ALASKA TRIP LOG                   
 

Day 1: Washington, Ga to Pella, Iowa. 
Heavy rains the night before aborted my plans to ferry N733YD from its temporary home in Washington / Wilkes Georgia (KIIY) to Anderson, SC for loading.  Claudia hauled me and a car full of Alaska trip “stuff” to the airport amid spotty rain showers.  Along the way we stopped at the Georgia Guidestones  https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Georgia_Guidestones a modern miniature slice of Stonehenge situated in a rural hay field not far from Elberton Georgia. We enjoyed a leisurely morning breakfasting and took our time loading the plane as we had to wait for the weather to break. I was able to depart KIIY at 12:45 in MVFR conditions. Flying between and around broken to scattered cloud layers over Georgia, the sun came out highlighting the misty and lush green hills as I cruised low over Tennessee and Kentucky, just enjoying the view. I had a pleasant (and inexpensive) fuel stopover with the friendly people at in Lafayette, TN (3M7).  The hills gave out the prairies of Illinois and I made another fuel and lunch stopover at Litchfield, IL (3LF).  663 NMiles and 7-1/1 flight hours later I stopped for the night in Pella, Iowa (KPEA). The AmericInn provided great hospitality, a free short shuttle ride, nice rooms, and great breakfast. There were plenty of dining options within “across the street” walking distance. 
 
Day 2 Pella, IA to Huron SD
I woke to an explosion that shook the windows.  Intense thunderstorms heading our way. In the dark I had not been able to find the tie down rings, so N733 YD was sitting on the ramp with just chocks.  Time for serious action. Fortunately, the FBO (Classic Aviation) had a man on the field who was able to get N733YD into a hanger just as the worst of the storm hit.  I used the wait time to pull the cowl and give the plane a thorough check out. While waiting I met the mayor and nice gentleman from Pella Windows who travels to their facility in Gettysburg, Pa (my home town) quite often. The world becomes a much smaller place when you are part of the aviation community. As the weather turned to clear skies, I left KPEA late in the morning. Fighting 40+ knot headwinds in a 100 knot airplane, I knew it was going to be a long day.  
I flew over Ames, IA (N733YD’s birth place) took some pictures of one of my ex-employer’s plants in Fort Dodge to send to friends, made a gusty touch and Go at KFOD airport and a very gusty direct 25 knot crosswind landing for fuel at Rock Rapids, IA (KRRQ). There is not much in KRRQ besides a 50’ wide runway with the obligatory trees, and inexpensive Avgas. You really learn to love that huge rudder on a CH801 for the tough crosswind landings. 8.9 hours later and only 520 NMiles further on my journey, I arrived at Huron, SD (KHON) in 36 gusting 40 knot winds (thankfully directly down the runway). Taxiing was a VERY dicey affair until I found a spot on the lee side of the hangers to stop and tie down.  The friendly folks at Skyways FBO were good enough to come out and fuel me up and let me use the courtesy car until the next morning. I had a great steak dinner at the local Casino and stayed at one of the few available hotel rooms Kind of tacky and musty) at a hotel featuring the World’s Largest Pheasant.  Huron is famous for its pheasant hunting and is a major source of revenues for the area. While stopping for supplies at the local grocery store, I spied a herd dog patiently waiting on the back of its owner’s ATV in the parking lot while they shopped and numerous other ATVs and 4 wheelers motoring down main street.  Obviously, they take a more pragmatic approach to motor vehicle operations out in these parts. 

Day 3 Huron SD to Cut Bank MT.
I left Huron and the last of the truly flat farmlands early with clear skies and more reasonable headwinds. I made a quick stop for fuel at Hoven, SD (9F8). Yes, I admit it. I was shopping for cheap fuel along the way. Flying over increasingly rolling terrain, I finally sighted the Missouri River and made a fuel stop in Mobridge, SD (KMBG) enjoying the cool morning breeze off the river and absolute quiet except for the birds.  I made another quick stop for fuel at A leisurely flight up the river brought me to Bismarck (KBIS) and friendly people at Bismarck Aero Center.  I noticed a prop rub on my cowl, the first sign of problems with the cowl that would plague me on this trip.  I had installed a new cowl only 5 flight hours before leaving on this trip.  The heat and extended flight time caused the fiberglass cowl to start to grow and distort.  The people at Bismarck Aero Center loaned me a courtesy car to get materials and lunch, tools to supplement mine to make the repairs / modifications and their facilities to do the repairs. I can’t say enough good things about them. 

Leaving KBIS in the early afternoon I stopped at numerous small airstrips. The first; Clayton Airport at Wolf Point, MT (KOLF). The name and locale finally drove home the fact that I was now a long way from home and in unfamiliar territory.  I have flown in or out of 450 airports in 12 countries in 40 years of GA flying – lots of strange places. But for some reason the stop over at Wolf Point drove home the feeling of “Toto, we’re not in Kansa anymore.” The headwinds continued as I hopped from small airport (Liberty, MT - KLTY) to small airport (Shelby, MT - KSBX) following the train tracks (and the only towns) westward. Late in the day, I arrived at Cut Bank, MT (KCTB). Cut Bank was once a huge WW2 and post war bomber base and has miles and miles of abandoned runway (which the county appears to be industriously digging up and recycling), huge hangers that look like they could stand up to an A-Bomb blast. There was not another plane or person in sight. Inside there was a museum, lounge, crew bunk rooms, showers, and a clip board with keys to the several courtesy cars.  

