
Scott & Deb’s EXcellent RV Adventure 
Turks & Caicos ’07 

by Debra and Scott Mills 
 

It is only in adventure that some people succeed in knowing themselves—in finding themselves. 
                                                                                                          French Author André Gide 
 

Back in January of 2002 when my husband began 
transforming our garage into a plane-building 
workshop, I never dreamed that we would one 
day fly our little plane more than 5,100 miles to 
Turks & Caicos in the British West Indies and 
back! 
 
Since the day the wheels f irst left the ground on 
September 11th of 2005, Scott had flown solo as 
far as the northeast a couple of times. Prior to this 
trip my time in our RV 9A went something like 
this: Denver to Greeley, Salida, or Pueblo, 
Colorado for breakfast (or lunch) and home; 

Denver to Goodland, Kansas for breakfast (or lunch) and home; Denver to Sidney, Nebraska for 
shopping/lunch at Cabela’s and home. The day we began our RV adventure, my longest flight 
duration to date had been 2½ hours round trip, with total time in the air at 29 hours—most of 
them revolving around food. 
 
As we set out from Front Range Airport on the morning of April 12th, I felt adventurous and 
more than a wee bit nervous—sorta like Indiana Jones when he takes that leap of faith in The 
Last Crusade! Although I had faith in our aircraft (I know the builders!) and absolute confidence 
in its pilot, flying cross country in a two-seater, home-built airplane was a new and somewhat 
frightening experience for me. 
 
 
DAY 1: (April 12) 
 
Our first 3 hour and 23 minute leg brought us through Kansas and into Okmulgee, Oklahoma. 
Jeremy, a courteous FBO attendant at Okmulgee Regional Airport, gassed us up, gave us the 
keys to the courtesy car, and pointed us in the direction of food. After scarffing a quick bite at 
the golden arches, we were back in the air. 
 
Knowing that I had been an Elvis fan in my younger days (OK . . . an Elvis fanatic), Scott 
planned our first night in Tupelo, Mississippi—birthplace of “the king.” Upon landing at Tupelo 
Regional Airport, Tyler brought out the red carpet (literally) and welcomed us with the 
hospitality and charm that the south is so famous for. 
 
This had been (comparatively speaking) a long day of flying for me with 5½ hours in the air! 
 
The afternoon/evening’s activities included a visit to the humble beginnings of Elvis’ rags-to-
riches story and partaking of a dough burger in the very same booth at Johnny’s BBQ Drive-In 
Diner that Elvis himself had reportedly eaten many a meal. 

 



 

 
DAY 2: (April 13) 
 

In the air at 7:40 a.m., the skies over Tupelo were 
somewhat cloudy but nonetheless beautiful. It was 
during this stretch from Mississippi to Bainbridge, 
Georgia (Decatur County Regional Airport) that I 
came to appreciate and take comfort in the 
uninterrupted drone of the engine. 
 
Seven states (Kansas, Oklahoma, Arkansas, 
Mississippi, Alabama, Georgia, and Florida) and 
1,538 miles from Front Range, we landed at 
Hernando County Airport in Brooksville, 
Florida—Florida being the place we would spend 
days 3-8 of Scott & Deb’s  EXcellent RV 
Adventure! 

 

Days 1 and 2 of our trip gave me a new appreciation for the size and beauty of this great country! 
No doubt others before me, those fortunate enough to get a bird’s-eye view, have likened the 
sight of the land from the air to a beautiful patchwork quilt. The earth tones of the west, the lush 
greens of the south, and the meandering rivers are quite a sight to behold. It was neat to see four 
military planes coming in for a landing below us at Little Rock Air Force Base. 
 
 
DAYS 3-8 (April 14-19) 
 
Cassie, our daughter flying commercially, arrived at Tampa International on day 4. The three of 
us experienced a sense of nostalgia as we visited our old neighborhood, reconnected with good 
friends, and spent a couple of days in Orlando with the mouse, enjoying our favorite rides and 
eating our way around “the world.”  
 
If you visit WDW, don’t be alarmed by the deafening noise that you’ll hear upon entering the 
gates of the perfect place (as Cass & I like to call it)—it’s just the sound of large amounts of 
money being sucked from your wallet! Each time Scott and I began complaining about how 
much this little side trip was costing us, we reminded one another, “It’s all part of the experience, 
honey.” 

 
The Elvis booth as seen in AOPA Magazine 

 
Home of a Rock & Roll “king” born a pauper. 

 
 



 

 
 
DAY 9 (April 20) 
 
On Thursday, April 12th, I was anxious about flying all the way to Florida in our RV. On Friday, 
April 20th, I was saying to Scott, “We can fly to Florida anytime we want—it’s not that far, it 
doesn’t take that long! 
 
