginia to make delivery. At nine
thousand feet we were in and out of the tops of big
white clouds, and I got a glimpse of the Ohio River
as we passed over it.

The flight was on an IFR flight plan and I
really got the feel for being in the clouds. On a
VFR flight (visual flight rules), you can look out
the windows for ground references and landmarks.
You can use the natural horizon to tell you that you
are flying strait and whether or not you are turning
this way or that.

Without being able to see outside, your
physical senses will tell you one thing and the
airplane will actually be doing another before you
know it. So you have to depend upon instruments
to tell you what control inputs to make in order to
fly safely.
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On the long descending approach at Roanoke–
Blacksburg Regional Airport, (KROA) also known
as Woodrum Field, I was reminded once more of
the reason for IFR training. Just before the runway
was in sight, I saw radio tower lights peeking
through the clouds on each side of our flight path!
Then, it was like driving out of the fog as we
approached the runway.

In the darkness, a truck pulled up on the tarmac
and the driver with the bill-of-lading transferred
the small cargo.

On the night-flight return trip, Brent insisted
that I get some hands-on practice flying in the
clouds and using the radios. Flying from the right
seat was a new experience for me, and being
unfamiliar with the twin Cessna added to the load.
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Adjusting the throttles and setting radio
frequencies with my left hand, and using my right
hand for the yoke, felt pretty strange at first. I
wrote the tail number on my hand so I could
remember it when I read back clearances to the
controllers. And I really noticed the increased
weight and speed of the plane on my approach and
landing. I detected Brent’s input on the rudder a
couple of times during final approach. And it was
cool to add power to starboard engine to assist our
left turn onto the taxi way. What a thrill and what
an education the flight was!

As my motorcycle carried me toward home
that night, I realized what a timely opportunity the
day’s flight had been! It inspired me to continue
my adventure in gaining my instrument rating. In
the weeks to follow, I’ll be flying with my
instructor, gaining the skills I need for flying in
lower weather minimums than the visual flight
rules allow.

~~~
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Lunch at Grimes Field
On a cold winter day a couple years ago I

remember checking my mailbox… ah, yes, there it
is! It was my first issue of a gift subscription to
Pilot Getaways magazine and I was anxious to get
back to my warm recliner so I could read. The
magazine was chock-full of special places aviators
would want to visit. Out of all the articles, the one
that captured my attention the most was about a
place in Ohio.

Have you ever read an exciting article about a
vacation spot or a place that you never knew
existed, and you wonder if one day you might visit
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that place? I finished reading, but the story
continued in my thoughts. Sometimes I can see
myself meeting the people in the story. This time I
could almost taste the homemade pie at the little
Airport Cafe in the article about Grimes Field at
Urbana, Ohio. It was a delightful read.

A few weeks ago, my flying buddy, “Aviator”
Dave, asked if I would like to fly the return leg of a
trip. Dave was going to give a relative in
Versailles, Ohio a ride, and after they finished, I
could fly back to home base. It is always fun to
share the time and cost of flying. I had never heard
of Darke County Airport so you know the answer I
had for Dave. “Let’s go!” The weather was a bit
windy, not quite blustery. It was one of those
typical late spring days when tall white puffy
clouds build up with a wind of about 15 knots out
of the southwest. It was a great day to fly.

We had an enjoyable flight to Darke County
Airport (KVES). And while Dave was
chauffeuring his passenger around the sky, I played
with my new digital video camera at the airport.
Not being familiar with the new toy, I was anxious
to see how the pictures would turn out.
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While navigating to our destination during the
flight I hadn’t noticed, but when I looked at the
sectional chart on the wall in the terminal building,
I realized that we were only a few miles away from
Grimes Field!

Grimes Field (I74) Urbana, Ohio

After Dave’s passenger bade us farewell, I
asked if we should go on to Grimes for lunch. And,
as it turned out, that magazine article was a very
accurate account, right down to a sign in the cafe
that warns of, “Attack Waitresses.” All the folks
there were friendly.
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This is a place where the service is every bit as
good as the food. You can look out the window
and watch the airplanes land and take off as you
dine. Our aircraft was parked not more than a 100
yards from where we sat at our table.

After a great salad and iced tea it was my turn
to be pilot in command. The usual pre-flight check
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was in order, and that always includes fuel quality
and quantity.

My trusty E6B flight calculator

I calculated how much fuel was used while
Dave flew, and how much it would take for the
return trip (with the head wind) and still have
reserve fuel when we landed at home base. Fuel
planning is based on endurance, not range. Unlike
range, endurance is at the mercy of winds. I like to
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think of it as time in the tanks—instead of gas in
the tanks. We topped-off the fuel tanks and
departed runway one-two.

Now it was Dave’s turn to explore the modern
marvels of video on the return trip. He documented
the journey and the video turned out as well as the
rest of the trip.

What a great time! One day you read about it
in a magazine and picture yourself in the story.
And before you know it, the day comes when you
find yourself in the pictures while telling the story.