I quick drive took me to the Super 8 in Cut Bank which afforded clean, reasonably priced rooms, a good breakfast, plenty of nearby places for dinner, and a view of the impressive railroad bridge over the Cut Bank River. At the end of day 3: 680 NMiles and 8 hours flight time. I spent a great deal of the night wrangling (until 2 AM) with US Customs and the eccentric EAPIS system to ensure that I could leave the US in the morning. Frankly, the USCBP people are nice, but unable to help, and the EAPIS is just so fouled up and unsuited to GA use that its creators should be given a life sentence of having to use it every day to go to work and back. 

Day 4 Cut Bank, SD to Calgary, Alberta
Today is the Big Day! I was up early for breakfast, drove down to the Cut Bank River and enjoyed the fresh air, sound of the rushing water, and view of the Railroad Trestle. At the airport a gentleman was giving a brief tour of the museum (one room) to another pilot, so I tagged along.  After yet 1 more round with US Customs over the phone, and cooling my heels a bit longer so that my ETD and ETA for Us and Canadian Customs would all work out, I launched for Canada.  Heading north toward Calgary you observe that this is the part of the USA and Montana where the ROADS END.  You can go a long way and see no signs of people or roads or anything but endless rolling hills, great ravines and sparse grass -severely empty out here. After a short (170NMile / 1:45), smooth flight, I landed at Spring Bank Airport, Calgary (CYBW). The Canadian Customs people are to helpful and frindlyfriendly. Other than handing in some paper work for my survival shotgun, clearing customs was a nonevent.  They never did come over to look at the plane or even ask to see my airportpassport.  It’s harder to get out of the US legally than it is to get into Canada legally.  After securing the plane at this marvelous jewel of a place to stay at Cut Bank the Tie Down Bed and Breakfast - more on this later, I went in search of Pete.  This was not as easy as it would seem. Pete Sauvigne, my good friend of many years and fellow traveler for the rest of this trip and I met up-quite by accident-at the Calgary Flying Club. Our cell phones had not successfully made the transition to Canada, so we were out of touch.  After a lot of back and forth driving, we finished out business in Calgary and headed out for our hotel in Banff. We drove around the town a bit, then settled in and had a nice dinner. 

Day 5 Touring Banff National Park
Banff is a place of incredible natural beauty with lovely lakes, mountains, rivers, and waterfalls.   We started the day with a hike to the lower and upper Johnson Canyon waterfalls – well worth the walk! We drove around part of the Lake Louise perimeter, up the windy, loopy Mount Norquay Scenic Drive (a must do), and then downtown Banff. Downtown Banff is much like many other seasonal small towns like Estes Park in Colorado, but less crowded, a tiny bit less touristy, and a bit classier. We walked along the river to see the Cave and Basin Historic site. The site is a natural basin in the bottom of a sink hole fed by hots springs. Originally a site for sacred Indian activities it was “discovered” during the building of the railroads and expanded into a spa and tourist center, much like Hot Springs, WV on a smaller scale. Now it is protected as a historic site with a museum.  You could easily spend days in the Banff area and enjoy every minute. I intend to go back some day. 

Ending the day in Banff, we headed back to Spring Bank and checked into our rooms at the Tie Down B&B. Realizing that I had grossly overloaded the plane with some redundant and some unnecessary stuff, we packed up our surplus and shipped it back to the US.  The Tie Down is B&B is a beautifully kept older home with a few rooms, with a grassy green tree surrounded plot for tying down about 6-8 aircraft. And it is right in the shadow of the Control Tower and across the street from the Calgary Flying Club with its restaurant. The owner (a retired Control Tower Supervisor) is a great host, accommodations are relaxing, and the price very reasonable. If you go to Spring Bank, The Tie Down is a must do. http://www.telusplanet.net/public/tiedown/

Day 6 – Up to the AlCan; Calgary to Fort Nelson
The adventure begins. Another clear day, a bit bouncy, but decreased headwinds as we fly over prairies, along rivers, and roughly parallel to the mountains, crossing some small foothills up to the Alcan. We took fuel and rest breaks in White Court (CYZU), Ft St John (CYXJ), and stopped at Ft Nelson (CYYE) for the day 550 NMiles and 6 flight hours later.. Pete had discovered that the drafts coming in from around the doors, while pleasant in the SC summer, get tediously cold up in the far north.  Besides dinner, the evenings activities included a stop at a car parts store for some additional weather stripping and on our way next day. The store clerk informed us that weather stripping was a popular item with pilots coming up from the south and was well stocked. Fort Nelson is a quiet “stopping place along the road north” kind of town. It is the gateway to the AlCan highway. It does not have much surviving industry, but there is talk of re-opening one of the forest product mills.   People were friendly, and the food was good. 

Day 7 Up the AlCan; Fort Nelson to White Horse
At Fort Nelson (CYYE) we picked up the AlCan highway, our chief navigational aid for much of the trip and followed it into the mountains. Now before you give any comments about wimps who follow roads and railroads, you need to know a few things about flying up here.  First, Instrument Flight is a bit tough unless you have a pretty sophisticated airplane. The cloud layer is rarely above all of the ridge tops. To fly IFR from Ft Nelson to Whitehorse the minimum enroute altitude (MEA) is 14,500 feet for at least half of the trip.  That requires on board oxygen or a pressurized plane, and probably a turbocharged engine to get you that high.  Second, those clouds you are in almost always have ice in them, meaning that an approved deicing system is required (and may not always be enough). Third, you need to have fuel.  Fuel availability is a BIG ISSUE up there.  To have fuel, you need an airport. Airports are found near towns, and towns are found in the valleys next to roads.  So for the most of general aviation aircraft, the only available route is along the AlCan, down low in the valley, with the rivers, between those high mountains on either side.  And you keep an eye on that cloud deck hovering overhead because it can pinch off against the valley floor very quickly. And it is a long way back to the last airport, and even further to one with fuel. So unless you own a $1miilion and up aircraft, or the weather is not normal, you follow roads. 