We said our goodbyes to friends and Cassie (who would fly back to Denver on the 23rd) and 
headed to Homestead, Florida where we would meet up with fourteen other RVers (seven 
planes) for the continuation of our adventure: Paul & Victoria Rosales of Rosamond, CA; Jim & 
Vicki Baker of Goodland, KS; Gary & Carolyn Zilik of Pine, CO; Larry & Gerri Schneider of 
Glendale, AZ; Mercedes Eulitt of Rosamond, CA & friend Sandy; Bryan & Sherry Wood of San 
Jose, CA; and Gene & Janet Larson of Walnut, Iowa. 
 
After tucking our planes in for the night and checking into our rooms, we met around the hotel 
pool to get acquainted. Later it was dinner for 16 at Gusto’s followed by pilot briefing/planning 
meetings back at the hotel. Sound sleep eluded me as I fretted about flying over all that water. 
Flying more than 1,500 miles across the country—which only eight days earlier had been the 
most adventurous thing I had done in our plane—now seemed far less perilous to me than the 
719 miles across the Atlantic still ahead of us! 
 
 

 

 
Cassie the Star Wars fanatic! 

 
The “Perfect Place” at night. 

  



DAY 10 (April 21) 
 
Our trip from Florida to the Turks & Caicos Islands began at 5:45 a.m. when we headed back to 
Homestead General Aviation Airport. The sight of our eight home-built planes all parked 
together, with pilots and passengers readying for f light, made me realize that Scott and I were 
blessed to be part of something that only a small percentage of people will ever get to 
experience.  
 
 
 

 
 

 

 
N339A was #3 behind the Larsons 

with the Woods in #4 position behind us. 

 
A pre-dawn shot of our RV flock 

 
My pilot doing his pre-flight 

 
Yes . . . Chicks CAN own/fly their own planes! 



We departed Homestead in two gaggles of four, spaced about one-half hour apart: Alpha flight 
included group leader Jim “Jimmy B” Baker (and wife Vicki), the Ziliks, the Schneiders, and 
Eulitt (whose alternator would go on the fritz over the water) /friend Sandy. Bravo flight 
included group leader Paul “Rosie” Rosales (and wife Victoria), the Millses, the Woods, and the 
Larsons. 

 

 

 
Alpha Group:  

Gary & Carolyn Zilik, Sandy, Vicki &  Jim Baker, 
Gerri & Larry Schneider, Mercedes Eulitt 

 
Bravo Group:  

Paul &  Victoria Rosales, Scott & Deb Mills, Bryan 
& Sherri Wood, Gene & Janet Larson 

 
 
The first of several waves of apprehension 
came over me shortly after take off when 
we met with what appeared to be a wall of 
clouds. I had never flown amongst such 
huge clouds before, so this was a new and 
somewhat nerve-racking experience for 
me. 
 
I had to chuckle when thinking about the 
tiny clouds (relatively speaking) that I had 
been excitedly snapping pictures of earlier 
on in our trip. It made me think of the line 
in Crocodile Dundee where Dundee says, 
"That’s not a knife, THIS is a knife.” 
Except in my little scenario we’re talkin’ 
clouds—BIG ones! 
 
Thanks to the skill and patience (with us 
newbies) of our veteran pilot/group leader, 
we maneuvered our way through the blue 
spots and left the “great wall of clouds” 
behind us!  
 
 
 
 

 
The tiny speck to the front left of our wing is another 
RVer! That’s how dwarfed by these clouds we were!! 

 



It was a strange feeling to leave land and head out over the water knowing that we’d be flying 
non-stop over that water for the next 3+ hours. While the What the heck are we doing? reaction 
left me after about the first hour, I’d be lying if I said I didn’t remain somewhat tense for the 
duration of our flight to Providenciales. 
 

 

 
 

 

 
Deb’s last over-the-shoulder look at US soil 

 
 

  

  
Rosie & Victoria 



Three hours and forty-five minutes after leaving U.S. soil, we landed at Provo Air Center and 
began the task of clearing Customs & Immigration. A short 45-minute flight to Grand Turk 
Island and WOOHOO—we were there! After tying down and covering our planes, it was off to 
the Osprey Beach Hotel where we would spend eight nights and seven days.  
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

Grand Turk runway  

 
On the ground at Grand Turk  

 

 
View from the Osprey pool/restaurant area 

 
The view from our sea-side room was 

B-E-A-utiful!! 



DAYS 11-16 (April 22-28) 
 
Throughout the week our group of RVers was joined by seven others flying commercially to join 
us on the island: Sid & Shelly Baldwin from Kansas (friends of the Bakers); Annemarie Strachan 
from CA, Barbara Summey from CA, and Jim & Cathy Pappas from Illinois—all friends of Paul 
& Victoria; and Glenn fiancé of Sandy. 
 
