YAKIMA VALLEY WPA NEWSLETTER
NOV, 2006

This is Thanksgiving eve and a light rainaBifg in the cool of the late afternoon.
Not too long from now Christmas will be upon usgd aooner than that, our annual
Christmas meeting (party) will be here. This leisegetting to you late in Nov with the
hopes that you won't forget to attend. This isslge contains a rather long article
written by Uncle Bob on his summer flight to Mexiand since this was the longest
flight taken in 30 years of flying, the articleleng as well. Pretty pictures have been
added to break up the monotony. As usual, Dermaiszhas questions for you. All
three stumped me. Sadly, Sandy and | won't makpdhy; gladly, The Caribbean
calls!

DATES

CHRISTMAS MEETING ---Dec 8---Howard Johnsons—9 St., and

Kfiana Ave.
6PM Drinks, 7PM Dinner
Only $10 per plate—WPA pays the rest!
$20 gift or less and please—no “raunchy” gifts

CHRISTMAS ----------=---mm——- DEC 25 --1 just love the idea that Santa is a
ilop too; and IFR qualified to boot.

QUESTIONS

1. A helicopter has been built and flown with dagowered by a ram
jet installed at each blade tip. The force of tiotafor these blades is
described by Newton’s third law of moti@neurse, you know his third law, right? Hewmtitle
hint---it comes just after his%and a little while after his first—uncle oty hat other two force
mechanisms describe the torque on the rotor irkeah ffow turbine?
2. Of the six JP jet fuels, which are kerosene basédaich are
nap htha based?nougnt there was only one)
5. While flying, why do jet fuel tanks need to be cilation vented
whereas gasoline tanks need only to be passivelea@ave ere been times

when your spouse wished you were “vented"?



HELLO MEXICO

8 As | start to write this, an old song startsang
r it's way through my head—-“It's a Long Way to
g Tipperary--." I'm not sure where Tipperary is, Blit

guess Ireland and surely that is indeed a longy lon
way from Yakima town. Well for me, the first ever
flight to Mexico from here was plenty long enough
(it,'s equivalent to flying halfway across the |J.&d
&8 well worth the flight hours it took to get ther&lmost
s=—_=—since the time that | started flying, which wasiard
- 1976, I've heard pilots rave about flying down to
Mexico, and for the same amount of time, | have
~ pondered flying there as well. Several of our merab
y there at least once a year. Jim Bell and hfe,w
0 ' D Lupe, tour Baja in the Cessna 140 there yearlg, an
Lee Peterson and his wife Kay fly there and beyiartieir 182 more than once a year. In fact, as |
write this, the Peterson's are enjoying the Cogaeryon area of Mexico. And so, after all the yexrs
thinking about it, | finally launched south thisnser. It wasn't the best time of the year todly t
sunny,hot, Mexico, but work-wise and people- wise, the tighgouldn't have been better.

As with most longer flights, the destination veay part of the fun. The first leg of the jouyn®ok
me and my friend, Jerry Schultz, to Napa, Califthva stop for lunch, etc. at Red Bluff. A fligbt
RV 6s, and 4s and? had landed there ahead ofdusene all on display in all their shinny paint job
glory. The food at the airport cafe was first raldhe RVs departed while we were still eating @nd
was fun watching them take off with a little extr@mown in in the way of steep climb outs, or low ,
high speed runs followed by an even steeper cliottand of course nosing over before Mr. Stall got
them. After lunch and potty time it was off to Newhere we mooched off Jerry's brother for food and
lodging before departing the next morning for tla& ®iego area where we were to pick up my oldest
son ,Sean, and his girlfriend ,Gabriella, as wellcavisit my two sisters and mother who live in
Escondido. The flight from Yakima to Napa, wasedidy a light tailwind, making my GPS tell me
that my ship was indeed a rocket. But the godiotlerhad different plans as we headed south from
Napa. Climbing out over the bay area, the groyosd was quite low, but that was to be expected.
usually try to maintain at least 200mph on climlb, @nd then expect higher ground speeds when |
level off. On this flight, that was not to be. €@nleveled off at 9,500 or so, | was seeing speetie
90 mph range. Norcal approach, informed me tretitiusual head winds persisted all the way down
the coast. | finally tried a descent somewhere twe San Joaquin Valley and finally found lesser
headwinds at 3,500 feet. Still, it was pretty sigoing. Then, as we approached the mountains
forming the LA basin, | had to climb to 10,500, iéley eliminating the LA Class B. | expected, and |
heard an airplane report more than moderate tunbalever the San Gabriel's in the vicinity of the
Grapevine, but as luck would have it, we experidrecgretty smooth ride. The descent into Ramona,
however, tipped us around a bit what with the rudie of boulder and sage brush covered hills hgatin
up in the morning summer sun. Once upon the groiiméhs once again “mooch time”, compliments
of my sister Carol, who put us up for a couple aysiwhile my son finished up his work for the week.
Then it was off from the Ramona airport, southstmny, San Felipe, Mexico. This leg was the