We stopped at Watson Lake (CYQH) in a scenic and broad valley for fuel.  We met the pilots of a flight of 5 southbound to Florida Apache helicopters at Watson Lake. And we met face to face with the first of many extremely friendly and helpful tower operators who take so much of the risk out of flying up here with their intimate knowledge of the terrain and weather patterns and experience with the area – they live there.  Contrast this with the FAA weather briefing I got in Cut Bank, Montana – my briefer was in Hawaii!  After fueling we flew on to White Horse skirting rain showers, some heavy at times, flying through the light ones.  We almost turned and stopped before getting to Whitehorse. Right about the time I was bout to call it quits and turn around we broke out clear.   In the east flying visually in this sort of weather is called stupid.   Up here they call it “good VFR”.  It’s uncontrolled, and you can see a mile, and kind of stay out of the clouds- right? That makes it VFR. They look at weather a bit differently in Canada and Alaska than they do in the US lower 48. I don’t think that I ever heard once the words “VFR not recommended” until I got back to Iowa.  

Arriving in Whitehorse – CYXY (stop by to see the DC3 that they have mounted as a weather vane), found hotel rooms a bit scarce. We found a Hikers Hostel called the Bees Knees downtown had 2 beds left so we quickly grabbed a cab and headed out.  It was a kind of quirky place full of people from al over the world passing through: hikers, bikers, kayakers, motorcyclists, and 2 tired aviators. We met 2 ex- F16 jockeys who planted the seeds of a trip to the Arctic Ocean in my head.  It is a short walk to the downtown historic district right on the Yukon River. We had a good meal in an outdoor café in a light rain. 

Day 8 – a Zero Mile day in Whitehorse
 A bit tired from the travelling, we stayed over a day in Whitehorse.  The cowl was giving trouble again as it continued to warp from heat and stress.  The GoPro was going dead at the most inconvenient times as well.  We walked the River Bank by the stern wheeler steam boat on display, the historic areas, went through the museum, and eventually stopped at a building supply place to get a spring to do some more cowl work. We also picked up an external battery and mounted it on the wing for the GoPro. It was a good relaxing day.  We looked into making the side trip to Tuk on the arctic ocean (only 480 miles each way), but fuel and weather concerns made me drop the idea. It seems that the only way I could get enough fuel was to land on a highway near the only major stop on the road (a Truck Stop) where the owner said he would be glad to sell me some 91 octane auto fuel with no alcohol – if he didn’t run out. The prospect of being stuck an extra day above the Arctic Circle (which with the weather coming in would have meant being stuck for most of a week) put the fix on that idea. 

Day 9- the slow soggy slog from Whitehorse to Fairbanks
We left Whitehorse (CYXY) with some scud and light rain showers around. Another “good VFR” day. Our constant companions; the headwinds were with us as usual and stronger than forecast. Flying through rain showers, about 25 miles up the lake north of Silver City (maybe a few dozen houses) the cloud deck finally dropped to about the lake surface and ~ 300 AGL on parts of the shoreline.  We turned back and landed on the gravel strip that was the Silver City Airport (CFQ5).   No facilities. There was a glacier tour operator there with Helio Courier planes on skis waiting to take a couple on a flight up to land on the nearby glacier.  Since we would not have been able to make it to the next fuel stop with my minimum 1 hour reserves remaining, they were kind enough to sell us 6 gallons of their private stock of Avgas.  Fortunately, I had a 6 gallon fuel can secured inside the rear fuselage for such occasions.  Otherwise carrying fuel a quart at a time in empty oil bottles would have been slow.  After a wait, the Helio took off and gave us a positive weather report from higher up.   We departed and were just about to turn back again when a local Husky pilot ahead of us gave us a god weather ahead reports. We creeped along through rain and scattered clouds keeping an eye on the ground, the hills, and the synthetic vison on the 12” IPad in the center of the instrument panel (a great investment!)  This leg until we broke through was the SECOND diciest weather we had to deal with on this trip. 

Knowing that dealing with customs going into Alaska would be another “cluster” and that they had customs, a tower, but no fuel at Northway, AK, prompted us to stop at Beaver Creek (CYXQ) right before the Alaska Border.  There is no fuel on the field, but the nice lady who ran the control tower loaned me her car and they already had a fuel can on hand, so I drove the 2 miles into town and bought some 91 Octane no ethanol fuel to replenish reserves. It turned out that we didn’t need it after all, but with uncertain, but strong head winds and few places to get fuel, it was the prudent thing to do. The next stop was Northway, AK (PAOR) where the USCBP person looked at our documents and scanned the airplane for any radioactivity (A nuclear device in a CH-801? Really! I think that the Homeland Security people have been putting drugs in their morning coffee.) The tower guy in this isolated patch of land (a few hundred Innuit in the nearby town and that was all) was really friendly, helpful, and obviously desperate for someone to actually see and talk to. They bunk at the facility working 2 weeks on and 2 off.  We had a viciously strong crosswind that varied from headwind to tail wind and back when landing in Tok Junction (PFTO).  It is pronounced Toke (as in “don’t Bogart that joint my friend…” not Tock.  If you call it Tock they will know you are an outsider and newby.  There was a big storm coming, no hanger, and no people. So, we fueled up in a hurry and taxied out in a beginning hail storm (about 3/16” to occasional ¼” diameter) and got the He!! out to Tok and away from the storm. 