~~~
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The Old Filling Station
What happened to service? Years ago, the

filling station was called a service station. For 22
cents per gallon, you could drive up to a gas pump,
a pleasant attendant would fill your tank or
dispense whatever amount you requested (Give me
two bucks of ethyl please). Then he would clean
your windshield, check the battery, put air in the
tires and water in the radiator. And to compete
with the other gas stations, they gave green stamps
or blue stamps. I remember collecting a whole set
of amber glasses from the Mobil station in
Dickenson, Texas. People went where they gave
the trading stamps and the best service.
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Now we pump our own gas at outrageous
prices and pay for air and water! What happened to
the real service that used to be offered at the gas
station? Maybe it happened something like this:

Possibly John, the chairman of Standard, called
Ralph, the head of Shell, and David, the head
honcho at Mobil, and said, “Guys, we’re giving
American consumers all this service for 22 cents a
gallon for our gas. We can really get their money if
we create a gas shortage. Then we can force them
into working for us, pumping their own gas,
paying higher prices, and we can even get them to
put air in their tires and charge for it
besides.” After Ralph and David expressed shock
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at such a revolutionary idea, John explained that
the government continues to raise taxes to pay for
unnecessary wars and ridiculous government
programs and if the public will accept that without
a rebellion, then Big Oil can do the same thing.

It took a while, but John convinced the boys to
create a phony oil crisis that had motorists waiting
in long lines to fill up their tanks. After all,
Americans cannot go two blocks on foot, much
less two miles, the auto rules the nation’s
commerce, an oil crisis would make Americans
understand just how important gasoline is to life
and the pursuit of happiness. Liberty was left out
of the entire discussion. It just wasn’t relevant.

So the great oil crisis of early 1974 was created
and Americans cried for an end to gas lines,
screamed at paying 40 cents a gallon for the gas
they did get but paid it anyway, and waited in long
lines. Once their spirits were broken, they meekly
paid the tab and shut up, happy to see an end to the
gas lines.

Seems like no one has to run a competitive
business or satisfy consumers anymore. Where do
customers get treated with respect, pay a fair price
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and get genuine service? Oh, it probably didn’t
happen like that, but it is interesting how we think
of service these days. With our Wal-Mart greeters,
the “free” minutes on cell phones and credit card
use at the second window at McDonald’s.

Now we have a whole generation, or two, who
never went into a full service filling station and
had real service.

