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"""MMMOOOUUUNNNTTTAAAIIINNN   GGGOOOAAATTT"""   AAADDDVVVEEENNNTTTUUURRREEE   
 

I am now a "mountain goat" of the lowest possible rank.  And, I'm not even sure I qualify for that.   
But, at least I lived to try and tell you "flatlanders" a little about the experience.  It's going to be 
difficult because you just can't imagine what flying in the mountains of Idaho is like.  Even those 
of you with REALLY good imaginations.  
 

To begin, I flew the silver tube from FLL to Eagle, CO and was met by my friend and fellow 
Director of FCF for a flight down to Aspen in his 
"world traveler" Super Cub.  I  spent an enjoyable 
evening with Cully and Marilyn Culwell before 
embarking on our journey the next morning bright 

and early. 
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We blasted off from Aspen with another "mountain goat" named George Gordon, an old, old 
friend of Cully's.  Well, George isn't that old!  He's about my age but better preserved.  Clean 
living I presume contributes to that state.  We flew down valley to join up with Hector Brown, 
the youngest in our dynamic gaggle. 
 

It is about 600 miles from Aspen to Johnson Creek as the crow flies.  The beginning of the trip 
produced spectacular weather and the scenic vistas were stunning,  the Flaming Gorge and 
Dinosaur National Park to name a couple.  

 

As we proceeded toward the northwest things got uglier and uglier but not IMC.  It was certainly 
special VFR though.  We lost sight of each other over some lava fields that extended for miles.  
You sure would not want to try and land on that landscape.  I've got no pictures of that because 
it was raining and the visibility was not good.  George and Hector were listening to our weather 
reports with interest as we plodded toward the NW.  They both had some fancy Garmin GPSs 
(696 & 496) with all sort of satellite information being fed them.  We were providing the 
PIREPS.  When we finally broke out of the scud south of Sun Valley, we were all surprised to 
find out that George and Hector were actually ahead of us not behind us.  So I guess all the good 
weather information we were feeding them, they had already experienced.  
 

We landed at a little grass strip called Peekaboo just south of Haily (Sun Valley) to have lunch.  
This strip is located right next to a fishing outpost that George says provides some of the best 
freshwater stream fishing in the world.  George is an expert fly fisherman among other talents.   
 

After lunch, George and Hector lifted and headed toward Johnson Creek.  We decided to stay 
put because the weather in that direction was not looking good.  As it turned out, we made a 
good decision because Hector and George had to stop short of Johnson Creek and stay overnight 
at a place called Sulphur Creek.  This is a back country strip and lodge in the outback.  We 
enjoyed the town of Ketchum and Sun Valley and had an excellent dinner at an old steak house 
called The Pioneer.  All this after we visited the Sun Valley lodge which was built in the late 
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1930s and was one of the first ski resorts in the USA.  
Ketchum, you'll remember, was the last stop for Ernest 
Hemingway and he apparently frequented the Sun Valley 
Lodge judging from all the pictures of him hanging on the 
walls.  They have a unique method of traffic control in town 
for pedestrians.  When you want to cross the street, you 
grab a flag from a group posted at each corner of the 
intersection and carry it across the street.  All vehicles are 
required to stop and yield.  Cully and I had fun playing traffic 
cop.  What a sense of power! 
 
The next morning it was COLD, COLD, COLD!!!  Did I mention 
it was cold?  I'm talking icy cold and this old Florida Cracker 

doesn't own any warm clothes.  So I had to go try and find something to put under my flight 
jacket.  Do any of you own a 53 dollar sweat shirt?  I do now.  It seems everything in Sun Valley 
is priced just right to separate the tourists from their money.  It IS a nice sweatshirt though and 
it kept me plenty warm for the rest of the trip. 
 

We turned in the rental car and lifted towards Johnson Creek for the final leg of the outbound 
trip.  On the way we encountered snow showers and some ugly looking clouds that Cully was able 
to read quite well after spending decades flying the mountains.   The approach to Johnson Creek 
is interesting because you can't really see the runway until you round a bend in the mountains.  
The runway itself is beautifully manicured and plenty wide and long.  You just have to have your 
altitude and airspeed "right" as you round the bend and finally see the field.  If you're too high or 
too fast it's too bad.  We were both glad to be on the ground after working our way through the 
weather to get there.  There were hardly any other airplanes on the ground at that time because 
of the weather.  We were beginning to wonder if the weather was going 

  