The rest of the flight to Fairbanks (PAFA) was uneventful.  When you get to Fairbanks, you know that you have landed in Genera Aviation Heaven.  They have a water runway for the guys on floats (with its own campground attached), a smaller runway for GA planes, and just hundreds of GA planes of all types (mostly taildraggers on Tundra tires).  We took a cab to our hotel, an interesting place called Seven Gables Inn that had suites in a residential setting. A bit out of the ordinary, but very nice and comfortable.  Then on to dinner and a good nights rest.  Only about 475 NMiles made good, but about 5 ½ hours of flying.  https://www.reservations.com/hotel/7-gables-inn-and-suites?rmcid=rcc1&gclid=Cj0KCQjwm6HaBRCbARIsAFDNK-g55aMJ0codEB0DLfrH040HpFVALNa2JJwF3jEHn_9BzJDr1furggAaAtk2EALw_wcB


Day 10 “… and on the 10th day we rested.”
 We needed a day of rest. And the weather was not cooperative. We spent the day catching up on laundry, reading, and writing.  A bit of Beer was involved as well.  We spent most of the day hunkered down at the Seven Gables Inn

Day 11- Fairbanks to Nenana, Plan B
We started the day planning to fly to several hot spring and lake locations around Fairbanks (PAFA).  But the WX was bad to north and visibility that direction bad due the smoke from the 53 forest fires burning in AK that day).  Plan B involved a short trip south along the rivers to Nenana (PANN).  Just so you know, we beat you to it.  More than once the name of our destination prompted a chorus of: “Na Nenana, na Nenana, hey, hey, hey, good bye…” (You have tomust be a 60’s and 70’s person to appreciate the humor.)  We topped up with fuel up and towards the North face of Denali.  As is more often the case than not, clouds obscured the peak. After poking around the hills some we went back to Nenana.  There is a wrecked DC4 in the trees next to the runway. It seems that he had an in flightin-flight engine failure that would not go out. So they put it down nearby in the deep snow before the wing spar could burn through. 
My oil pressure had been spiking high. So I took the opportunity to pull and checked oil PRV, cleaning some gunk took care of the problem.  Melvin, an ex-cop, logger, and jack of all trades was fishing nearby and gave us a ride to the Roughwoods Inn.  We had lunch and a cold beer with him. Nenana has about 400 people, 2 bars, 1 gas station with the “Bitchin Kitchen” Café, the Roughwoods Inn and restaurant (maybe 5 rooms) 1 grocery store, a part time museum, and 11  church.  Nenana is at the junction of 2 rivers, 2 roads, and 2 railroads join here. Warren G Harding drove the gold RR spike in 1923. It is also the site of Nenana Ice Classic where people from all over bet on the date & time of ice breakup. Then come to Nenana to camp and party and wait for the breakup. Last year the winner took home a $300,000 purse.   I forgot the GoPro at the plane and took what should have been a ½ mile hike to the airport to get it.  Folks, this is the land that the map function on your phone forgot.  One wrong turn and the ½ mile turned into 3 miles with a side trip through the brush where the road had flooded.  Definitely Bear Spray and mosquito spray country. Only 35 NMiles of progress on the trip, but about 2 .5 hours of flying around

Day 12 – Nenana to Soldatna, Glaciers
The really nice lady who owns the gas station and “Bitchin Kitchen” gave us a lift to the Nenana (PANN) airport. We entered the Windy Pass near the north end of Denali National Park with surprisingly smooth air. Following the Valley to the SE of the Alaska Range we landed at Talkeetna (PATK) and fueled at Sheldon Air Service. Since the peaks were obscured and even a landing on the glaciers in one of the many glacier tour planes would not have allowed us to see the peak, we passed on that. Departing Talkeetna we flew over to the Ruth Glacier and up the glacier until the combination of terrain and cloud said “this is a nice place to turn around”.  Spectacular does not begin to describe it.  The glaciers are surprisingly dirty with streaks of the remnants of the rocks that they grind to dust. The meltwater pools on the surface of the glaciers strike a bold contrast as they are an intense azure blue. 

Flying to the bottom of some other glaciers on the way towards Anchorage, we had to give it up due to developing scattered heavy rain showers.   Climbing again for altitude we skirted the north side of Cook Inlet and crossed the inlet at Trading Bay to Kenai narrows.  We landed at Soldatna (PASX) which has a most interesting Biplane mounted as a wind direction indicator.  We parked right next to Bill Wilcox’s CH801. All the tower guys in the area know Bill Wilcox and his N801WW "double whiskey". We had an incredible steak dinner with Bill and Mary Lou. Great hosts.  If you ever meet them away from home, buy them a great dinner and send me the bill. 

Bill and his wife are representative of the open, friendly, and helpful people we met al along our trip. I have nothing but good words to say for the fine people we met along the way in Canada and Alaska. The FSS, tower controllers, and weather briefers are simply outstanding as well and are what makes a lot of flying in the area even possible.  

Day 13 – Just shuckinshucking’ around, and SoldatnaSoldatna to Seldovia 

Today I tried to follow 2 other planes in to land on beach and dig clams. The catch was isolated banks of low ground fog, 300 ft thick with 100 foot AGL / MSL ceiling beneath it that covered about 3 miles of the beach. Only about 1/2 mile was landable (the part under the lowest fog) as the rest of the 75' to 100' wide beach had rocks 1 to 5 feet in diameter. The strip of beach about 50' wide at the north that was landable with no rocks on it terminated at a steep hill. It was a one-way place to take off and land. 

The first plane made it in but had a delay as he could not see to taxi in thick fog that enveloped him where he got stopped. About 5 minutes later, plane #2 just barely made it in as the fog rolled back out a little and also being able to land using the first plane’s tracks. The first pilot had by then scrambled and hand pulled his plane out of the way. 

