Shelter Cove Adventure...... By Mark Carey (N245RV)

As pilots we all share the knowledge that every flight we take can leave uhwith t
feeling that we are conquering a new frontier. While the adventure unfolds we ofte
reflect how lucky we are as we experience the pleasure of seeing carféght plans
materialize before us. Sometimes the changing weather conditions alareetarce

the realization that we are in fact charting new territory. | often recadinitsflto friends

and family upon my return knowing full well that “you really had to be there”. This was
one of those flights.

My wife and | recently celebrated our”l@edding anniversary. On our honeymoon we
stayed in Caspar, a quaint little community outside of Mendocino California. This yea
the previous 4.5 hour drive for our honeymoon trip was replaced with a 55 minute flight
to a unique destination that is 2 hours north of Mendocino by car. There is a reason they
refer to the area as the “Lost Coast”. Residents of Shelter Cove reportedlytad mos
their shopping in Eureka or Garberville. Garberville is the nearest vdaation. It is a
tortuous 45 minute 20 mile drive inland. Although 55 minutes seems close by air, one is
reminded of the ruggedness and remoteness of the area when Oakland Center cancels
radar services 20 miles away. Flying from Sacramento, the aircraft desend

redwood forests and deep canyons on the final leg of the flight prior to arriving at the
north coast of the Pacific. Final approach often consists of a 10 to 15 mile straight-
along black sand beaches and steep cliffs, to the 3,000 foot strip that trayeesesala
along the water’s edge.

This was our second trip together to Shelter Cove and my third, having enjoyed two
earlier flights. During both previous flights | was in the company of a groupcohfair

that offered a bit more security. This time we were on our own. We left on a Saturday
one day after | had the pleasure of flying 245RV into the Golden West air show in
Marysville. Before leaving, | was lamenting over the price of fuel (up to $5/y Gy

the previous day’s business flight to Redding and subsequent landing at MYV for the
show. After reviewing the airmet forecast along our route for turbulence, and the 30 knot
wind out of the northwest, it was almost a no-go. However, it was hard work
coordinating with two grandmas to watch our three children (3, 5, and 9), so my wife was
set on going somewhere. Drivingto me was not an option.



T x

245RV Just after recéivirig new paint at Grady O’Neal’s shop in Texas (that i is
the subject of another story!)

The room was booked, the plane was fueled the night before, and, most importantly, the
kids were gone. | was willingto forego a bumpy ride over the coast range, ifagges

and reasoned | could always turn back if the bumps were too much or if there was a bad
crosswind at 0Q5 upon arrival. Surprisingly, we found relatively smooth air after

leveling off at 8.5 and once again at Ten-five as we crossed the highest pdaks ont
easterly side of the Coast Range. | am always reminded of my wife’selglati

indifferent, if not sometimes negative attitude about flying, when she choosed to rea
book instead of looking out the window and enjoying the scenery. That’s ok | thought,
the point is we are together and today | cannot be accused of being off somewhere alone
with “the other woman” (Five Romeo Victor).

As we descended from our cruise flight over the mountains the ocean came into view.
We were both, once again, reminded of the breathtaking beauty of the north coast. We
gazed out the window in awe, as we approached, at the contrasting colors of brown sail,
dark craggy rocks and bright green foliage that fell from the cliffs to end at tkesialad
beaches that were awash in surges of rolling white foam. A band of light turquoise blue
water wraps along the shoreline. The lighter color extends offshore about a glarter
mile, until it ends abruptly and transitions to the darker swells that aredtgggewhite

foamy wind waves. Needless to say, not a good place for an engine out. Rather than
extend offshore, | instinctively hug the shoreline reasoning that if | did ditch it would be
nice to attempt a beach landing or set it in the water close enough to swim asti@e bef
hypothermia set in from the 50 degree water. | later learned that most ofilhEltus

extend off the coast a mile or so to avoid the bumps we experienced as the wind clashed
with the 1500 foot high cliffs at the water’s edge.