One time I received an “estimated bill” from
the power company because they were too lazy to
read my meter. They didn’t like it when I went to
their office to pay the bill and gave them an
estimated check!

~~~

-47-



First Solo Flight
My first solo flight was a day I will never

forget. My instructor and I flew around the traffic
pattern and I was making the smoothest landings
that day. So I had mixed emotions (one of joy and
one of fright) when the instructor had me taxi off
the runway and told me to take off by myself.
Every pilot gets excited when he takes off solo for
the first time. The airplane sounds different and
seems light weight and silent without the instructor
in the right seat.

You are all alone and it is time to experience
flight for the first time in your life without the
safety net of your trusty instructor observing your
every move. Oh, well sure, you can still hear the
voice of your instructor in your head, but you look
over and he’s gone.
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Now make the next landing as slick as the last
one and you’ll be alright. Anxiety, anticipation,
sweaty palms, the shakes, and the will to survive—
all are sensations you may feel at this time. But
you have been trained for this moment and you
take it in stride. All these thoughts flow through
my mind as my friend Dave and I fly toward
Wabash airport and hear on the radio that a freshly
minted pilot is on his first solo adventure.

Pictured here is new pilot, Josh Cripe, 17, of
North Manchester, after he soloed, landed, and
refueled the aircraft. Also shown is Richard
Tschantz, his FAA certified flight instructor. The
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two have been working together as student and
instructor long enough to ensure the safety and
confidence for today’s flight.

I’m not sure of the origin of the ritual, but it is
a time-honored tradition for the flight instructor to
take a pair of scissors and whack off the new
aviator’s shirttail when he accomplishes his first
solo flight. Often the piece of fabric is decorated
with a drawing of the event or a caricature of the
pilot along with names, place, and date. The
decorated shirttail usually is thumb-tacked to the
wall. Many are collected and displayed in the flight
school or hangar.
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The shirttail might be returned to the student
when he earns his pilot certificate, although some
are displayed until the artwork fades and the fabric
turns to dust.

Early instructors sat behind the student in
tandem, open-cockpit airplanes. In the days before
the time of electronic headsets the instructor may
have reached forward and pulled at the student’s
shirttail to communicate or get his attention. Then
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removing the shirttail would symbolize that the
soloed student no longer needed that help.

I have heard that the tradition was born out of a
safety issue. To warn other pilots, the instructor
required that student pilots flying solo be identified
by cloth streamers trailing from their airplanes.
And the material may have been cut from the
students’ shirttails.

Whatever the reason for the shirttail tradition,
technology may cause it to become obsolete. But it
is still observed in some airports and many flight
instructors still perform this rite of passage.

Congratulations are in order to Josh Cripe
because on April 17, 2005 he had his first solo
experience which he will never forget.
Undoubtedly this new pilot will soon be earning
his certificate and will take part in sharing the
dream of flight with the next generation of
aviators.

~~~
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Friends on the Ground
When a bunch of pilot friends get together you

can expect, well, just about anything to happen.
One thing for certain, you can always expect to
have some fun.

Like the day that a group of us went to get a
close-up look at an air traffic facility. A friend
invited us to visit the Approach Control room at
Grissom ARB. And since this is a military base we
couldn’t fly and land there so we went in a friend’s
van. Some of the pilots went in separate vehicles
because of various departure schedules, but we all
met at the base parking lot for the rendezvous.
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Some were unable to partake of the actual tour
of the controllers facility. One commercial pilot,
Brent, had to fly some freight to another
destination that afternoon, so the rest of us were
disappointed when he was unable to go with us.

Upon arrival we all took time to gather in the
parking lot while one of us set a self-timed camera
on a metal post to capture some megapixels of the
group.

It was dark in the control room except for a
couple dim lights and the glow of the radar
screens. When my eyes adjusted, they fastened on
the beam of green light which painted all the air
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traffic as it swept across the airspace. I could see
all the airplanes, their altitudes, and ground speeds
at a glance.

Our group had lots of good questions and the
controllers were happy to answer every one of
them. The controllers showed us how it looks on
the screen when they vector traffic to specific
locations for aircraft separation and guidance. I
learned what happens when an aircraft is
transferred or “handed off” to another control
center. They demonstrated to us how they are
alerted when a pilot indicates he or she is in
trouble. They encouraged all of us pilots to take
full advantage of their services every time we fly.

The loudspeaker volume was turned low and
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the controller on duty had a headset on so he could
work while we carried on with our tour. I was
setting at one of the radar scopes in my best air
traffic controller pose, when someone said, “Hey,
that’s Brent!” So they turned up the speaker for us
to hear our friend as he flew enroute though
Grissom airspace. His transponder code was
showing up on the scope and we could hear him on
the radio with approach control. When Brent said
that we must be having fun in the control room it
was the understatement of the day.

