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Ed i t o r s Co r n er : 
email: robertu16@verizon.net 
Editor Bob Utley  

LDRS24 will be held in Canada 
(http://142.179.222.23/main.html). Not that I 
have a problem with Canada but it creates 
problems for some of us. The biggest 
problem I see is not getting motors into 
Canada to fly at LDRS but getting them out 
in the event something happens to your 
rocket and you can t fly them. Since my 
track record is 2-1, I wonder about these 
things. 

 MDRA is considering a trek out to 
see Pat G. in Texas (http://www.potrocs.org) 
this summer to fly big motors in small 
rockets. As they say the Sky s the limit . 
MDRA is considering  another trip to the 
Northeast that wants to hold a big event this 
summer too.  They are called NERRF 
(NorthEast Regional Rocket Festival) the 
link is http://nerrf.com. Check out the page 
and see what you think. A trip out to Black 
Rock would be great and as you ll read in 
this edition, it s really  not expensive to do.  

MDRA will have summer launches 
and we are trying to see if we can expand 
them to the Delaware fields too.  Now that 
you know some of the things going on this 
coming summer, it s time to make plans and 
build rockets.  

MDRA web page now allows you to 
update your membership information on line. 
Also I know that Neil and Dave O. have 
spend most of their adult life working on the 
FAQ page so take a minute or two and look 
it over.  

Lastly I ve updated my computer 
and now the newsletter program actually 
works like it should, if only there was an 
update for me we d be all set.   

So on to the newsletter and seeing 
your name in print .  

  
Balls 13 
Road Trip!!!!!! 
September 9th to September 14th, 2004 
Neil McGilvray  

Balls! Where is it again? The Black 
Rock Desert? Where the hell is that? 
Nevada? That s almost in China, isn t. Not 
exactly, almost California but close. It was 
this type of conversation that occurred back 
in February of 2004. You have to remember, 
everything associated with rocketry takes 
forever. You better plan ahead. One 
conversation led to another and at one point 
both me and Bob Utley thought we would be 
flying rockets out in the vast high desert of 
Nevada. That could be become another 
story, but to make a long story short, we 
didn t fly any rockets at Balls 13. Not that it 
mattered to the organizers because you had 
to be a paid participant whether or not you 
flew. It has something to do with the Bureau 
of Land Management, (BLM), or they 
needed the money. 

The good news was that we would 
have something to do when we got out 
there. Darren Wright and Jeff Taylor had 
become part of Wedge Oldham s Black 
Brant II team. They were going to provide 
three 50,000ns P motors for the 107% scale 
monster that Wedge was building. Wedge 
had been watching the progress of the 
Liberty Project closely and over time we 
traded lots of information that was 
incorporated into both projects at one level 
or another. As Balls 13 got closer and with 
the launch of the Liberty Project behind us, 
all of the lessons learned could be applied to 
the Black Brant. Between mine, Darren and 
Jeff s involvement there was truly an East 
meets West big rocket relationship 
developing. This would serve as a primary 
reason for going out to the launch. We got to 
play with a big rocket and it wasn t ours. 
What s not to like? Wedge appreciated the 
help we got to see first hand how the West 
Coast Guys did it.  

There were bumps in the road prior 
to getting on the road. The date was 
changed and there were additional costs 
incurred with changing plane reservations. 
We had to make sure that our reservations 
at the world famous Bruno s Country Club 
was still good. Prior to going out to Bruno s 
here was no telling where we stood. Simply 
dealing with them over the phone was an 
experience in it self. But we were going to 
Nevada, so we rolled the dice. We were 
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going to a rocket launch 3,000 miles away, 
what could go wrong?   

 

We ve arrived. 
The road trip team was Bob Utley, 

Kathy Gilliand, Mike deBey and me, (Neil 
McGilvray). John Ritz had made separate 
arrangements and would meet us out there, 
as would Jeff and Darren. Earlier on 
Thursday morning we were at BWI, with our 
shoes in a plastic bin going through an X-
Ray machine. This must mean the 
adventure was beginning. After a thankfully 
un-eventful flight we were landing in Sin 
City , Las Vegas. Never having been there 
before, it is an amazing sight to see the rows 
of slot machines calling out as you 
disembark the plane. We had a one hour 
stop over so we tried our luck. Mike deBey 
was the big winner. He increased his 
investment by 500%. The quarter that he put 
in the machine paid a whopping $1.25. I 
don t think he merited a rating of Whale at 
the local casinos, but it was step in the right 
direction.  

Soon we were back on the plane 
and heading to Reno. They say any landing 
you can walk away from is a good one and 
any landing that they can re-use the plane 
again is a great one. We experienced two 
great landings at Las Vegas and Reno. Time 
to rent the mini van, load up on previsions 
like water, munchies and beer. Not 
necessarily in that order of priority. After 
leaving Reno we were on our way to the 
high desert town of Gerlach and the world 
famous Bruno s. The scenery was 
spectacular and even though the roads were 
wide open and there literally zero traffic we 
maintained the speed limit. There seemed to 
be a common theme on many of the 
websites that we looked at prior to leaving 
that said don t speed . It was good thing we 

put that recommendation to good use. As 
we were slowed to 25 MPH going through 
the Pyramid Lake Indian Reservation there 
were two Tribal Police shooting radar 
around a blind corner. After an hour or so of 
driving we arrived at our destination. We 
were there but we were still in the middle of 
no where.  

By the looks of the parking lot we 
must be early. There were very few cars and 
even less people. It was amazing that when 
we checked in the clerk / bar tender knew 
exactly what our rooms were without even 
asking. Bob and I looked at each other in 
wonder. It was much the same look as when 
a chute is actually deployed properly on one 
of my rockets. This first evening was spent 
getting acclimated and trying to make it look 
like we knew what we were doing and this 
wasn t our first time on the Playa. I am sure 
we had everyone impressed! The highlight 
of the evening was our time at the bar 
talking with none other than Bruno, himself. 
Bruno is a piece of work. He has been in 
Gerlach for 54 years running Bruno s . He 
is a tiny man, even by my standards, of 
Italian heritage and he still has a thick, 
almost indecipherable accent. The most 
entertaining part of the conversation was his 
description of the people that attended 
Burning Man the week before. (See me 
personally for more graphic detail)  


