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Saguache and Freezing Fog February 4, 2018 

I mentioned in a previous article that the airstrip at Saguache, Colorado (K0V4) is a fun place to 

fly into and walk to town for a meal.  Thus inspired, my friend Hutch and I decided to drop in on 

Sunday for breakfast.  A weather check Sunday morning showed a glorious forecast for all of 

Colorado, with sunny skies, light winds, and moderate temperatures.  It looked to be a good day 

for mountain flying. 

The flight from Fremont (K1V6) to Saguache went off without a hitch.  We encountered a 

headwind and some bumps climbing over Hayden Pass, but things settled down in the San Luis 

Valley with calm winds at Saguache.  We enjoyed a hearty breakfast at the Saguache 4th Street 

Diner & Bakery and walked back to the airplane. 

The wind had picked up to about 8 knots right down the runway.  It was pretty much perfect.  

We headed south and circled the Great Sand Dunes before transiting Medano Pass enroute home. 

The first hint that all was not well was Hutch showing me a text message just received from his 

wife with the question “How are you going to land in this?” and a picture of thick fog taken from 

their window.  She followed up to inform us the temperature in Penrose had dropped to 20F.  As 

we approached the Wet Mountains, we discerned the low clouds piled up against their eastern 

flanks.  The clouds stretched north, south, and east as far as we could see.  In the four hours since 

departing Fremont a layer of cold, moist air had pushed in from the east, generating an inversion 

complete with freezing fog.  This relatively rare event was not in the forecast! 

We cruised the spine of the Wet’s, ascertaining there were no holes that might let us slip into our 

home airport.  I then headed back towards Westcliffe.  My immediate options were the 

Silverwest airport or a friend’s ranch with a gravel strip.  I dropped in at the ranch and my friend 

graciously made space in their hanger for the T-41B and loaned us a pickup for the 45 mile drive 

home. 

Things are not looking good east of the Wet Mountains. 
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We drove through the Wet Mountains at Hardscrabble Pass, dropping from a beautiful, sunny 

58F day at 8,000ft to 20F and solid fog at 6000ft.  We watched ice accrue on the truck and kept 

the defroster at full blast as we continued into Florence.  It was a strong reminder that the best of 

forecasts are not always right and that it is good to have friends that can turn an inconvenience 

into an adventure. 

Picture courtesy of Hutch’s cell phone. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Contrast conditions in the Wet Mountain Valley with Fremont County Airport after our one hour drive home. 