shortest and, with Mr. Headwind being kind, in stimmgy less than an hour and a half, we were
listening to the “tower controller” talking to a &a 30 miles ahead of us. This turned out to be a
good drill, for we experienced the very same cosatton with the

controller as did the Cessna. It went somethikeg tinis: “

|!Beech 28 Echo state your position.” | had alredaoiye so
on my initial transmission, but | complied none tbss.
! Then it was “Beech 28 Echo, report 10 miles outd ¢hen
“Beech 28 Echo, report 3 miles out on final, witdish blah
blah,” and then it was Beech 28 Echo, clearednd’la
iWhiIe | was tying down, | noticed the “controllesturrying
Bout of the tower and heading for us. At firstddight that
perhaps | had screwed up, because | also notigedrag
man with an M14 along with an older man, both imyar
e garb approaching us from my left. | tried to mehchalant
e : ~_about these proceedings by slowly hooking the plant®
the awaiting chains. As it turned out, the “cohénd was now the baggage handler and the army guys
were the plane and baggage inspectors. We opgnt suitcases right there on the tarmac and soon
it was smiles all around. However, we weren'tsfir@d. The baggage handler scurried off into the
terminal where he became one of the four “custoffi¢ers. Meanwhile a very nice Mooney caught
my eye as we were walking toward the terminal, lestdpped to have a look- see at the ship. All of a
sudden | heard this command in Mexican English &&p away from that airplane.” Alarmed that
once again | might have screwed up, | compliedokiimg over at the source of this command | saw the
old guy in the uniform laughing, and then he saithwa giggle, “just joking---I've always wanted to
say that.” We then proceeded into the terminalrevlhaat down at four different desks while two
different officials manned the chairs. All went@othly until the final chair, where | handed ovey m
wallet replete with my pilot’s license and notidbat the official had screwed up his face into
something resembling a confused frown. He applyrers trying to decipher my broker’s license
instead of my pilot’s license, but we soon got gjsiistraightened out and we were on our way in a
“taxi” to San Felipe, while the officials were onagain resuming their card game. Once there, Jerry
and | let the local motel manager screw us ou$6% a night for a very bare bones room. It dideha
window- mounted air conditioner however, which otrout to be a godsend ,what with the 100 plus
degree, humid, humid, and more humid conditione&weerienced. In desperation, | gave up my Levis
for a pair of polyester swimming trunks, a paifflgf flops and a white straw hat that | purchasexht
one of the many concessions gracing the streedaseaalj to the waterfront. Sean and Gabby stayad at
small house that her mother owned there. We enjegedral nights of great Mexican food (that is
almost redundant isn't it), and Mariachi musicha many restaurants that also graced the waterfront
while watching the parade of cars, pickups and mgtdes
that cruised the main each evening. We even bdidat
dancing at one of the bars apparently owned byiadg”
because all he played in the joint was Americanionost of
the 30s and 40s. We also tried our hand at fisimriige bay
by making arrangements via “front men” who roantesl t
=" =beach in search of someone to sell a fishing eianuts. We
=\were assured that the “panga” was seaworthy andriba
captain was very experienced, and so parted wiBOaearnest
money to reserve the boat for fishing the followmgrning.
ondering if we would ever see these guys agairsivesved