Days consisted of leisurely breakfasts; SCUBA diving in the 78-degree, blue-green waters of the 
Caribbean with Mitch Rollings and his crew at Blue Water Divers (thanks to Monica, J.P. and 
J.W.); sight seeing; manicures, pedicures, and massages; reading, sunning, and Frisbee on the 
beach; snorkeling; shopping; or just sitting around the pool enjoying the company of new-found 
friends. A few of us gals even made it to church that first Sunday. 
 

 
Michael's Atrium where most of us ate breakfasts 

 
Poolside at the Osprey Hotel restaurant 

 
Click for Dive Video (turn UP your volume) 

Deb & Scott “unda da sea” 

 

 
Gene, Rosie, Vicki, Jim, Gary, Sid, Scott, Deb 

 



Typical nighttime activities included dinner at one of three restaurants (The Osprey, Michael’s 
Atrium, and The Water’s Edge); listening to Mitch and High Tide play at the Osprey; and 
sharing good conversation with one another. One evening at the Osprey we celebrated the British 
holiday St. George’s Day with traditional foods and music. Another evening Mitch invited our 
entire group over to his place for snacks and drinks. On yet another evening we enjoyed take out 
from Mookie Pookie Pizza Palace. 
 
 
 

 
Enjoying good BBQ & good company at the Osprey 

 
Enjoying Mitch's music at the Osprey 

 
 

 
Hangin' with Mitch at his place 

 
No frills . . . 

       
. . . just GREAT pizza! 



DAY 17 (April 28) 
 
A fitful night’s sleep before heading back over the water, but what an enjoyable and 
unforgettable week it had been!!! 
 
 
DAY 18 (April 29) 
 
Eight days after arriving on Grand Turk, six RVs were homeward bound—two had left the island 
earlier in the week. Highlights of the day’s events included Customs & Immigration delays in 
Grand Turk, weather in the form of clouds (lots of clouds) and rain, an unscheduled stop/delay at 
Provo due to weather, nervous wives (at least two of us), leaky planes, the Millses’ faulty 
alternator and intermittent radio problems, the Ziliks’ loss of a gear-leg fair ing, the Bakers’ and 
Woods’ avian close calls, and arriving back on U.S. soil with just 20 minutes to spare before C & 
I would close its doors. Despite my peevishness, brought on by the anxieties of the day, I had 
taken great comfort in knowing that none of us were going it alone—and I would do it all again 
in a heartbeat! 
 

 
After clearing customs and getting rooms, we enjoyed a nice meal at Mangrove Mattie’s as we 
talked and laughed about the events of the day. What a great group of people these RVers are! 
 
Thanks to the owner/operators at the Royal Inn on South Hutchinson Island for their 
hospitality—the home-baked cookies and well-stocked breakfast table were much appreciated by 
all! 
 
 
DAY 19 (April 30) 
 
The adventure continued as we made our way from St. Lucie County International Airport in 
Fort Pierce, Florida to Renner Goodland Municipal Airport in Goodland, Kansas. The Larsons 
headed back to Iowa on a slightly different route and time table than ours, so we said our 
goodbyes and became one gaggle of f ive led by Jimmy B. Of course, Rosie still kept a watchful 
eye on his ducklings the Woods and the Millses. Our sincere thanks to Rosie for taking such 
good care of us! 

 
Did I mention the clouds?? 

 
Fueling up/waiting out the weather on Stella Maris 



On Monday morning the clouds and weather of the previous day had given way to smoke and 
haze caused by the Georgian wildfires. As we made our way upward through the smog, the fact 
that air travel in Florida was being affected by wildfires in Georgia made me realize how 
interdependent and connected the states in our nation really are. Too often I'm guilty of living in 
the Debbie bubble without giving much thought to what’s going on elsewhere in America. 
 
Well . . . the 5½ record-breaking hours that I had spent in the air on day one of our adventure 
paled in comparison to the 9.8 that we would fly on day 19 (Florida, Georgia, Alabama, 
Arkansas, Oklahoma, Kansas)! In spite of building weather (which, again,  produced lots of 
clouds), we made our way to Goodland, Kansas. Thanks to the Ziliks’ thingamajig, we knew 
exactly where the weather that we needed to avoid was brewing. While the last leg of the 
Mills/Zilik flight back to Front Range was less than an hour away, weather prevented us from 
continuing on. Jimmy B arranged for a hangar in which to keep our planes, and he and Vicki 
graciously invited all eight of us to bunk at their house. 
 
Dinner at Bubba’s was bittersweet for me since this would be our last supper together—at least 
on this trip.  ;-)  
 
 
DAY 20 (April 31) 
 
After a tasty breakfast at the Butterfly Café, Renner Goodland Municipal (They have awesome 
home-baked bread!), we became two pair of two as the Ziliks and Millses headed back to Front 
Range and the Rosaleses and Woods headed back to California. 
 
