
the flight wouldn't take more than 9 
hours. 

In a few minutes the European conti
nent disappeared under our wings 
leaving 1,000 nm of cold water in 
front of us. The weather forecast was 
for generally good conditions with 
light westerly winds. Light rain and 
icing was also a possibility . 

In just over 3 hours we were overfly
ing the Scottish Shetland Islands 
located 120 nm to the north-east. 
There, I could have 3 short runways 
as alternates. One hour and a half 
later saw us over the Faroes Island of 
Denmark. It offered only one very 
shortrunwayandfewradioaids. ln3 
more hours we would arrive at our 
destination. 

This partoftheworld is very busywith 
intense aerial traffic and good radar 
coverage from Denmark, England, 
Scotland, Ireland, and Iceland. VHF 
Radio coverage is perfect all the way. 
After some 8 hours flying time we 
transferred to Reykjavik Center for 
vectors to overfly the Icelandic conti
nent and begin descent. 

I soon entered a snowy and turbulent 
overcast which covered the canopy 
front with rime ice. In a few minutes 
the situation improved and I began to 
see the mountains that were the 
cause of the 8,000' MEA Shortly, I 
was cleared to traffic pattern altitude 
and began the ADF approach. The 
higher temperatures melted the 
airframe ice and we soon landed 
softly on the wet runway. Total flight 
time was 8:24 at an average speed of 
125 kts. That was a good and auspi
cious beginning for this all important 
route. 

A reasonable price of US $20 let me 
choose a closed hangar to better 
take care of ZAD in this cold rainy 
country. It rarely goes above 10°C at 
these high altitudes. The fuel cost 
was surprisingly low considering the 
distance from the rest of the world. 
The hotel bill made up for it all how
ever with $220 per night charge. The 
landing and handling fees were also 
quite expensive. 

A weather briefing was ordered and 
flight plan was filed for the next day's 
leg before ·1 set off ~he airport hotel. I 
tried to walk around a bit and film the 
city but quickly stopped as I couldn't 
endure their nice but cool and rainy 
summer night. 

The following rainy morning I de
parted at 6: 12 on what was to be
come one of the most difficult and 
trying legs of the entire trip. I would 
not see ground or water until Gander, 
Newfoundland. The only alternate 
was Narsarsuaq in Greenland, 250 
mile north of the intended route. 

The requested FL 120 put us right 
between two layers and the frequent 
rain made use of carb heat manda
tory. The busy route warranted good 
VHF contact until near Greenland. 

My original planwastoflyclosetothe 
70th parallel, overfly Iceland, land at 
Narsarsuaq, and then fly directly to 
OSH. This would save me four hours 
flying time and one day. The route 
specialist made me reconsider and 
stop at Reykjavik. In Greenland the 
weather can close all airports in 
minutes and keep them closed for 
days. The only approach procedure 
into Narsarsuak is an NDB in a curve 
between high iced mountains down a 
fjord and is performed by profession
als of long practice or crazy igno
rants. As I didn't fall into either of 
those categories I decided to pass 
further from these islands. The privi
lege of great range gave me this 
option. 

When nearly abeam Greenland the 
conditions deteriorated. The tem
perature dropped and the layers 
closed. Communications became 
more difficult on VHF and I couldn't 
obtain good reception on the HF 
which was also the case for the airlin
ers above. 

For some time I had looked suspi
ciously at the light covering of rime 
ice on the leading edges and the 
winglets. This bright white thin cover
ing appeared and disappeared alter
nately. This phenomenon was com
pletely unknown to me. Even on the 
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crossing of the cordillera of the An
des mountains in Chile in 1993 at 
-24°C for hours I did not see such 
icing. 

Soon this layer became thicker and 
did not melt any more. I observed my 
airspeed decrease but RPM stay the 
same:-·, It' was not: .carb Ice. ' The 
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airplane was strange and vibrating a 
little ,like an automobile on a.·bad 
route. · · I turned off the altitude en
coder,and wing leveier-and tried to 
command the nose down to Increase 
speed. It would not go down; Instead 
we began to despend nose high. The 
ailerons were.very sluggish while the 
rudders. acted ··normally. I r~n
gaged the wing leveler and called on 
121.SMhz, I received an Immediate 
replyfrorifan alrfinerwhom I asked to 
relay· my position to center and ·re
quest to free lower levels as I .was 
descending without command for 
unknown reason. 

