A morning flight. Ah so nice.

The old engine comes to life on the first blade, I walk around and open the fuel valve, but in the cool morning air it stopped. Thought the open door I feel the air, smooth like silk, not a wave to be felt, no thermals, no crosswind, this morning it will be just me and the plane.

Again I prime and pull her trough, 4 or 5 blades, back to the cabin, mag’s back on, fuel off.
Left arm up on the blade and pull, O- yes, she purrs like a kitten.

The stillness is gently broken, as the engine runs slowly to warm up. With brakes on,  I un-tie the tail.

Into the seat and on with the seat belt.. 

The camera is ready; radio is on, frequency checked.

Power on and we taxi out a check on the wind sock wind, wish is hanging limp.

I can’t hear how I break the stillness over the roar of the engine during my short run up. .

Now we are ready to go. Plane is ready, I am ready.

No wind, throttle forward a bit as I am lining up with the runway, applying full power and after 100 ft  the wings are carrying me into the atmosphere of Gods good earth.
The sun is on the horizon and now it comes up faster, as I climb out.
 We are climbing to altitude in air what is so still I do not want to disturb it.

An easterly turnout takes me toward Niagara Falls

The sun is coming up behind the tall buildings, making them stand like black shadows against the bright sun. The mist from the falls is there forming it’s constant cloud. 
It is a cloud what never leaves, unlike the brothers in the sky. Yet it produces’ more “rain” then any other cloud I know, but just a short distance from the” Falls”.
Passing high above the city, we would not want wake anyone this early.

We are climbing upwards and soon we are at high over the Lake Erie shore line. 

Two ships are meeting each other in the south entrance to Welland Canal,
I wonder how close to each other they are. What is the skipper thinking of this morning?
The lake is like mirror of glass.  The ‘old’ man on the bridge would have no problem holding a course today, so the ships meet safely with just a short distance apart.
The city of Buffalo is now behind me, in a haze from sun and smog, 
Visibility west ward is 40 miles or better 
As we turn to the north, there is great city of Toronto. 
Across Lake Ontario, the city can be seen clearly in the morning air. 
CN tower stick up out of ground as to say: You flat and not so tall buildings down there! I am tallest in the world! 
Ok! I was at one time, but I am still tallest in North America!
The dome of the sky dome is closed, I guess they don’t want the morning dew to get in and wet the seats.

It seams to say to the tower: I am the biggest ‘bulge’ in town and I hold the most spectators of any place in Toronto.
In me, they can play games, rain or shine.

Now a slow de-sent as we pass over the Erie peat bog.
Down there is a new wine yard, the posts for the new skinny wines are casting there skinny shadows in the morning sun.

In the orchards around Font Hill, it is the fruit trees what are casting there long rounded shadows,
We passed  over many golf courses this grand morning, they stand out so well, with there groomed grass and road ways. 
No golfers as of yet, but some gofer, I dear bet.

As I approach my buddy’s house, it’s time for him to go to work, so I circle his house  in a de-sending turn,  guess he didn’t hear me as  he didn’t come out to wave at me. O well’ time head towards the air port.

I wish it was an airport with coffee shop, so close what one could taxi up to the window and order the coffee and maple walnut turnover.
O here is the airport! I try for a emergency approach from the down wind leg , but the cool morning air teaches a  me lesson, it produced a down drafts and I didn’t make the runway  without applying power, for a short and low final.

Landing is something I do not want to do, but like all terrific things, this flight has to come to an end.

After a morning like this one, all I wants is someone to share this happy experience with. 
How can you feel more alive when after flight, like this one, in the early morning hours, and see the sun rising out of the horizon for one more day.
I thank you, God, for this morning and planet he gave us to live on. It is just so beautiful.
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