 
Pearls of Wisdom that I Collected on this Trip: 
 
RVs leak when it rains. 
Changes in the sound of the engine are normal. 
Birds and bugs fly at 8,500 feet. 
Flying through a litt le rain doesn’t mean certain death. 
There are clouds and then there are CLOUDS. 
It’s safe to fly around/over/under clouds—just not through them. 
My fluid intake needs to be commensurate with the length of t ime I have to be in the air!! 
The turbulence that used to scare me is nothing compared to going through the “wash.” 
I really can fit  three weeks’ worth of clothes into that litt le duffle bag. 
There’s a great sense of accomplishment in doing something outside of one’s comfort zone. 
It’s possible to become good friends with people I’ve known for less than two weeks. 
 
 
Thanks to everyone for making this trip the best vacation Scott and I have ever had! Thanks to 
Jim & Vicki and Paul & Victoria for giving of themselves in the preparation and planning 
department. Special thanks to Jim and Paul for their willingness to put on those leadership hats! 
 
While I will always enjoy those little breakfast and lunch jaunts, this trip bumped me out of the 
$100-hamburger crowd and into the globe-trotting crowd! It also jump started the It’s All 
About Us! phase of our lives. 



The Pilot’s Perspective 
 

“One cannot discover new lands . . . unless he has the courage to lose sight of the shore.” 
                                                                                     (paraphrase of quote by André Gide) 
 
I have loved airplanes and flying since I was a little kid. I used to build models and rockets when 
I was very young. After that I started in with line control planes and then on to RC models. I flew 
RCs competitively and did pretty well given my age—13 at the time.  
 
Life went on and I drifted into other things, putting flying in the back seat—but it was always 
there. Deb and I moved to Florida in 1990 with our two kids. It was there that a friend of mine 
starting building a kit plane in his garage. Of course, this peaked my interest, so I decided to 
help him build something called an RV 6A. We then did ground school together and started 
working on our PPLs in 1996. I was really liking the kit-building thing but just couldn’t afford 
this kind of hobby at the time. Boy oh boy, the seed had been planted, though! 
 
Another move in 1998, this time to Colorado, but the airplane-building bug had not let go. By 
2002 we had a little more money in our pockets, so I began bugging, pleading, and using all 
other manner of persuasion on my lovely wife to convince her that we needed to build an 
airplane. Well . . . Deb finally agreed to go along with it—WOW!, what a woman! 
 
I made a very good friend in Colorado, a retired Naval Commander, whose suggestion it was for  
me to build the 9A. Almost four years and 2,000 construction hours later, he would be the guy to 
make the first flight in the plane that Deb, Cassie, and I had built—N339A. 
 
The day we left on this trip, I had a grand total of 266 hours as PIC—150 of which were in the 
airplane we had built in our garage. I had flown the RV across the country a few times and was 
beginning to become comfortable with it. 
 
While still in the building stages, I was fortunate enough to make another good friend in Gary 
Zilik. He just happened to live about a mile from me in Pine, Colorado and had a flying RV 6A. 
Gary had already been on the first trip to the islands with Jimmy B and some others, so when the 
time came for a return trip, I knew that I was in very good company for possibly being able to go 
along. 
 
I read all of the travel stories that Paul Rosales and others had written—they helped to keep me 
motivated while building. I enjoyed talking with Gary about his  trip adventures and knew it was 
something I would love to do. But could I convince Deb to go along with this idea? 
 
 
Day 1: 
 
Holy cow—we are actually going to do this! The first leg of the trip would be three times longer  
than Deb had previously sat in the plane. All of her other flights consisted of an hour or so 
maximum legs. 
 
It was a pretty nice ride to Okmulgee—very smooth, which helped put Deb at ease. We had a bit 
of a headwind at first, and the plane was the heaviest I had ever flown it. With all our clothes, 
dive gear, etc., there were about 90 extra lbs. in the back. It sure did fly differently with all that 
weight, requiring very little aft stick to keep the nose wheel off the ground. We made it to  



Tupelo, our scheduled stop for the night. It was mid-afternoon when we got the airport pickup, 
an old Mazda, and headed off to town. The leg leading us to Tupelo had been very, very fast. We 
were fortunate enough to catch an unbelievable tailwind. It was the fastest that this plane had 
ever traveled: Our ground speed was 252 mph!!!! Our indicated airspeed at 9,500 foot was 
about 150 mph. The ride remained smooth throughout, and my passenger did well. 
 
Back in Tupelo we visited the house that Elvis was born in and drove around town. I had been to 
Tupelo before, but it was fun to show Deb the King’s humble beginnings. The first day of our trip 
had been great. Early to bed in order to rest up for an early take off in the morning. 
 
 
Day 2: 
 
In the air by 7:40 a.m.. Deb is not a morning person, and it can be hard to get her up and 
moving early, so 7:40 AIS is quite an accomplishment! We had a little bit of weather coming 
from behind us, so I wanted to get an early start. 