up bright and early; beer, water and deli sandesah hand ,and
"o, there appeared one nasty looking Chevy 4x4 esitiaust

stacks jutting up behind the cab and fitted witetof huge

knobby tires. The guy driving the machine scramlaet to

attach a tow rope to the trucks hitch and to
the bow of the panga. Did | mention that the pangere lined
up in the sand a good hundred yards from the watiye? We
ere motioned to jump into the boat and hang ond #ith that
,the exhaust stacks roared and the lot of us waigged right out
into the lapping waves of the Sea of Cortes witigerhen
unhitched us from the truck which then spun arouarttie water and roared back to the solid sand.
The driver then got out leaving the rig idling, éikup his pants and waded out to our panga. In a
minute the 115 horse outboard came to life and eeeWweaded out into the far reaches of the bag. Th
captain hummed Mexican tunes (there | go beingrrédnt again) while he got the bait and rods ready
for the four of us. Soon we were catching fisiot Nig ones, but fish none the less. Problem was |
was catching most of the critters while the reghefstalwart “fishermen” annoyingly observed my
continued joy. Soon the captain was hauling anthé&ook for a better place with the hopes of mgkin
the other fishermen happy. That was not to be kewédecause after an hour or two of searching, my
friend Jerry started to get sea sick and held otit lne was pitching over the side. This being mos
appetizing to the rest of us who were soon to lm, we requested a hasty retreat back to the beach
And hasty it was. The captain headed the pangj#hfaltitle toward the beach and never let up uml
had slid as far as possible up the sandy bottohat Being done, he jumped out of the boat andtiveo
waiting 4x4 and back out into the drink he wenheTfront men” re-attached us to the truck hitcod a
then with a roar and a shake, we were propelleadbilte water and up the up-sloping beach to the
point from where we had begun. By then, Jerryfirashed retching and we all jumped out leaving
the fish behind in the cooler. The beer went wihwith a “muchos gracias senor—adios.” Jerry and
| were soon back in the “luxury accommodation'sthwthe air conditioner going full blast.

The following morning we headed back to the@irpvith plans to fly further south to depart from
the somewhat border atmosphere that is in Sand=elipe av-gas at the airport was only 2.50 a gallo
and so the plan was a fill up and have one furg fbght exploring to the south along the Sea Of
Cortes. However the god of gas had other plans avivery sorry senor, senorita, but the pumpsishe
no working today” Thank God my ship holds neaig@fons and | had less than 15 gallons of fuel
burn Escondido to San Felipe. This meant thauldeafely fly, lets say, a half hour down the ¢oas
for a look see. That put us in reach of Ranchan@eaand g :
so it was Rancho Grande here we come. The runtvay
San Felipe is 4,900 feet long and 149 feet aboadese!.
| was heavy, and the temp, according to the outside
temperature
guage, was 118 degrees. | have never been in
temperatures that high, let alone in an airpland,the
words “density altitude” kept wandering around ig m
head. Consequently I picked out a spot halfwayrdtve
runway and told everyone that if | wasn't in theaaidam
close to it, at that point, | would abort. There things |
just don't comprehend about this flying game.
We were in the air not much more than halfwathehalfway point and climbing at at least 500 ft

per minute up. I'll leave it up to you brainchildstell me why. Could it be my brand new, notuith
propeller? As we flew down the coast at about 3f50Be water became more and more crystalline