A crucial part of flying is having a friend in the
control tower. Air traffic controllers help you
navigate through the sky while separating you
from other aircraft that you cannot see. Friends in
the system working together to keep flying safe.

~~~
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Small, But Powerful
It was a hot summer morning with calm winds

and a heavy haze that kept us below 3000 feet for
better visibility. We were off to visit hanger “M” at
Nappanee Airport, home of JDC Mini-MAX, an
ultra-light class aircraft.

John Graber, Dave Trump, and Thinus Debeer
say, “The name JDT Mini-MAX says it all. It is a
minimum cost aircraft, requiring a minimum of
building space, time and skill. And you get a
maximum high of pure pleasure and performance.”

Of the three partners, John Graber is the
manager and oversees daily operations at the
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company located at the airport in north-central
Indiana. John is also a pilot and has been active in
aviation since the 1960’s

I talked to John about the different types of
airplanes they manufacture and the various
airplane kits they sell. The airplanes are about the
size of a soapbox-derby racer and are built of wood
and fabric. The aircraft are miniature in size. The
single place craft has room only for the pilot, no
passengers. It was interesting to see just how many
options and styles they have to offer. They have
everything from finished and ready-to-fly
airplanes, to kits to assemble at your leisure. If you
are a hard-core builder you can even start with just
the plans, and cut out all the pieces yourself.

John said, “After only 350-400 hours of build
time, you can be cruising around at 70 miles per
hour.”

-58-



I got to see the company’s newest creation and
talked to a couple pilots who owned these small
airplanes.

The return trip in our Cessna 172 was a bit
bumpy since the air was becoming more unstable.
The visibility is always better when you see white
fluffy clouds forming from the rising heat of the
ground in midday and afternoon. I flew along
imagining the thrill of flying a Mini-Max some
day.

At the end of a great day flying, it is always
good to get back to my recliner to relax, jot down
any high points of the flight, and make another
entry in my logbook. Just before succumbing to the
inevitable “power nap,” my wife Deb advised me
that the Amish neighbor girls were planning to
come over with some sweet corn. They are five
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and three years old and keep us supplied with
veggies from their family’s garden.

After our regular debriefing, my thoughts
drifted off and I unconsciously slipped off to sleep
in my big brown chair. All of a sudden there came
a sturdy knock on the door! Half asleep, I stumbled
toward the noise realizing this was not the sound of
a five-year-old hand at my door.

By the time I got to the door, there was no one
there. I did see two motorcycles parked in the
drive. I went out to the shop and there on the deck
stood two bikers in leather and denim. It was a nice
surprise to find my Uncle Tom and Cousin Dale.
The father and son team had ridden in just to say
hello. We don’t get to see each other very often so
we had a great visit catching up on new things and
reflecting back on old times. It was a short visit
and soon the guys were back on the open road.

The sweet corn did arrive and was delicious for
supper. Deb and I talked about what a nice full day
we had, and how we had better plan a trip to
Pittsfield, Illinois one of these days to repay the
visit to Uncle Tom.

~~~
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The Sausage Run
Back in the 1920s, country clubs used to host

air events for those wealthy enough to own
America’s latest new toy, the airplane. And the
fascination of flight grew so much that by the
1930s general aviation captured the imagination of
just about everyone; and fly-ins, open to anyone
who could fly, drive, or walk in to an airfield,
began cropping up all over the country. These
events offer pilots and non-pilots a chance to
exchange information, swap stories, and share the
joy of flying.

Although these events happen year round,
when the weather turns warm the calendar of
events column of my favorite aviation magazine is
a long and exciting list. Pancake breakfast fly-ins,
chili cook-off fly-ins, hog roast fly-ins, and fish-fry
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fly-ins. Good flying weather, good food, and good
company all signal the start of the fly-in season.

When my friend Dave stopped by my shop, I
told him of my dilemma of Bill not being available
to pick up the sausage for our local upcoming
pancake and sausage breakfast fly-in. I went on
about how I had volunteered to go get the meat for
the event. And the more I thought about it, the less
interested I was in driving to the locker to pick up
the sausage. I asked Dave, “Why do you suppose
Bill has been getting the meat from a place clear
over by the Illinois state line?”

We knew if we put our heads together we
could turn this into some fun.

Dave quickly made some phone calls and
discovered that an airport near our destination had
a courtesy car and that it would be available during
mourning hours on the following day. It was
quickly becoming a necessity that we airlift the
frozen sausage instead of driving for three or more
hours. This need to fly was not based on a tight
schedule or because other transportation was not
available—it was simply based on our need to fly!

The next day, at Kentland airfield, Harold
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handed us the keys to his very cool courtesy car. It
was an old retired state trooper cruiser, a dark blue
Crown Victoria, still equipped with a working spot
light. We drove into town and found the locker
plant and paid for the meat. The butcher was kind
enough to provide boxes just the right size to fit in
the baggage door of our Cessna Skyhawk. On the
way back to the airport we stopped at the Country
Cafe and had a hearty breakfast. In no time at all
we had the payload safe and sound in the
refrigerator at our home-base hangar.

