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Ok, so I live about an hour’s drive west of Chicago, and it is mid-February. It’s also still cold March 1st 

as well as the rest of March. However, March 1st signals the beginning of Spring Break for the students 

attending universities and colleges across the country. And, although it has been decades since I 

have been in a university environment, the need to escape the cold and head to Florida's warmth 

pressed to the front of my mind. “Cabin fever” is also a term used to escape the blah days of a long, 

cold winter if you are not attending academia. Whatever the label placed on what I was feeling, or 

perhaps just the thoughts of “Spring Break” from decades past, I had squirreled away a round trip 

airline ticket which would expire within months. That ticket was just begging to be used and I had the 

perfect week in which to use it, which included Florida!  
 

 
 

The trip planned would be a three pronged attack to further justify an escape from this place of cold. 

First, my Dad's birthday is in the first week of March. My Parents happen to live just south of Daytona 

Beach (DAB). There, too, was an airplane sitting in a hanger which I knew wanted to just have the 

dust knocked off it (which won't happen during flight because of the boundary layer no matter how 

fast it is).  
 

 



 

 

 

The second prong would be to fly to Meridian, MS (MEI) to see my son, Chris. A Marine pilot still 

training, Chris was just days from a solo flight in the T-45 Goshawk. Perhaps that would happen while I 

was there, boy that would be a bonus! The trip would be about 460 nautical miles (nm) each way 

from New Smyrna Beach (EVB). The flight would take me through two Restricted Area's and at least a 

half dozen MOA's (Military Operating Area’s). I too, was very much looking forward to using my 

newest gadget. A few months prior I bought an iPilot 700 GPS and this trip would give me time to 

really get to understand the capabilities of the unit. The operation manual took about an hour to 

read and surprisingly, it was just as easy to use without much prep time before I put the unit in the 

plane for the trip. The weather forecast for the time of my trip was blue sky and very windy. I informed 

ground control at EVB that I was requesting Flight Following for the trip to MEI. Along my route were 

two Restricted Area’s and at least a half dozen MOA’s that I would like to fly through, or not 

depending on the activity within those areas. Flight Following would keep me advised as to the status 

of the areas. 

 

Despite a 30 knot headwind and a very bumpy ride the entire flight to MEI, I was still able to complete 

the trip without stopping for fuel and had an hour of fuel left in the tanks when I shut down at MEI. 

However, and this is a huge HOWEVER, having only 10 gallons of fuel between two tanks is not much! 

I didn't feel comfortable looking into basically empty tanks.  
 

 
 

 

I spent three days with Chris. Trading in his flight suit for tour guide duties, Chris took me around the 

base. I was taken to see the T-45 Goshawk he was flying and heard in-depth explanations of its 

systems and capabilities. We stopped at one of the maintenance hangars where I was introduced to 

some of the personnel who kept all the aircraft flying. Another stop was the simulator building. 

Unfortunately, the day I was taken to the sim building all the sim’s were currently being used so I 

didn’t get to actually look into one. I would have liked to have sat in a sim, just to see if I could even 

fit in the seat being that I am a bit “thicker” than Chris. With all the gear Chris has to wear, which 

weighs about 40 lbs., there isn’t any room left for even a kneeboard in the cockpit. 

 



 

 

Friday came too soon and I had to leave for a return to EVB. The flight back yielded the same winds, 

but for once, it was in the direction I was headed. The ride was super smooth and fast shaving almost 

an hour off the return flight. Again Flight Following was used and I was able to fly through the 

Restricted Area’s and MOA’s. Chris would call me on Monday to let me know that he was cleared to 

take the T-45 out solo.  
 

 
 

The third prong was back in Daytona Beach. It was the beginning of bike week! Bike week is a great 

time to be in Daytona Beach. Tens of thousands of bikes and bikers! Every type of bike conceived 

and at times people to match their bikes can be...well…you just have to shake your head in 

wonderment. The beach, the sun, the bikes and the night life...a seven day event which includes bike 

races at Daytona International Speedway. 
 

 
 

Daytona Bike Week 

2013 Videos: 
 

http://www.youtube

.com/watch?v=P4iR

y3I6G0c 
 

http://www.youtube

.com/watch?v=6Iou

7xYtcI0 
 

http://www.youtube

.com/watch?v=C2o

WhGe6w5I 
 

http://www.youtube

.com/watch?v=Thky

hHbT2s4 
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Of course it was also sort of a homecoming for me. I grew up learning to fly from EVB. I also worked 

for Daytona International Speedway as a photographer in the mid-70's and photographed the bike 

races back then. Ocean Lifeguard is also on my Florida resume and anytime I am home, there are 

daily walks on the beach. Lastly, there is the time shared with lifelong friends from my youth. All too 

soon I felt like "dead man walking" as my last day was spent cleaning the airplane, closing the 

hanger doors once more and saying my good-byes to family and friends. My spring break had 

ended as I thought about where I put my winter coat a week earlier.  I chose to fly back to MDW at 

sunset. Always beautiful from so high, I watched the sunset over the Gulf of Mexico and thought 

about when I would once again return home. 

 

 
 