and the coastline less and less populated. Tlyeaonoyance to
the flight were the thousands of
Cormorants that seemed to like flying at our adté, but miss
them we did, or they did us, and soon the beautdiylat Rancho
Grande loomed in front of us. The main strip -¢hisra short
crossing runway- is some 5,000 feet long, pavegtavel and
sloping slightly up hill if one lands to the wesithwva final over the
water. Mountains form a barrier west of the striyanding in that
direction meant that | would have a significant ¥and, but with
everything described above, | went for it. It veason event and |
was stopped in less than half of the runway. Rar@&tande also
has a north-south strip just a few hundred yardthraf it called
Alfonsina's, and at the north end of it is a restatiby the same
name. The young man in the black truck who caméogreet us
and our ten dollar bill was more than happy to gise ride to the
restaurant where we enjoyed some fine fish taédinsina’s
strip, by the way, is under water at some highstidged we were
able to see the whole thing flood over while we dtip and down
that pristine beach were all sorts of rustic buidg, most of which
were some sort of conversions of single wides. tWtel walked
by while walking a short distance up the beach woereed by
“gringos.” One owned a Cherokee 6 and the otlis32a The 6 owner lived in Sacramento and had
made the trip there more than 160 times. The déllerused to teach sky diving and had held the
world record for number of jumps in one day forexa years. The number was something over 200 if
memory serves. Both guys were very content araspk with their lot, which appeared to me to be a
state of semi boredom and extreme relaxation. Wdter, which they bobbed up and down in several
times a day was perfectly clear and over 80 degréesy and | did a little bobbing of our own.Afte
the pleasant visit, we were off in another pickilygs time in the salt water that had now come idJan
and soon we were back to the plane. | was condexbeut density altitude. | had four people in the
plane and near 40 gallons of fuel and it was 108 degrees. The 6 owner said to me that in Baja
there is no such thing as density altitude, ananftdhink that he was joking. That set me adlittiore
at ease, even if 1 didn't believe it. Mine is & HP airplane and his is 230 HP, or better, withrae
blade constant speed prop. Big difference, Jose. Anyway, a
good 20 mph headwind right do the runway, a sligh
downslope, well packed gravel, a -~ notto forgky King at the
controls and no obstructions all th way to maidl&texico,
made the takeoff a no brainer.--- YEAH. Rather than play
once again with the Cormorants & : to 4 thouseat] f decided
to have some fun and fly just off t coast at §36flowing the
swoops and swerves of the ~coastline. This was fun,
albeit, not the safest way to fly. E ~  what thg,heeople waved
at us as we droned back toward — " civilization. Jerry flew this
leg and did a great job, especially for a non pilde kept altitude to a few feet either way, which
something | find a bit challenging. We went ouwttbvening for a final dinner in San Felipe. The
mariachi bands were strolling up and down the stng@ we could observe the action from our outside
table. | made the mistake of looking at one ofytbeng guitar players, and the next thing we knew,
father and his two sons were in front of us singing playing their hearts out. And | mean exactly
that. Soon | was making requests and they kneweare of them. The fee was $4 per song and
feeling good after paying for several, | handedtt$20 hoping for some additional entertainment. But




made the mistake of saying “Buenos Noches,” whittought meant “isn't it a nice night you guys,”
but apparently they thought meant “take a hikelzarg's a tip.” It was adios muchachos, and | didn'
know enough Spanish to call them back. Still,jbged the moment listening to them sing at thet nex
table. The food and drink were first rate. We wai@bably eating the fish that we had caught the da
before.