In three minutes we were down to 
9,000' from 12,000' and in warmer air. 
The nose went down a bit and the 
airspeed went up. At 8,000' both 
altitude and air speed were almost 
normal and I then informed control
lers I would proceed atthis level to my 
destination. 

Incredible, but I had suffered a short 
time mental block. Until the commu
nication relay airliner's captain asked 
how the ice was I did not realize the 
truth. Ice ... I did not recognize I had 
been hit by structural icing and that 
had caused all the strange behaviors. 
I had been careful to use fuel anti-ice 
additive in Denmark and Iceland but 
had forgotten about structural ice. 

Later, at OSH, I was told by Mike 
Melvill that I had entered a mild deep 
stall because the ice caught under 
the wings brought the CG back far to 
the rear. When the ice melted, the CG 
returned to normal as did the flight 
characteristics. He said this phe
nomenon was quite common, fre
quent, and well known at the higher 
latitudes. Klaus told me the next time 
(which will not be that soon anyway!) 
I should carefully polish all the under
side of the wing and apply a Teflon 
spray to avoid ice adherence. 



I flew ahead at the lower altitude in 
scattered sunlight and heard a hor
rible noise accompanied by white 
lightning as if I had been hit by some
' ',ing! That is it, I thought, now I am 

mg hit by some electrical storm 
that will punch holes all over the 
wings. After several of these occur
rences and not seeing the airplane in 
flames I saw a white blur out of the 
corner of my left eye followed again 
by the noise. It was caused by blobs 
of ice detaching themselves from the 
canard and hitting the leading edges 
of the wings and propeller. 

I had passed the baptism of ice, for
tunately, over open sea and not in 
mountainous areas of the continents 
as is frequently the case. 

The remaining flight was uneventful 
and in a few more hours the North 
American continent finally appeared 
on the horizon. Weather had im
proved and I was able to see minus
cule icebergs through holes below. I 
was frustrated at not seeing the big 
ones near Greenland as I was I MC for 
11 :30 hours. The happy landing at 

1nder signaled the end of the fourth 
. ,tlantic crossing by ZAD and me in 
1995. 

I tried to obtain an IFR arrival slot to 
OSH for the next day from the FAA. I 
did not dare to enter the VFR arrival 
circus after a 12 hour non-stop flight. 
I was told I could not do that until I was 
in the United States. I called Jack 
Cox who switched me to Tom 
Poberezny's secretary, Shirley 
MacLinden. She got me an FAA 
clearance number, wished me a 
good trip and advised me that a 
special welcoming committee would 
be waiting for me in front of the tower. 
This is the typical and marvelous 
American efficiency. 

The following day I departed late at 
8:30, having spent too much time on 
airport formalities. Shortly after take 
off I was in the soup with constant 
torrential rain, turbulence, and low 

-rnperature. I would remain in it for 
.ree hours. Constant carb heat 

penalized the engine's performance 
but was effective. The 45 amp infared 
cabin heater was on constantly to 

keep me comfortable. 

It is well known t~at Quebec is franco
phile. I entered their control area and 
continued speaking English as previ
ous experience showed I had diffi
culty with their French pronuncia
tion. That was a complete disaster! 
We did not understand each other. 
Then I told them I spoke fluent 
French. They went apoplectic! -
"What? ..... So you speak French and 
you dare to express yourself in Eng
lish! Do you ignore that you are 
overflying a French speaking coun
try? - - - What a chide man!" From 
then on it was OK. 

The beautiful landscape let me forget 
this little incident. Eastern Canada is 
full of rivers and lakes and small 
towns. It was too good to last as I had 
perfectweatherand tail winds overall 
Quebec to the Ontario border. 

CB's appeared all over the place 
blocking my route. The Great Lakes 
were releasing enormous quantities 
of water into the atmosphere. Lower 
and almost in the middle of Lake 
Michigan trying to avoid CBs, Chi
cago Center advised me that all 
Wisconsin was socked in underthun
derstorms and that OSH and my al
ternates were about to close. 