I saw plane #2 through a small break from my downwind at 500 msl as he entered under the overcast at the open and thinnest end of the fog bank at a point of land jutting into the sound. Approaching from the east end (where the first 2 planes were parked) was not an option as the beach ended at the base of a 800 foot steep sided, almost vertical hill.  And at that end the fog had thickened to be a very low actual stratus layer.  The land side of the beach had a continuous bluff or drop off of about 50 feet down to the actual gravel beach. The tides run 20 to 25 feet here (2nd highest in the world) and it was low tide. There are stunted pine trees about 50' tall on the top of the bluff, with the occasional one toppled over the edge and hanging over the beach due to erosion. All in all, not too inviting.  The fog seemed to roll in and roll out, but every time it rolled in it advanced some.

I was 3rd to go in just as fog got thicker. I descended on the clear sky end, established myself in stable flight with wings even with to slightly below the top of the cliff or bank on the landside. Stable at about 50 knots, I slipped in under the fog bank, the base of which obscured the tree tops on the land side and started counting.  The person in the right seat scanned for tire tracks in the sand (the signal to land) as I watched the cliff and trees off the left wing. At the count of 90, and about the time forward vis suddenly dropped from 200 to about 100 yards, it was time to leave.  I had started thinking that this whole thing would make a singularly stupid sounding NTSB report by then anyway. Always having a plan B, I executed my pre-planned missed approach, a right (seaward) steep climbing turn back to the top of the now 400' thick layer. I am not totally risk averse but also not totally stupid. Only a fool goes into a situation like that without a viable plan B. I LOVE that nice IFR glass panel with synthetic vision I put in the plane. Planes 1 & 2 had been in there dozens of times and knew it intimately. I wanted to ensure that I did not get to know it TOO intimately.  

Back on top, we went back to the approach end and set up again on the clear end of the fog bank. The fog was moving in and out.  But fog layer bottom was now down to bases of the trees on the land side (50 ft ceiling instead of a 75-100 foot ceiling), so we bugged out. Not having gyro instruments, both other planes got stuck for about 3 hours until fog lifted. So much for beach landings and clam digging. That ended the diciest day of flying on this trip. 

So, with no clams, but our skins intact, we went down the severely clear VFR end of the coast for about 25 miles to Silver Salmon and cruised the beach for grizzly bears which catch salmon at the mouth of the river that empties into the sound there. We saw one about the size of a large cow ambling up the beach but I got no pictures as the GoPro card had filled up during the previous beach approach. 

In the severe clear above the fog that was now a low stratus layer about 30 miles long and halfway across the sound we headed back to base at Soldatna. We spent part of the day doing a much-needed oil change and light maintenance and prepped for the next leg.  

After watching them shuck some of the hugest clams that I have ever seen. We headed back to the airport and set off for Seldovia.  We had nice VFR down the Kenai peninsula passing over Homer with its huge man-made anchorage on Homer Spit.  We crossed sound at altitude to Seldovia which is on the tip of the Kenai, next to Kodiak Island. It is a good idea to have altitude over that cold water, as floating in it just means it will take only slightly longer to die by hypothermia than by downing.  Spiraling back down over breathtaking scenery to a touch down at the 1800ft gravel Seldovia airstrip (PASO) located near the head of a fiord was almost a religious experience. There were eagles fishing in the creek by the airport. 

The town used to be the port of entry for the area in the days of sailing. It is quiet and can only be reached by plane or boat. It has a historic boardwalk at the harbor a lot of which was lost in a 12ft land slip during the 1964 earthquake. It has 21 foot tides, so every building sits on tall pilings and all the docks float. It is a very peaceful; a combination of the ambience of Old Faithful Lodge, and isolation of Ocracoke. Nothing like sitingsitting on the deck overlooking the harbor and enjoy a cold drink and a great meal. On a walk around town, I met Tim and his squirrel, also a very nice couple who let me “borrow” their 3 color Merle Australian Shepherd to play catch frisbee with.  (I was missing the pets at home by now.)  There is an artist in Seldovia who does fantastic wood sculpture – art of the highest caliber - and has his work displayed all over town. We stayed at the Central Suites of Seldovia run by the town’s postmistress, who harkens from Erie, Pa.  It seems everyone we met in Alaska had lived somewhere else for a while. A great day, one of the best.   

Day 14 – Seldovia, the Kenai Glaciers, and back to Tok 
We left Seldovia the next morning (PASO) to avoid the weather moving in. Had had it not been for the weather, we would have stayed longer. I am going to go back some day. The flight along south coast of Kenai, over the Harding Ice Field and Glaciers was so spectacular, it was easily worth the whole trip. Words just aren’t adequate to describe it. You are going to have to look at the pictures.  Passing over Seward and on to Palmer airport (PAAQ) north east of Anchorage for fuel, we were starting the homeward part of our trip.  We took the most direct route over the mountains and through the passes back to Tok Junction (PFTO). Along the way we passed over the Alaska pipeline, its straight route but with U-bend expansion loops zigzagging off to the horizon as far as you could see. This time we stayed at Tok for the night. Fuel was reasonable and right across the street within an easy walk is a hotel, truck stop and restaurant.  Prices were not cheap, but reasonable given the location and season and the food was incredible and in huge portions.  Try the platter of mushrooms, but plan on taking leftovers back with you.  

