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There was a bright full moon. The wind was calm. Jesse climbed to 10,000 feet. The highest peak was 7,800 feet, but it was fifty miles to the west. He was giving himself plenty of clearance. He would be in Cap Haitien in less than two hours. He had told the airport manager that he would spend the night and check out some of the coast the next day. 
He had cleared the mountains and picked up the directional beacon right when he had calculated he would. Jesse had crossed the mountainous region of Haiti and saw the lights of small towns in the island’s flat, coastal plains. He looked at his map and identified each of them. It was great to be flying again. 
He was about fifty miles from his destination when the RPMs dropped, and there was silence. The plane had no power.
He unlocked the throttle and primed it, hit the starter, and it cranked to full start. On his way back up to 10,000 feet, the throttle went slack in his hand, and the engine died. He tried another start sequence and no go. It was obvious he had no throttle. 
His altitude was 9,500 feet, and he did a quick calculation. He could glide for roughly eighteen miles. He pulled his safety belt tight and wished for the helmet Don kept in the Cat. He asked Jesus to spare him. Then things started happening fast. He pushed the mic on the yoke, speaking calmly but rapidly.
“Bravo Bravo Tango 401 Cessna 172.”
Air traffic control responded immediately. “Bravo Bravo Tango 401 Cessna 172.”
Jesse: “Bravo Bravo Tango 401 Cessna 172 May Day, May Day, declaring emergency.”
“Bravo Bravo Tango 401 Cessna 172 declaring emergency. Engine failure. Zero ten thousand. No restart. No throttle.” 
The supervisor heard the emergency declaration and walked to the air traffic controller, looking at the computer screen intently.
“Bravo Bravo Tango 401 Cessna 172. How many souls and pounds of fuel ?”
“One soul 260 pounds of fuel.”
“What are your intentions?”
“A sixteen-mile glide. Topo shows a thirty-nine-foot sea level, flat terrain, big moon, dead stick, will land.”
The air traffic controller paused and looked at her supervisor. “Bravo Bravo Tango 401 172, what are your intentions?”
“Fly the aircraft as far through the crash site as possible.”
She looked up to her supervisor. He took the mic.
“Fly the aircraft as far through the crash site as possible, roger that. Squawk, 227.72 when secure.”
Jesse repeated, “Squawk 227.72 when secure. Good night.”
“Good night, and God speed.”
###
The brilliant moonlight reflected off a long narrow strip. It was close. Jesse assumed it had to be a road. He made a very shallow turn and killed off some of the speed, then slowly and carefully circled down toward the brightly lit strip that looked to run for miles.
At three hundred feet Jesse turned on the landing lights, which distorted his vision. He turned them off and lined up on the road. He pushed in thirty degrees of flaps and flared the 172 for landing. Then the “road” turned into a stream. Jesse could see the water plainly as it swirled around large boulders.
“Not good! This is going to hurt!” 
He hit the right rudder and slipped the airplane to avoid the stream. He was committed now. There was no touch and go and no do-overs. 
“Don’t stall it,” he said to himself. 
The ground was hurtling toward him. He saw weeds but saw no earth beneath them. He felt his way down into the tall grass and heard them hitting the fuselage as his life flashed in front of him …


