
Minden at Lake Tahoe - Vintage Mooney Group - 2010 

 

The Lake Tahoe area is always beautiful.  When I found out that the Vintage Mooney Group was 

going to go there again this June, I let all of my flying invitees know that there was another Tahoe 

flight available.  Kent wrote "Pencil me in", and so it happened.  He made the hotel reservations. 

 

 
 

It seems Kent keeps re-inventing himself - but his humor is constant 

 

I took a vacation day Friday, and we planned to meet in the late morning at my hangar, but things 

happened and we departed around 1:30.  There were a lot of low clouds in the LA Basin but by then 

there was a decent sized clearing right over Corona.  Some of us local pilots call it the 'Corona Hole'.  

I went the other way until we got higher, and then I turned northwest, and we climbed right up through 

it to the top of that layer of clouds.  Then looking around, there were clouds everywhere below us. 

 

Once over the San Gabriel Mountains, it was cloud free and we continued northwest to Rosamond 

CA to circumvent military restricted airspace, then northeast to Inyokern.  The ride was jiggly. 

 

 
 

Next up, fly over these mountains and under a new cloud layer, a bumpy combination for sure 



Kent is a big teddy bear with a heart of gold but he chose to have a breakfast of a cheeseburger with 

extra pickle and a cheddar quesadilla that morning.  I had coffee and a cookie.  A layer of cumulus 

clouds were now above us with up and down drafts for us.  We were moving in all directions.  Kent 

asked for my plastic bag and say no more. 

 

As the two of us weigh a lot, we departed Corona with less than full fuel to compensate, and I knew 

that we could not make it all of the way on less than 30 gallons. To make matters worse, we had a big 

time headwind.  One time, we saw a ground speed of 90.6 knots when my normal is 150.  Our sorry 

average was 120.  We aimed for the Lone Pine airport right next to US 395 and that is a story itself.  I 

have never seen an airport laid out this way.  It still seems crazy.  Look at this airport layout. 

 

 
 

This is looking east, the runway is at the top, the only FBO for fuel is at the bottom of the picture, and 

no signs were posted to direct us to taxi west to an area not visible from the runway due to trees 

 

I fueled up to half tanks again at $4.75, and the nice young lady at the FBO helped us immeasurably 

with plastic bags, paper towels and all manner of 'say no more' clean up assistance.  Kent was soon 

himself again.  Later, we were roaring down Rwy 34 northbound.  Kent was finally wearing Kim's 

acupressure anti-nausea wrist bands and he was joking and confident.  They work. 

 

We endured another 1000 bumps in the air but finally we landed at KMEV after 6 PM.  Hutt Aviation 

was our host for the weekend but we were too late in the day for their ramp services.  A county 

employee monitoring 122.8 in a red pickup led us to the wrong parking place and drove off.  We had 

a bit of a walk ahead of us.  More flying stuff picks up way later on.  Now about our weekend there. 

 

It was windy there and I slipped on my winter jacket.  The next bit would be funny if it was not about 

us.  It must have taken us nearly 10 minutes to exit my plane, and another 10+ minutes for me to 

chain it down and put my wheel chocks in place, but I did it.  A blue and white Mooney landed.  Then 

it was another 10 minutes for us to walk to the Hutt FBO.  We went inside and found Mike Jacobs 

who had just driven down to pick up Kevin and Darci who had arrived in the blue and white Mooney.   



Mike offered us a ride to the beautiful Carson Valley Inn, a Hotel / Casino with two restaurants and a 

coffee bar, where the Vintage Mooney Group had obtained a special group rate.  We checked in.  

Mike and Kevin and Darci went to the CV Steakhouse to join the rest of the Vintage Mooney Group.  

Their dining room was full and we were late, so we opted to go to Katie's Kitchen just down the hall. 

 

   
 

After "Quick Draw" dispensed with all of the Hooligans, we settled down to a delicious dinner 

 

After dinner, we split up, with me hitting the penny slots while Kent played Poker and Blackjack with 

the big boys.  There, he met his new friend, 'Tahoe Tom'.  Meanwhile, I learned how those 9 pay-line 

slot machines worked and soon I was investing 9¢ every time I pushed that big white plastic button.  

The drink lady came by and I asked her to bring me her favorite beer.  Soon Taz and I were on a first 

name basis.  Dan and Maria Symula surprised me by walking up to me to say hi.  We had never met 

except by emails and he had seen my pictures in my stories.  He said he recognized my beard.  Two 

hours later I went to my room in devastated disbelief that penny slots had beat me for $20. 

 

 
 

Taz's choice, Sierra Nevada Pale Ale was pretty good, and I went to sleep 



Saturday morning, I was again in devastated disbelief that there was no in-room coffee maker.  What 

a bummer.  As soon as possible, I was downstairs in the coffee bar for Danish and coffee.  Back in 

my room, I dialed Kent's room, no answer.  I called his cell and heard an Out Of Service recording.  I 

banged on his door, no answer.  I went back down and outside, but could I not get his cell to ring.  

Finally figuring he was ahead of me, I went to the airport with the hotel shuttle service for the Vintage 

Mooney Group gathering.  He was not there either.  He is a big boy, and I was not worried. 

 

  
 

I met everyone on the ramp around the Mooneys (except mine which was still parked way over there) 

and had a great time meeting new faces and welcoming good friends.  Kent worked things out and 

soon he joined us.  It was great to see Bob and Charlotte again, it had been nearly a year, and I 

missed them.  Anita and Linda welcomed me as they had done many times in the past.  When I saw 

my 'bro' Phil, it was again time for smiles and hugs.  And again when I saw Ish and Christine there. 

 

Then we had our lunch in a hangar that Mike procured for us.  Phil made the announcements on what 

was coming up in the afternoon and about future fly-ins.  After lunch, a lot of people helped folding all 

of the tables and chairs and walking them to a nearby trailer.  In 5 minutes, the hangar was cleared. 

 

A few folks took off again for home.  Bruce and Cathy Smith had rented a car and offered to take Kent 

back to our hotel / casino (he is a gambler), and offered to take me along on their car trip to Virginia 

City for the afternoon.  The VMG had planned it for fun, shopping, socializing and drinking. 

 

     
 

We took US 395 to Carson City, then US 50 and 341 up in the hills past Silver City to Virginia City 

 

In downtown, street parking was scarce but a car pulled out right in front of us, and Bruce slid in as 

slick as that.  We walked around a bit and saw other VMG people doing the tourist thing as well. 