Day 15 – Tok Junction to Dawson City and back to Whitehorse
After breakfast we flew from Tok Junction (PFTO) over the big town of Chicken and followed the "Top of the World" highway which follows the ridge lines into Dawson City (CYDA)  . In Dawson City, they land 737s on the gravel strip (the only strip) there in a deep valley with tight hills on 3 sides.  We watched a large turboprop airliner take off and you really have to hand it to the pilots that squeak those large planes in and out of that tight airport. We fueled up, checked the weather and departed over the numerous abandoned gold claims that make one side to the river look like it was a giant prairie dog town.  Dawson City is the jumping off point for a flight or drive to Tuk on the Arctic Ocean. I must say it was a mighty temptation to turn north instead of south east. We followed the very scenic Yukon river from Dawson City to Whitehorse, wondering how they ever navigated big river boats up the myriad channels, narrows, snags, and sand bars.  Landing back in Whitehorse (CYXY) we called it quits for the day having covered only 400 (bumpy) NMiles in about 4 ½ hours of flying. Headwinds both ways is just not fair!  We stayed at Airport Chalet Hotel and Restaurant a convenient short walk across street from the airport. Great ribs! After unpacking I took a walk over the to Transportation museum, took a long look, and read up on the history of the 36,800 hour DC3 used as a wind sock. There are also some interesting old steam locomotives and US Army experimental snow buggy from the 1950’s with huge 12’ diameter tires. It’s worth the short walk from the hotel or airport. 

Day 16 – Whitehorse to Prince George via “The Trench”
It seemed that much of our trip schedule was dictated by the weather – get out now or be prepared to be stuck a few days.  Today was no exception. We left Whitehorse with winds gusting 26 and black skies with approaching showers.  But once we climbed out high to the south east we had a smooth ride and (Gloriosky!) our first tailwinds of the trip back to Watson Lake (CYQH). After fueling we set off for the Trench route to McKenzie 343 long dead straight miles of narrow valley, beautiful 185 mile long Williston Lakes with white sand beaches, few airports, and fuel available only at each end of it.  By now it was perfect weather. A bit bumpy at times but great tail wind. Huge, long lake. We fueled up with the nice people at McKenzie (CYZY) who were out there on their day off fueling us and preparing to fuel up aircraft fighting a forest fire that popped up a few miles to the south. They had massive 4 engine Lockheed Electra airliners that were converted to water bombers.  As soon as we lifted off for departure, we were told that since the forest fire was within 5 miles, and the airport was closed.  Just made it! We departed the area to the west to avoid the fire area en route to Prince George.  When we reduced power to descend near Prince George (CYXS) the temporary fix on the cowl popped loose, causing another prop rub and loss of more fiberglass.   

John from the Central BC Flying club on the field graciously came out on his Sunday afternoon, loaned us tools and materials to fix the cowl, and invited us to bunk for the night at their club house on the field.  They have a nice set up for transient pilots, but it is either sleep on the couches or bring your sleeping bag. & at survival rats. I can’t express deeply enough my gratitude to John for the help and hospitality.  After covering 650 NMiles in 6 ½ hours of flying we were ready for a break 

Day 17 – Frazier River Gorge to Boundary Bay (Vancouver)
We departed Prince George (CKPG) on a cool, calm early morning. The short flight to Quesnel (CYQZ) for fuel up was pleasant and the facility at CYQZ was excellent albeit empty at that early hour – a very peaceful place. Then we headed down awesome Frazier River Gorge.  The river twists and turns through a deep gorge with snow- capped mountains to either side, some places placid, others a raging torrent. Breathtaking! It comes as a surprise when you make that last tight turn to the right and pop out into the broad and fertile Frazier River Valley with towering hills to the south on the American side, punctuated by Mount Baker, northernmost of the Cascade Range peaks. Everyone must stop at Chilliwack (CYCW) at the head of the open and populated Frazier River Valley for fuel and lunch at the great outdoor cafe on the field.  It is packed with fly in and drive in aviation buffs and people who just like great food (try the pie). We stopped briefly at Abbottsford (CYXX) to investigate it as a base of operations. But cars, fuel, & parking (no tie down) were too expensive and too far away from Vancouver. Pushing on, we landed at Boundary Bay (CZBB), a bustling site for club flying and training. (CZBB is where I rented and flew from while working in Vancouver years ago.) I cannot say enough good things about the level of service and facilities at that FBO at CZBB.  The whole area has exploded with growth and building in the 12 years since I was last there. We rented a car, and stayed in a nice but inexpensive hotel (Beach Grove Hotel) in Delta. There I met a couple who had driven the entire way from Pa.  We drove to Grouse Mountain, took the cable car to the top, the ski lift to the very top, took pictures, saw bears, visited the wood sculpture area, and topped it off with dinner at The Observatory Restaurant in the ski lodge overlooking the city and harbor area. We took the late cable car and came down in the dark with a fantastic view of the city.  Do not miss going up to Grouse Mountain or fail to visit Stanley Park if you go to Vancouver. That night we slept like babies. A long day but only 370 NMiles and 4 hours of flying.

Day 18 – … and on the 18th day, we rested.
Knowing that a lot of the worst terrain was behind us and mindful of the altitudes required to clear the mountains further south, we again sorted through our junk and boxed 57 lbs. of it to ship home. We carried it across the border to a tiny strip of US property on the very tip of a Canadian peninsula (Point Roberts). The primary industries in Point Roberts appear to be shipping and receiving stuff to from Canada and US, and selling cheap gas and 6 packs of beer to Canadians to haul back over the border. There is a nice park on the end of the point, the site of an old lighthouse with a beach walk. We walked about and chilled out. It was also a laundry day for us. The rest of the day we rested and did virtually nothing, although some beer was involved.  

It was about this day that I finally decided on a name for my CH801. All airplanes should have a name. And a lazy day and cold beer make for great philosophizing.  My CH801 is now named “Roller Skate”.  Those of you who are children of the 60’s and 70’s possibly recall a singer named Melanie.  The lyrics from one of her songs include the lines: “…I roller skate, don’t ride no bike, don’t drive no car. I don’t go too fast, but I go pretty far…”  Hence Roller Skate.  And that just about defines N733YD; not fast at just 100 knots but capable of a long safe journey if you are patient. 