 
We managed to beat the weather and continue 
on our way to Florida. Once we got about 100 
miles from Tupelo, the weather was beautiful. 
I had a fuel stop planned for Bainbridge, GA 
and then on to the Sunshine State--our former 
home. After gassing up at BGE, we completed 
the final leg into Brooksville. This was where 
I had learned how to fly about 12 years 
earlier, so I had a sense of anticipation about 
landing at BKV. 
 
We flew down the west coast of Florida just 
skirting the edge of the gulf. I was looking out 

at all that water thinking to myself, “Boy, we have to go across a whole bunch of that stuff in a 
week!” About 40 to 50 miles out, I could see what I thought was the closed runway at BKV—
could that really be it? Sure enough, as we got closer I could see it right off the nose. We did a 
couple of donuts around our old house and then went in for a landing. We had made it!!  
 
 
I couldn’t believe that I was at my old home 
airport. Now all I needed was to see some of my 
hangar-rat pals; and sure enough, I found ’em. I 
used to have a KR2 and kept it in a hangar with 
a Long EZ. I went and found my former hangar 
mate, Edgar, at his hangar—the Long EZ still in 
it. We caught up on all the airport talk.  
 
Ahhh . . . some things never change--and that is 
good. 
 
 
 
 

 
Bainbridge fuel stop 

 
Tied down at BKV 



Days 3-8: 
 
WDW . . . Well, the girls really like this place, so any time we are in Florida together we 
apparently have to go there. We have been so many times now I’ve lost count. Cassie’s favorite 
ride is the Haunted Mansion, and we have to go on it at least five times or she won’t be satisfied. 
She also likes The Pirates of the Caribbean, especially since the movies. 
 

 
 

Snapped this one as the Haunted Mansion ride began 
 

Pirates of the Caribbean is 2nd only to the HM 

 

We all had fun in Orlando and visiting with our Floridian friends. I did manage to give a ride to 
the person who first introduced me to the RV—the one whose RV 6A I had helped to build. We 
met up on Saturday and went for a short flight around Brooksville. He doesn’t have a lot of time 
on his RV, but I think (I hope) I may have inspired him to work on that. 
 
Day 9: 
 
Off to Homestead, FL for the next BIG part of our  trip. This was the day I had been waiting for. 
The flight to X51 was quick . . . about an hour and a half. We stopped in Zephyrhills for “cheap”  
gas after leaving Brooksville. Had to do my first official go around at X51 thanks to a guy 
practicing crosswind landings. The pattern was really busy when this guy decides to takeoff on 
36 into the approach end of 09. I thought we were gonna have a midair! We landed on the 
second try with this guy still doing crosswind practice, apparently oblivious to what was going 
on around him. 
 
 
 
After landing we found that almost 
everyone had already arrived. I fueled the 
plane up and talked with hangar mate 
Gary Zilik at the pump. Met with the rest 
of the RV voyagers and then off to the 
hotel with an armada of mini vans to 
transport everyone and their stuff. 
 
 
 
 
 . 



 

It was dinner and a flight briefing for  
the pilots afterward. The briefing for 
Bravo group, which Deb and I would be 
part of, was done by flight leader Paul 
Rosales. 
 
I want to take this opportunity to say 
that Rosie is one of the most interesting 
people I have ever met. (I travel a lot 
and have met all kinds of people.) He 
has great leadership skills, and 
throughout the trip made Deb feel very 
comfortable with what we were doing. 
He knows what he wants done and 

expects you to do it. He is also just a great person to hang around with. He’s a ball of energy 
and a pretty good Frisbee player, too. Meeting Rosie and Victoria was one of the best parts of 
the trip—wish there were more people like ’em! 
 
After dinner at Gusto’s, I had one of the strangest experiences I’ve ever had inside a Wal-Mart. 
At 11:30 p.m., you’d a thought it was high noon at the OK Corral in Homestead, FL based on 
the number of people inside (and outside) of the store. There was more going on there just before 
midnight than many stores see all week.  
 
 
Day 10: 
 
After a night of tossing and turning 
and only about two hours of sleep, we 
were up with the dawn patrol at o’ 
dark thirty and out to the planes for 
pre-flight. 
 
There was a fair amount of dew on 
everything—including the inside of 
the canopy—which I tried to wipe off, 
but it kept coming back. With the 
planes ready, Alpha group took off 
while Bravo finished up. We were in 
the air about 20 minutes behind them. 
We were trying to skirt the 
Homestead AFB class D before 
heading out over the water.  
 
There were some big clouds out in front of us, and I knew we would have to pick our way 
through them. With Rosie in the lead, we made our way through the first challenge and 
continued onward into a very nice morning flight. 
 

 

 



 
 

Once at altitude the flight was 
very serene. Some puffys below 
us and the air was smooth at 
9,500 foot. Deb and I were both 
tense but no major problems 
arose, and the water below us 
was turning into that beautiful 
Caribbean teal blue. Our gaggle 
of four continued on with Rosie 
keeping a close watch on his 
group. The first 110 miles or so 
was the longest over-water 
stretch. After that we started 
seeing small islands more and 
more, which was somehow . . . 
comforting?? 