Center got what they called the most 
intelligent reply of the day when they 
requested my intentions and I asked 
for the nearest place to land. They 
cleared me into Muskegon, Ml on the 
east side of Lake Michigan. I landed 
there uneventfully and quite relieved. 

Atter tying down ue1t somethingwas • 
missing. Suddenly It occurred to me. 
- - - Customs- - -1 had just entered the 
~erlcan ,,t~rrltory without submit
ting my~ to.the very strict proce
dures of the Customs Department. 
That is It, I thought. I am -now a 
criminal... .. I just landed almost clan
destinely' in an airplane that bears a 
South American identity In the United 
States of America. My God!, and now 
what??? '· 

The local FBO suggested I call the 
nearest international airport customs 
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office at Grand Rapids. In a very 
shocked voice I told the agent what 
happened and apologized for land
ing at an airport other than the 
planned one. 

She then asked a lot of questions: Mr. 
Debert, you are arriving from Can
ada, is that correct? And before that 
you were coming from Europe? ... 
And flying a small airplane that you 
built yourself? .... And you are Brazil
ian? ... Ha, and you are also a French 
citizen? ... And your airplane is regis
tered in Brazil?... I am finished I 
thought. The woman will certainly 
think me crazy and send the police 
after me. What do I do? 

"Mr Deberdt, welcome to America ... 
You wentthrough an emergency and 
we understand that. There are no 
problems and consider yourself 
admitted officially in the United 
States. Presentyourselftomorrowto 
my colleagues at OSH who will be 
informed of your arrival." 

I couldn't believe it! I had made 
customs into the US by telephone. 
I'd better keep quiet because nobody 
will believe it. 

Relieved to be on the ground safe 
and legally, I was still disheartened 
that I had blown off a precious record 
attempt. Gander to Oshkosh had 
much more significance than Gander 
to Muskegon, begging the pardon of 
the inhabitants of this charming city. 

The next morning, amid many other 
OSH bound pilots who had been 
forced to land at Muskegon, I tried to 
file IFR toOSH. I discovered Shirley's 
clearance number from the day be
fore had expired. I called my efficient 
friend again and got a new number. I 
departed IFR direct OSH via V510 
under the suspicious and amazed 
eyes of my fellow pilots. 

After a half hour of enjoyable flight 
over scattered stratus I was cleared 
fordescentto runway 27 and to await 
further instructions. Hundreds of 
airplanes were driving the controllers 
crazy and as a result they forgot me. 
I finally got their attention and was 
cleared to descend and interceptthe 

... ~ 



glide slope. It was too late so I asked 
for a go around. They simply 
switched me off to the tower fre
quency wishing me a good landing. 

There was the pandemonium! I was 
now in a swarm of all kinds of flying 
machines, all of them as lost as I was. 
When I finally got through the unbe
lievable maze of communication I 
reported north bound over the Indian 
head water tower. They told me to 
rock my wings, turn right and 
squeeze into a file similar to that 
formed at a city's exit the day before 
a prolonged weekend. Man ... . That 
was something! I followed on the tail 
of a Bonanza that was on the tail of a 
Glasair and on mine was a Skylane. 

I was barely stopped, with the brake 
discs probably incandescent, when 
the wing tips were caught by a pair of 
volunteers and I was simply thrown 
away into the grass. After vectoring, 
more complicated than that in the air, 
I finally arrived in front of the main 
gate. The welcoming committee, 
headed by a nice girl with a Brazilian 
flag, was waiting. 

Fortunately I have a strong heart. All 
the people were applauding. I recog
nized the Japanese TV crew who 
filmed my Sao Paulo departure and 
was there to film the triumphal arrival 
ofZAD. 
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Andre Debert, veiy long 
distance EZ builder/pilot 

"Welcome to Oshkosh", 
said the committee's leader and all helped to push the airplane to the VIP place 
where it would remain for the duration of the event. 

ZAD in V1P parking at OSH 95 

ZAD checking out for departure from 
Strasbourg to Lellystadt, Holland 

Andre's view landing at Reykjavik, Iceland 
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