Day 19 – Fix and Go 
An early start was aborted due to yet more cowl damage found on N733YD. We ran to Lowes, bought yet another portable drill, some aluminum and a mess of pop rivets. 4 hours later the cowl was ready. We left Boundary Bay (CZBB) around noon +30. We circled to climb, and flew over channel islands to Vancouver Island. After flying a circuit around the lower 1/3 of the island, we and landed in Victoria (CYYJ). Victoria is a beautiful town from the air and I regret not having the time to stop and tour it.  We had a snack in the on-field restaurant loaded with pictures from its heydays of WW2, fueled up and then left for a 35 minute flight to clear US customs at Bellingham Washington (KBLI).  Again, the islands in the sound were strikingly beautiful, like green gems on blue waters. We took on fuel at KBLI then flew the along Cascades down to Troutdale (Portland) Oregon (KTTD). We had closeup looks at Mt Rainier and Mt St. Helens.  The FBO gave us a lift to a nice local hotel and we spent the night in Troutdale. It was a wonderful day, back in the USA and NO MORE US CUSTOMS to mess with. Another short day of only about 360 miles and a bit under 4 hours of flying. 

Day 20 Portland to Grass Valley and the Columbia River. 
We left KTTD early and flew up part of the scenic Columbia River Gorge to Hood River. Turning south we got real close to Mt Hood, and orbited over Crater Lake, easily the most sublimely beautiful scenery of the whole trip.  We landed Bend Oregon (KBDN) for fuel, then a long circling climb to clear the passes heading south for fuel and a break in a super nice, super classy FBO at Medford Oregon (KMFR).  The contrast in terrain and vegetation between the west and east side of the mountain ranges in Washington and Oregon are unbelievable: lush and green, and sparse and brown. We skirted the east side of the Great Central Valley of California to a small town at the entry of I-80  where it comes from Sacramento (due west about 50 miles) and goes to Reno which is about 70 miles east over the Donner pass. It was a pleasant town called Grass Valley, CA. The airport is Nevada County (KGOO).  KGOO sits on a ridge with a continuous line of trees and tall radio towers close to the north edge of the runway.  In case you think that just staying on the south side is a safe out, there is a tall tower on the departure end on the south side of the runway as well, and some rising terrain. A nice gentleman of 81 who flies both a Cessna 210 and a 220 mph Lancair gave us a lift to our hotel. After dinner at a Mongolian Bar B Que, we crashed for the day with a bit of “Too Awesome” overload. If you have never done it, I urge you to fly the length of the Cascade Range on a clear day. 

Day 21 – Donner Pass and a Great Dinner. 
We left the hotel in Grass Valley, Ca. at 6:15 to catch the morning air. We circled for altitude the climbed up the tight valley which contains I-80 and the original route of the first transcontinental railroad. Over Donner Pass, I was glad we kept some of our emergency rations (Pete is a big eater.) We caught a glimpse of Lake Tahoe and landed at Reno/Stead airport (KRTS) (site of Reno Air Races) for fuel and a short break. KRTS  is also known as Mig Alley for the dozen or so personally own Mig Fighters that are based and serviced there. 

Continuing to follow I80 to clear terrain and have airports or highway if needed we headed for Salt Lake City. People a very scarce on the ground out there. Bypassing Winnemucca, we flew by the largest gold mine operating in the USA at Battle Mountain and landed at nearby Battle Mountain airport (KBAM) fuel, a break, and to wash bugs and mud off of plane.  It just felt good to get wet on a hot day and N733 harbored several pounds of bugs and mud.  By then the wind had started kicking up ahead of a front coming our way. We departed KBAM for Salt Lake City but threw in the towel at Elko, Nevada (KEKO).  It was a pretty day but too d@%# hot, windy, and bumpy. Flying is supposed to be fun and this was not fun. There is an Incredible FBO at Elko. Great facilities and friendly people. We stayed at Hampton Inn (free shuttle) and walked across the parking lot to the Gold Dust Casino. We had massive Prime Ribs (cooked perfectly), onion rings, shrimp, and great salad (the daily special) for $12.99. Since I didn’t gamble so much as a quarter, all the pocket change went into doing laundry.  Elko is a definite must stop if you are looking to night over when flying across that region. Great place, great people, convenient, and great food. 

Day 22 – Elko to Yellowstone
It was much calmer and clear when we left Elko in the early morning. We transitioned across the Great Salt Lake, marveling at the brilliant colors from microbes in salt brine.  We were making such good headway in nice weather that I landed in the wrong state - I failed to stop in Utah. Why is this important?  Years ago I set a goal of doing a TO or Landing en every one of the 50 states and 15 countries or so. I was well into the 40’s and Utah was one that I needed to stop at.  I messed up when stopped in tiny airport with a really wonky honor system self-serve gas (Malad City, Idaho KMLD). (It is a nice little airport in a lush green valley.) In the search for cheap fuel, I failed to notice which side of the state line it was on. After figuring out HOW to get fuel we doubled back to Logan-Cache, Utah (KLGU) to log a Utah TO & L.  I guess it was a cheap price for a dumb mistake. We stopped in Preston Idaho (U10) to top off, then wound through the passes to Pocatello, Idaho, then up the Snake River past Idaho Falls to West Yellowstone (KWYS).  Despite rain showers popping up around the area, the wind and weather gods cooperated, and we arrived ahead of time. We saw and reported forest fire about 20 NM SW of Yellowstone on the way in. At 6649 MSL this was our highest airport on the trip. West Yellowstone has a nice new runway and great FBO, but it is further out of town now. Gone are the days of the old field where you could land, park and walk into town. So we got the one and only cab & cab driver in West Yellowstone to the last available room in the last hotel. It was a nice quiet place. The town is great to walk around in.  We had a great dinner in the historic part of town, then after another walkaround town, we chilled out on the deck and enjoyed the fresh cool air. Another high mileage day, we covered 590 NMiles in about 6 hours. 