 
 

 
 

Bryan and Rosie 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Before I knew it, we were in 
Provo and doing what would be 
the first of the customs shuffle 
and fee paying. If ever I felt 
compelled to speak out against a 
user-fee system in the USA, it was 
after our trip to the islands. By 
trip’s end we had paid several 
hundred US dollars in fees for 
only three landings in the T & C 
Islands. But as Rosie had said, 
“We didn’t come here to save 
money.”  
 
Off from Provo and 40 minutes 
later we would be at our final 
destination—Grand Turk Island 
in the British West Indies! WOW, 
we had made it!!! 

 

 
Seeing double?? 



 
My wife braved the storm (figuratively 
speaking) and took on a challenge that a lot of 
men won’t. Since returning from this trip, I’ve 
had other pilots ask me, “How did you get your  
wife to fly across the water?” All I can say is, 
I’m a lucky guy because she trusts me and the 
plane she helped build. It’s a daunting 
challenge to make a flight of this type, so if 
your wife isn’t as excited about the prospect as 
you are, don’t give up hope just yet—and have 
her read this travel story!! 
 
 

  
“Ghost Pilot” landing at Grand Turk  

 
Days 11-16: 
 
Now THIS was a vacation! SCUBA diving and relaxation were the general accomplishments for  
any given day. I did manage to throw the Frisbee around with Rosie one evening—something I 
hadn’t done in a long, long time. It’s always a lot of fun when you have someone to play with 
that knows how to throw (sorry, Deb). I didn’t do any other flying while on the island, although a 
few of the others did. Rosie even took a local TV personality up for a ride. 

 

 

 
There really IS a Frisbee in this pic—just zoom. 

 
Gene & Rosie giving rides & flying formation 



I helped Larry Schneider with the alternator on Mercedes’ airplane. (My real day job is working 
on BIG utility generators and their excitation equipment.) Rosie had a spare available, but we  
couldn’t use it due to a different mounting bracket. Little did I know that in just a few days my 
own alternator would also give out while heading back across the water. 

I did learn a bit of interesting history while 
walking around the island one day. They claim 
that Grand Turk was the island on which 
Columbus first made landfall on October 12, 
1492. In fact, they have a plaque stating just that. 
However, after some internet searching, I 
discovered that no one really knows for sure. 
Based on Columbus’ logbook, it is believed that 
three different islands are legit possibilities: 
Grand Turk, San Salvador and Cat Island; and 
all three claim to be the one.  

This got me to thinking, though, about what 
Columbus and his crew really did achieve way back when. Their trip took them about five weeks. 
They left the Canary Islands off the coast of Morocco and sailed three very small ships about 
3,300 miles across the Atlantic. 

We, on the other hand, made it to Grand Turk from Denver, Colorado with 15 hours of flight 
time and 2,534 miles in an airplane we built in our garage. I’ll bet even Columbus would have 
been impressed with that. 
 
Day 17: 
 
Well . . . our last day on the island. Internet service was on again, off again as I tried to get the 
weather for the next morning’s flight. There isn’t a lot of weather available this far out in the 
island chain, but from what we could gather, it looked to be a good day for traveling. A high 
pressure would be over most of the south eastern and central US, as well as Florida. The plan 
was to get up early and clear C & I on Grand Turk and then fly to Stella Maris (which is in the 
Bahamas) and file our International flight plan from there. We would need a transponder code 
and an ADIZ crossing time, which we would need to be within 15 minutes of or risk being shot 
down. We were off to bed early, and I slept fairly well with a 5:00 a.m. wake up call. 
 
 
Day 18: 
 
Well . . . so much for plans. Everything in the islands runs on island time—especially on Sunday. 
It took us for-e-ver to get through C & I. We got through the Immigration side pretty quickly, but 
Customs was another story. First the guy showed up late for work. Then, because he was new on 
the job, he just wasn’t sure what to do with us. Finally, after our cab driver lit a fire under his 
butt, things began moving a bit faster. 
 
We arrived at the airport at 6:45 a.m. but didn’t take off ’ til 9:00 a.m. Jimmy B and Gary were in 
Alpha group by themselves. They took off about 15 minutes ahead of us. This gave them the 
lead/scout position. After Bravo group had been in the air about half an hour, it was becoming 
clear from Gary and Jimmy B’s  conversation that landing at Stella Maris wasn’t going to 
happen. The clouds were building so they had to divert back to Provo, which is  still in the Turks 
and Caicos. We followed suit and headed for Provo.  

