Husky over dunes

Kunene River Mouth
OR BUST!

Dave Vanderspuy

It all started when | pgured | needed to go and see some new places. Fly uncharted territory. | needed to GET there, wherever that was.
One day itill be too late and itis no use bleating about it. | had misgivings at prst, thinking of the distances, the fuelling requirements,
and visiting remote places without any technical assistance.

Alternative Runway

So the planning began, and more planning and yet still more. At first the group consisted
of three airplanes and ten people. The mix changed all the time, finally topping off
with what | thought would be a bit unmanageable: Super Cubs flying with Centurions?
Bonanzas with tail draggers? What were the airstrips like? Propeller and spat eaters?
Sissy-wheel pounders? Where would we obtain fuel? Fuel bowsers? Drums? How to ship
it? How much? How to pump it? Guards? Alternatives? Weather routing.? Transfers?

Once we set up the dates to coincide with my eight-year old daughter’s school midterm
break, the machine moved ahead. The pilots gave me the fuel capacity, usage and speeds
for their planes. | number-crunched this to arrive at who would need what fuel and where.
| ordered the drums in lots of 200 litres only, of course, and gritted my teeth at the price.
Over to the accommodation planning and | managed to ‘shoe-horn’ everyone in.

“What a Trip! “The best Wildebeest Safari ever! “When can we do another? These were some
of the comments by our 23-strong, 10- airplane group on the recently completed Namibia trip.

Finally June 21st arrives. Everyone came from different home bases. Super Cub, Husky
and Kitfox from Nelspruit. Airvan from Harare. C185 from Stellenbosch. Husky from Ermelo.
B33 from Krugersdorp. C210 from Nylstroom. Turbo Arrow from Fly-inn. Another Husky from
Wonderboom. We route via Polokwane. Last in were Stefan and Lena, farmers from Ermelo.
They had forgotten that today was start day. In a panic, they packed, fuelled and left the farm.
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