Day 23 Tour Yellowstone and on to the Prairie
We got up early in Yellowstone (KWYS) and had breakfast with the (one and only) cab driver to give time for the clouds lift. We took a 45 minute flight through the Madison River cut through the hills and over the park. Fabulous geysers and hot pools were everywhere. We had planned to follow the Yellowstone River north out of the park, but had to RTB as pass we wanted to use was blocked by cloud. After a weather check we took the NW pass out, picked up the river and stopped at Bozeman (KBZN) for fuel. As with many times before, we had to leave in a hurry, barely outrunning the incoming thunderstorms, yet again. Topping one last set of mountain passes, we were finally out in the high prairie. We stopped at Billings (KBIL) and Gillette (KGCC) for fuel. There is lots of open empty prairie here, back in the country where the roads end again. We approached the Black Hills and got great pictures of Devils Tower. We stopped only briefly at Black Hills airport (KSPF) to reset a crookedly fastened fuel cap causing uneven feeding as the rain was chasing us again.  We landed at Rapid City (KRAP) and tied down in rain, then changed our mind and put N733YD in a hanger due to severe WX forecast.  Rapid City was a sold out tourist town with expensive hotels and virtually no rooms available.  A FUBAR at FBO made it worse, but eventually it all worked out OK. And the FBO when it realized its mistake made good on the cost of it.  Integrity is what you do after you realize you have made a mistake.  Kudos to them.  It was a long and eventful day, 510 NMiles and almost 6 flight hours .hours. 

Day 24 Rapid City and Heading Home
Again the weather was herding us and driving our schedule. We got up early, ate in a hurry and took off in the rain right before a massive rain storm hit KRAP (it lasted 2 whole days). Conditions were such that could not get anywhere near Mt Rushmore, and only a glimpse of Badlands while running scud.  We almost landed at Wall SD because of weather, but ceilings lifted to about 1200' and we continued east. We flew to Mitchel SD (KMHE) for fuel and left again in a hurry right before rain. Stopped in Lamoni, Iowa (KLWD) after skirting more storms but further eastward was blocked by severe weather. The Airport manager, a real nice guy and let us keep the airport courtesy truck for the night.  Lamoni IS NOT a hot bed of activity. We got a great meal at a nearby Amish farm style restaurant and a good room and breakfast at the hotel next door. Then it was crash and rest up for the rest of the day. I also highly recommend Lamoni as a great stopover, due to good fuel prices, nearby amenities, and service. Only covered 470 NM this day, as the weather just boxed us in.
At this point in time we had to make a decision as to our route home: go north into New England, see Niagara Falls and fly the Hudson corridor, dropping Pete at his home in Pa. Or go straight back to SC.  We agreed that Niagara Falls would be AWESOME to see. But Pete put it succinctly: “I am just all AWESOMED out.” We agreed that the foliage would be nicer in New England in the fall. 

Day 25 Almost Home and a diversion
Leaving Lamoni (KLWD) early for yet another day of out running the storms, about an hour into the flight we lost primary electrical power over an extensive area of low overcast. ATC vectored us to Sullivan (KUUV) and we made a very low contact approach. I quickly found and fixed broken alternator wire at the terminal. We stopped again briefly to double check a fuel cap at Dyersburg (KDYR), but it was just the usual issue with uneven L-R fuel feed.  Then made a short hop to Jackson, Tennessee (KMKL) for fuel, the use of a courtesy car for a nice unhurried lunch, and some chill time to wait for WX ahead to clear.  The FBO on the field at Jackson is great, and fuel prices fair. Again, another leg, this time to Winchester, TN (KBGF) for fuel and more waiting for weather to clear up near our destination - Anderson, SC. 

Visibility and ceilings were OK along the route, but a short way into the flight the dew point spread started going down at several places along the route and destination.  When the spread gets to zero, zero/zero fog conditions frequently occur.  And the dewpoint spread was already down to 1 and dropping over a wide area. So rather than contracting a fatal case of “get-home-itus” we turned back to Chattanooga (KCHA) per contingency plan.  We had a saying in the CAP that was always too brutally true and one for every pilot in a hurry to get somewhere to keep in mind: “There is always good weather to find the wreckage the day after the crash.” So what is one more night? The People at the FBO were superb: friendly, helpful, great service, they got us an outstanding rate on a room, and shuttled us and we could only buy but very little fuel.  KCHA is must stop place. Another long (590 NMiles, 6 hour) and eventful day came to an end

Day 26 Home at Last
After a great nightsnight’s sleep in Chattanooga, a good breakfast, and pick up and more excellent service from the KCHA FBO, we departed IFR and climbed above the layer. It was beautiful blue on top. And as forecast about 1/2 way home the layer was gone so we followed the upstate SC lakes home.  If you have never visited Upstate SC and the NW corner of GA / SE  cornerSE corner of Tennessee, don’t miss out.  The lakes and hills and many waterfalls are beautiful from the sky.  On the way home we also overflow the JustAircraft landing strip and simply marveled at the insanity of ever attempting to use that field for anything but a helicopter. Then home (Anderson, SC- KAND) at last, about 9800 NM / 11,235 Statute Miles and 115 flight hours in 25 days. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]The link to the video covering Calgary to SD is:  https://www.dropbox.com/s/mj218597xdse8xt/StairwayToAlaska.mp4?dl=0.
This link shows in low res, but the originals can be downloaded from the same link, having Dropbox is not required.  This links can be shared with anyone. 