The next day, while some folks served up the
hundred pounds of sausage and the uncounted flap
jacks, others gave airplane and helicopter rides to
visitors. Before the morning was gone, our little
fly-in breakfast had evolved into a successful
event.

Fly-ins build a bond between local aviation
enthusiasts and the general public with activities
that range from airport open houses to safety
seminars, project building workshops to aircraft-
type-club meets, and contests. Many of these
events have drawings and prizes for the visitors.

If you don’t yet have your private pilot
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certificate, you may think that these gatherings of
airplanes and the people who love them are off-
limits to you. But that’s not the case. You are
welcome to attend and you can always drive in. In
fact many fly-ins are coupled with cruise-ins and
are great car show events as well.

Reflecting back, I want to thank Bill for the
sausage run. And looking forward, well, who
knows. Maybe next year we will have a bar-b-que
fly-in and we’ll have to pick up the meat in Kansas
City!

~~~
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Steak and Eggs
Some of the most fun times around an airport

are the weekends in July. People are celebrating
the freedom of our great country with the freedom
of flight.

This year I took advantage of an opportunity to
go to a fly-in breakfast at Watervliet, Michigan.
After all, I had my honey-do list checked off for
the day, and I really couldn’t think of anything
more appropriate than to reward myself with
flying. After a pre-flight weather briefing, and
inspection of the airplane, I strapped in and blasted
off into the wild blue yonder.

The plan was to go to the small airport and
enjoy steak and eggs for breakfast with the
Watervliet Chapter of the Experimental Aircraft
Association (EAA). The town in the southern part
of the state has very nice airfield with well marked
turf runways carved out of the surrounding woods.
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As it turned out, the advertisement for the
weekend event was printed incorrectly and the
breakfast was scheduled for the next day. Today’s
agenda was lunch. I felt sort of out of place after
arriving nearly three and one half hours too early.
However, I discovered that I wasn’t alone. A
couple of other pilots had come in from the north,
landed earlier expecting breakfast as well.

Chatting with the other pilots, I quickly learned
that we were not far from a local restaurant—if I
was up to a little hiking. They gave detailed
directions to a place right off the far end of the
runway. The three of us were about to walk to the
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other end of the field when we were offered a ride.

The EAA chapter president gave us a ride in
his 1942 Willy’s Jeep to the end of the runway.
From there we hiked a short distance through a
wooded area until the path ended at the edge of a
road. We walked along the side of M-140 about a
quarter of a mile, and after crossing a bridge we
finally arrived at Ma and Pa’s Country Kettle. I
didn’t have steak and eggs, but the breakfast buffet
was better than I had experienced in a long time,
not to mention meeting some of the friendliest
folks.
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After hiking back to rendezvous with the
Willy’s driver, we heard many stories of past fly-
ins at this airport. The driver’s two sons were back
from Iraq, and his daughter was a pilot, and would
be returning soon with his airplane. He was a
proud father telling stories of how he raised his
kids around the airport.

I find the most interesting things going on
around active EAA clubs. There was a lot
happening in this small chapter. The members
showed me a Pitts Special that they were in the
process of rebuilding. The Pitts is a little bi-plane
that is great for aerobatics, and demands a good
amount of piloting skills. I asked who was going
fly her when the project was finished, and one of
the members told me that it was probably going to
be for sale soon after completion.

It was fun to watch as two fellows checked the
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controls of a Fly Baby as they prepared for flight.
This aircraft had to be hand propped to start the
engine. The pilot had the little wood and fabric
tail-dragger up in the air in no time. He put on a
mini air show for the gathering, as he did a few
low passes down the grass field. The little four-
cylinder Franklin engine, with no muffler, just
cackled as he flew by. That little blue streak of a
flying machine would make a barnstormer out of
most any pilot.

By now there were quite a few aircraft arriving
for lunch, but it was time for my departure. Next
year I will plan for the whole day, to visit my new
friends and share more stories.

~~~
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More Photos
Here are some more photos.

Cessna 172 Skyhawk, Jerry’s 1981 birthday ride.

Bacliff, Texas — Where my wife and I lived.
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Galveston Island, Texas

The Galveston Bridge
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A shrimp boat on Galveston Bay

On top with Rex, IFR-rated pilot.
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Flight Center visit.
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Flight Center visit.

That’s about it for now. Happy flying,

— Dwight Hammond
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