Shelter Co, south of the airstrip

Our one wheel touchdown was uneventful after sailing over the numbers on runway 30
with winds around 280 at 25 knots. After securing the airplane, we checked into our little
room on the second floor of a small hotel overlooking a tide pool, only a stone’s throw
from the water’s edge. We were both hungry so we walked over to a little
store/restaurant just south of the runway. We were enjoying some d eliciassiyfigh

and chips while watching the planes land overhead as they approached the touchdown
zone. An SR22 seemed to be having some difficulty with the gusts and chose to go
around. Then out of the east, the drone of a small plane approaching the field could be
heard. As it drew near on downwind, | could make out the large tundra tires and could
see it was some sort of bush plane.

One after another the pretty little airplanes began descending on final oveadurTie

fourth aircraft approached in a full slip, apparently in an effort to avoid overshdating

3 who was now taxiing down the runway. The planes all parked at the north end of the
airfield. After finishing our lunch, | was anxious to go check out the new arrivals and we
began walking toward the north end of the field. | had been dreaming of building or
buying a bush plane for the past year or so. | sat in a Husky a few months earlier and
decided that | was too big to fit comfortably without making modifications to thesgea

my knees would not hit the panel. These planes looked bigger. | was not sure what they
were and | was anxious to find out.

About midfield we were passed by a group of young, clean cut guys that had
commandeered a golf cart. They seemed to be enjoying the ride as thehestreit



trailed behind, further down the taxiway. As the group on foot approached, | inquired as
to the type of aircraft. “They are Scouts” came a reply from one of the pdatsthis

guy sells them”, he said, pointing toward a middle age man in shorts and a tee shirt.
“Hey is there any chance | could sit it one of your planes to see how I fit?” | askes. “W
will meet you back there in 45 minutes or so” the older guy replied.

| was stoked. These little ships were very cool looking with their shiny paint jobs and

31" tires. Allthe panels were strictly VFR. Not one of the six had a visyote ay

VOR. | started taking pictures of each plane and would have continued for some time
had my camera’s battery power not given out. Meanwhile, | struck a conversatiom wit
local pilot while | waited for the flyers to return. My wife waited pathe on a bench
overlooking the sea. One of the pilots had returned and taxied away from the tie-down
area prior to stopping with his nose in the wind about 50’ south of the numbers at the
north end of the field. He locked the brakes and wound up the prop. The tall lifted off
the ground and the pilot released the brakes as the ship shot forward. Within 50’ or so,
well before the pavement ran out, he was airborne and soaring upward. He then entered
the pattern and landed at the south end prior to making several touch and goes, all on the
same pass, demonstrating the awesome STOL characteristics of tdugeairpl
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Bob’s shop, Hannah Awviation, adds cool litie mods to improve the performancef
the standard Scout. Note the 31" Alaska Bush Weéels, aluminum landing gear, and
lightweight MT 2 blade prop



My wife Nena and | pretending to be the proud owners of a new bush plane after
landing at a remote coastal getaway

Soon the man that apparently was involved in selling these aircraft returnedlp etk he

me try a few on for size in order to see how my 6’-3” frame and long legs fit behind the
panel. Unlike the Husky, | at least felt that | got into this plane rather tlzgpstg it

on. | found the one with the thinner seat afforded adequate leg room for my knees to
clear the panel and controls with a couple of inches of clearance. We then retursed to hi
personal ship after Bob offered to take me for a spin around the patch. | actually found
the rear seat much roomier, particularly with the stick and rudder pedals removed.

After strapping in, we taxied back toward the downwind side of the field. Somewhere
well north of mid-field he entered the active runway and put in full power. WitHea litt
help from the 25+/- knot headwind we were off the ground in what seemed like less than
100 feet. After gaining a little airspeed he pulled the stick back and the plmonbd
skyward leaving my stomach about 500’ below us. Wow, this must be what it feels like
to really fly Ithought to myself. | had often climbed at 1500 to 2000 fpm in the RV10

but the performance from the Ten’s shorter wings and powerful 1/0 540 feels kaore i
driving than flying by comparison. As we turned downwind the wind caught the
underside of the wing and | could really feel the sensation of being pushed into the
downwind leg as | stared down at the rocky shoreline and crashing surf.