 



 
Once on the ground we all fueled up and 
then waited in the FBO/Customs area. (We 
had already cleared customs out of the 
country and turned in all our paperwork 
back on Grand Turk.) The weather was 
moving slowly, but it was moving. After  
about a two hour wait, we took off for Stella 
Maris. The flight to Stella took about 1.5 
hours. It was on this leg that my radio began 
making crackling sounds. At first I had no 
clue as to what was going on but sure didn’t 
want to loose comms. There was weather all 
around, and we had to skirt some of it and 
come in low to make the airport. Alpha 
group had landed in the rain. We could see 
rain everywhere around the field, but Bravo group made it in with no rain and no problems. 
About five minutes after the ramp guy fueled us up, it began to POUR!!! 
 
Now I have a tip up—and tip ups leak. I knew this to be true and have had some problems with it 
in the past. Once the deluge stopped, I opened the canopy and found that the interior was pretty 
wet. The radio took on some water (as it usually does) and the floor was soaked. It seems like I 
remember Bryan saying he wanted it to rain so his plane would get washed?? I could have done 
without the rain myself. 
 
Time was no longer on our side and we needed to make Ft Pierce before C & I closed at 6:00 
p.m. It was almost 3:00 p.m. and we had a 2.6 hour flight ahead of us. We jumped in our planes, 
fired ’em up, and got ready to depart. Well, with all the rain, my comm radio wasn’t working—
the TX symbol was stuck on. Great . . . a stuck mike . . . just what I needed. Rosie told me to turn 
off my radio, so I complied before we all took off. We knew the weather was good just to the east 
of us and we headed in that direction. I was trying to fish out my handheld radio so I could talk 
to the group. I finally got the handheld hooked up to my headset and tuned in 123.45. I could talk 
to everyone and they could hear me—good. Of course, I was not connected to my wife anymore, 
and it was at this point that she began to not like what was going on. We had been flying for  
about 30 minutes or so when I decided to try my main comm radio again. Great, it appeared to 
be OK and the TX indicator was off!! I reconnected my headset back to the main and could now 
talk to my wife again. She was not smiling at this point, though. 
 
Now I began to troubleshoot that noise in my headset. I decided to shut the alternator field off 
and voila, the noise went away. I informed the group, “Hey guys, looks like my alternator is 
going bad.” I still had charging voltage of 13.8 to 13.9 at this point in time. It normally runs 
around 14.1, which is what got me curious in the first place. I have an external voltage regulator  
just for this reason. Next I turned the volume on the radio down to keep the noise out of our 
headsets. This helped, and I knew I could always turn it back up when needed. 
 
We continued on like this for a while and then I noticed that my voltage was getting lower. I 
decided to turn my transponder off and keep radio transmissions to a minimum. By the time we 
got to Ft. Pierce, my alternator was only putting out around 13 volts . . . sometimes. We landed 
at FPR 20 minutes  before closing time. The US Customs guys were not real happy about  having 
to deal with us this late in the day and threatened to charge us overtime if we didn’t get our stuff 
inside ASAP. Deb and I were the last ones inside as we were the last to land. 

 



 

  
Bravo Group lined up at US C & I  

 
By the time the customs guy finished up his leisurely conversation with Rosie about the Skunk 
Works and other such airplane-related stuff, it was about 6:10 p.m. He called Deb and I over, 
grabbed our passports, scanned them and said, “Now go home, so I can go home.” It took all of 
ten seconds—and no OT charges (that we know of at this point)! 
 
Wow, what a day this had been! We made it back to the good old US of A. Although it had been 
our original plan to continue on, it was too late at this point and it had been a full day. The 
others had already found a nice hotel called the Royal Inn and after getting the planes tied down, 
the hotel van came and picked us up. After a nice group meal, I slept well. 
 
Day 19: 
 
Another early start--up at 5:00 a.m. to shower and have breakfast. Today’s plan was to be at the 
airport by 7:30 a.m. We had fueled up the night before. We would take off as a group of five—
something you can do in the USA without any restrictions. This was a huge problem in the 
Islands since “formation” flying is not allowed. (Note: We were really only flying in a gaggle—
not in formation). Departure was soooooo much quicker in the US. 
 

The weather in Ft Pierce, Florida was reporting 
3-mile visibility—just barely legal for VFR. The 
vis was terrible because of the wildfires in 
Georgia. We took off together and began our 
climb through the smoke-filled, hazy goo. With all 
the airplanes in sight, it was fairly easy for me to 
follow. My eyes were scanning the ADI, the other  
airplanes, and what little bit of the ground I could 
see. 
 
I still had an alternator problem to deal with. 
When I left my alternator on, the noise was bad 
and my charging voltage continued dropping and 
eventually quit. I was thinking that I should 

probably land somewhere and try to get it changed out. The rest of the group thought that as 
long as I stuck with them, I should be OK. This was when I decided to power everything down in 
the plane and shut the master off. I have dual mags, so an electronic ignition was not a problem. 
Since we were flying as a group, I didn’t need my transponder. I even pulled the fuse on the ADI, 

 
The wildfire goo in Florida 



which left me flying with only my airspeed indicator, altimeter, and VSI. The only electrical left 
on was the Garmin 296 GPS (equipped with its own battery), the EIS engine monitor, and the 
comm radio—that’s it. 