| must say that | was happy to be heading backehthe next morning. The heat and humidity were
doing me in, big time. We headed to Calexico whvegeglanned to check with US Customs but also
hoped to land at Mexicali to fill up on some chéagl. Mexicali fuel was $2.35, Calexico fuel was
$4.50. However, Sky King managed to blow rightMigxicale and found himself looking straight
down on the Calexico strip. We announced and land@adtoms greeted us while taxiing, and we were
told to follow the white line and stop directlyfiont of the Customs Building. We did so, but made
the mistake of opening the doors—can you say hatd-started to get out. We were stopped ,big
time. Two well uniformed, armed men came out ®eguus and had me unload the baggage. It was
inspected and approved and then we were escottethi building where our passports, etc. were
examined. We were told then that they didn't appte us starting to deplane and that could have
resulted in a $5,000 fine. Also Jerry didn't hayeaasport, and they didn't appreciate that either.
Unbeknownst to the officer working with me, Jeradrasked permission to step outside for a smoke
from the other officer and permission was grantisly. guy, upon realizing that one of us wasn't
present, went semi ballistic and | was told to goJgrry, pronto. After getting a short ballingt e
were told that that little incident could also haesulted in a $5,000 fine. Then it was the numloer
my plane. They had to be at least 12 inches dm $ides of the fuselage and you guessed it, that
could also result in a $5,000 fine. The Customiefis directly connected to the local FBO via aevi
opening in the wall between them. Gabby had wambever there marking time and looking at curios
while the officer finished up with me. Of courgeuy already know, this breach could also have
resulted in a $5,000 fine. We were told that Must®ms man was in good spirits that day and we were
sent on our way unscathed; that is after | partigd 825 or $30 for a stamp which had to be affiked
a very specific spot on the baggage door OR ELBIEase don't be discouraged by this little diatribe
If you play it exactly like the rules say you musbich is something | seem to not be very good at,
then all this is no big deal. But | have to sagtthll the mumbo jumbo I've heard over the yeamitib
the crap the Mexican authorities throw at we pilstgist that. Perhaps in an earlier time it was
different, but now these people welcome us withnogrens while making an attempt to be official. I'm
also quite sure that they can be very “officialiMé are caught breaking the rules.

The flight back to Ramona where | left off Seand Gabby, was short with a bit of turbulence over
the mountains lying west of Calexico. Soon, Jamg | were on our way to Napa where Jerry's
brother, Jim had arranged for a gourmet dinnerstioav at the cultural center funded by the Mondavi
family. This turned out to be a very nice timeheTfood was fine, and the wine( Jim had given us a
bottle to take to dinner) was fine also, and enfiptyglinners end. I'll be damned if | can remember t
movie we watched, other than it was some artsy lilgpany wife and | used to see at the Harvard Exit
in Seattle.

The flight Napa to Yakima, was a non event fa inost part, at least for me. Jerry, on the other
hand, really detests being in the air for 5 hou said that he would not go again if | stayedtalof
more than three hours. | must admit that he striddeing a passenger for three hours is rediyg
time. To make matters worse, at about KlamathsFaérry started to get sick and by the Columbia
River he was filling up one of my barf bags. | vilasmking air sickness, or perhaps good old
Montezuma's revenge, but he was sure that it wagttong he had eaten at the Mondavi gourmet
meal. Go figure. At Goldendale the wind was blagvpretty strongly and the turbulence over Satus
Pass had me calling Seattle Center to report thare moderate turbulence. Man we got bounced
around but things calmed down as we passed ovemattey. As is always the case with me, it was
great to see the good old Yakima Valley come imdowand hear the familiar controllers doing their



job. Montezuma did his job too on me a day or kater, but it really wasn't a big deal. | didrrindk
the water in Mexico, but | did eat many tacos whielve lettuce that | presume is washed in their
water, and | did make the mistake of brushing neyiteising the tap water. Sad but true, even Sky
King messes up occasionally.

All of this said, | am already making plans éburn to sunny old Mexico. This time, however, I'm
taking the advice of Lee Peterson as well as 3dorgther, Jim, and fly farther south to Mulege rehe
you can land right where you are going to stayemdy sitting in a hot spring while drinking your
favorite beverage and getting another without és@ving the water. They also barbeque a pig for you
eating enjoyment every Thursday, if | rememberexty. My wife, Sandy, wants to go, as well as
friends, Marvin Pugh and Jerry Schultz, so we halve a full airplane and a three way split on the
gas. Now there's the way to better gas mileageowittoing a thing to the plane. | can't wait to say
adios.

Cheers,
Uncle Bob