We entered a standard pattern and | could see Bob working the flaps as the plane bega
to slow down. He stopped the descent about 4 feet off of the ground and we proceeded
upwind at well under 40 knots. “This thing can maintain around 38 knots with the flaps
in” he added. With the headwind we appeared to be barely moving over the ground. As
he put the throttle back in we again wasted little time reaching patteadel This time

he remained high well into the base leg. At first | was a little concerned about our
approach because of what appeared to be a botched set up for a landing due to excessive
altitude. On short final Bob threw the plane into a slip and we seemed to fall from the
sky. He straightened it out and side stepped into the grass around midfield. “With these
tires | can land in 3’ high bumps” he said. | did not doubt it. After a brief ground roll in
the grass he lifted back off and side stepped back onto the pavement before stopping at
the north end of the field to let me out.

Now that's my kind of airport! The group passed these pictures along aftehe trip
to show me another cool stop they made before returning to Idaho the next day

| told Bob that | thought their group of planes dropping out of the sky over my head must
have involved some sort of divine intervention because for that moment | could have
been in heaven. He handed me his card and it was not until | read the name “Bob
Hannah” that | realized who he was. “You used to race Yamahas right?” Given some of
the younger guys in the group | felt that | was one of the few to have lived through the
dawn of the motocross era where “Hurricane Hannah” was a common name to those of
us kids that only dreamed about riding like he did. | myself was lucky to have a beat up



Honda 70 that | struggled to keep running. But, at the time that little Honda was just as
magical as the airplane became to me in my adult life. “What’s thie playour card?”

| asked, making it perfectly clear how naive | really was. “Oh that'sr@edlused to

race”. After returning from the trip one of my pilot friends that had been to tihe ARe

Race every year since he was a kid sent me some pictures of “Voodoo”, the P51 that Bob
once piloted. My friend told me a story about Bob’s last ride in that ship, after which he
apparently retired from the air races.

Bob Hannah in “Voodoo”

Wow, do you ever get the impression that you missed out on something in life and wish
you could go back in time? | myself started ground school when | graduated from

college but it was not until | turned 39 that | received my private! So many air@lades
so little money. | just wished | had taken the time to get involved in aviation earlier

life. | love reading books about the WWII planes and pilots. We are now expregenci
the last of them as a 20 year old in 1945 is now passing the age of 83. After seeingthe
relatively light turnout at the Golden West fly-in this year and payingstli$6 for a

gallon of avgas its hard not to wonder if the best days are gone.

After my little introductory flight I returned to the room to find my wife nappingi® t

sound of crashing waves. She was kind enough to allow me to have some fun while she
rested. She was obviously enjoying the quiet time. After a relaxing evening atel a ni
seafood dinner at the restaurant next door, we returned to our room and watched the sun
tuck behind the horizon before hitting the hay. It was a real gift to be here, so far away
yet, with a little help from 5RV, so close. The next morning we had a nice walkheea
beach and casually strolled over to the plane around 11:00 a.m. We read a little history



about the Cove on the various plaques and learned a little about the many before us that
experienced this landscape much as we did. Whether it was by schooner or a long wagon
ride over rough mountain roads, I'm sure it was worth the trip for all that haddpasse

before us.

Following another breathtaking flight over the water and a quick climb to 8,500 feet we
swiftly crossed the mountains and descended into LHM around noon. Refreshed and
excited about the next trip, | stopped by the fuel pump and paid $5.30/gallon to top the
tanks. | reasoned that it may be a buck higher by the next time I fly. | think all of us who
are truly bitten will overcome the cost one way or another. We all know full wellghat a
we gaze skyward at every plane passing overhead we remember the wordstherefor

we have been and it is there that we long to return”.