 
We continued on like this and made it to KALX 
in Alabama 3.3 hours later for a fuel stop. 
Everything was going well, so I decided to 
continue on with the group as suggested. We 
hoped to make it to Goodland, KS before 
evening. This is where the Bakers live--only one 
hour from our home base at FTG. We took off 
and climbed to 6,500 feet. The weather  
remained clear and the air smooth with puffys  
below us. Another 3.2 hours later and we were 
in Fayetteville, AR where we stopped to fuel the 
planes and ourselves. 
 
We knew that the weather was building along 

our planned flight path, keeping us from flying direct to Goodland. After lunch we headed north 
and skirted around a bunch of BIG T-storms that were building. Both Gary and Jimmy B have 
XM weather service to go along with their Garmin GPS (the “thingamajig” Deb referred to in 
her write-up.). This is the next upgrade I will get for our plane. It is incredible to have that kind 
of weather data right at your fingertips in the cockpit. It made getting around the cells a piece of 
cake—at least for the pilots. 
 
I was real happy with the way things were going at this point and glad that I had decided to stay 
with the group. Another 3.2 hours on the tach and we were in Goodland. Although we were only 
one hour from FTG, there was no way we could have made there. In fact, there was a guy in a 
Cessna on his way to FTG when he had to turn back and stay in GLD for the night because of 
weather. Waiting until the next morning was OK with me. Jimmy B had arranged a big hangar 
for everyone to put their planes in for the night. He also brought a charger from his house so I 
could get a charge into my battery for the 
one-hour flight home in the morning. We 
had our “Last Supper” as a group at 
Bubba’s in Goodland. It was a sad 
moment realizing that we would all go 
our separate ways in the morning. 
 
With a total of 9.8 hours of flying for the 
day, this was a first for both Deb and I. It 
proves how versatile RVs are as cross-
country machines. We left Ft. Pierce, FL 
and arrived in Goodland, KS, flying 
1,541 miles in about 9.8 hours, traversing 
seven states. WOW! While it made for a 
long day, I was glad to be only one hour  
from home. 
 

 
Alabama fuel stop 

 



Day 20: 
 
We all met for breakfast the last 
morning at the Butterfly Café, which 
just happens to be located on the 
field at Goodland. They really do 
have a good breakfast there, and 
they make homemade pies that you 
can take with you. They also have a 
rhubarb jam that is outstanding. 
This is one of those trips that Deb 
has made several times in the RV 
since it’s only about an hour from 
FTG. 
 
 
 

 
 
After breakfast, Gary & Carolyn 
and Deb & I left as a two ship, as 
did Rosie & Victoria and Bryan & 
Sherri. Once in the air we kept up 
the conversation until we were 
about 15 minutes out from FTG. We 
then said our goodbyes and changed 
frequency. Gary and I had an 
uneventful landing back on our 
home turf. What a sight to see after  
being gone for 20 days. We pulled 
out the cars and moved the planes 
back into their resting spots. Deb 
and I unloaded everything out of the 
plane and gave it a quick clean up 
before heading back home to Littleton. 
 
 
Epilogue 
 
Well . . . We had done it! A dream became reality. We flew our plane for 32.2 hours and 5,119 
miles through a variety of weather conditions and even encountered equipment failures. I 
learned an immense amount from this trip and thank everyone involved for making it happen. We 
are already planning for our next “big”  trip but have several smaller ones in the works as well: 
A trip to CA to visit the Rosaleses, a work-related project in September to Las Vegas and Reno, 
LOE in the fall, and maybe FL after that if time allows. By comparison these trips will all seem 
small. 

 

 



 
When you commit to a trip like this and 
follow it through, it is something you just 
never forget. The “first time” over the 
water is one of those events that bonds 
people together—forever. We made some 
good friends during a brief 8-day period 
on the island. The RV’s and the group of 
people associated with them are great. 
We hope to make many more friends in 
the future. 
 
Flying for breakfast, while fun, just 
doesn’t compare. I don’t remember all 
those trips here and there for breakfast, 
but I will never forget this trip to the 
Turks and Caicos Islands. 
 

 
 
 
Lessons Learned: 
 
I can still fly this airplane with all electrical equipment OFF. 
My passenger’s mental state is important. 
Gaggle flying is fun and also a lot of work. 
Deb needs to be able to see over the cowl—didn’t realize she couldn’t ’ til this trip. 
A Garmin 496 with weather is a must have. 
There is turbulence and then there is wake turbulence (which Deb does not like at all!) 
In-flight trouble shooting is not appreciated by Deb.  ;-) 
I’m fortunate to have a wife that will “Come fly with me.” 
 

 
I LOVE flying and our RV 9A flies great! 
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