


















July 14, 2023 

As requested, the following is my narrative of my flight of July 11, 2023, in Cirrus SR22 N151SR: 

 

To Whom It May Concern: 

 

On the evening of July 11, 2023, I departed airfield NE36 in daylight VFR conditions as the sole occupant 
of the aircraft, after checking weather and preflighting the aircraft.  The weather at NE36 at the time 
was clear and visibility unlimited.  I checked the weather on my phone prior to the flight and verified 
current conditions and radar.  I did not have a flight plan filed. 

My preflight reflected about 6 ½ quarts of oil in the engine, and approximately 30 gallons of fuel on 
board according to the gauges.  Visual inspection showed fuel in both tanks, under the tabs, consistent 
with the fuel gauges.  The anticipated time for the flight was about 35 minutes, and my typical fuel burn 
is just over 15 gallons per hour.  I noted no abnormalities regarding the aircraft on visual inspection.  The 
preflight runup of the engine revealed nothing unusual after all checks performed. 

No abnormalities were noted during takeoff or climb.  I climbed to approximately 1500 ft AGL and 
proceeded on course with the autopilot holding both altitude and heading enroute to KGRI, the home 
base of the aircraft.  While enroute, somewhere between approximately Broken Bow and Loup City, 
Nebraska, the engine missed briefly.   

I proceeded directly enroute through the flight and maintained a straight and level flight with the 
autopilot operational.  While enroute just north of Boelus, NE, the engine sputtered briefly and then 
stopped completely.  The propeller continued to rotate/windmill in the slipstream, and I immediately 
tried to restart.  My initial impression was that I had had an ignition issue, as the ignition had been 
recently serviced, so I cycled the ignition as soon as the engine first missed.  My recollection is the 
engine stopped just after I cycled off magneto #1 and did not restart when it was switched back on and 
magneto # 2 shut down briefly. 

While trying to restart the engine, I made a MAYDAY call to the KGRI tower on radio frequency 118.2.  
They did not respond.  I did not expect them to do so as I was aware the tower was closed at that hour.  
I have known of controllers who were still in the tower afterhours and answered the radio in the past 
and thought it worth a try.  Then I turned on the fuel boost pump, which is normally off during the 
enroute phase of flight.  I cycled the fuel tanks and the fuel gauge indicated I had more fuel in one tank, 
so I kept the fuel selector on the fuller tank.  The Garmin navigator #2 in the aircraft is set to alarm every 
30 min and flash a reminder to switch fuel tanks to keep the fuel burn relatively even in the tanks, and it 
is my standard protocol to switch tanks immediately when this alarm displays, then turn off the alarm 
only after switching tanks.  While attempting restart, I had turned off the autopilot and had trimmed the 
plane back to slow descent. 

I began to realize that I needed to focus on landing rather than engine restart.  There was a north/south 
gravel road not far in front of me, and the surrounding terrain was relatively hilly, so my initial thought 
was to try to turn the plane to the south and land on that road. 



As I descended further, I noted power lines on the east side of the road, trees on the west, and a rather 
large hump in the road just south of where I would likely set the plane down.  As such, this did not 
appear to be a good landing spot as I drew closer.  I turned my attention to a mowed alfalfa field on the 
west side of the road and aimed for landing in that field.  As I descended further, I did not believe that I 
would have the necessary altitude to glide to that field. 

I was relatively low in altitude for the parachute to deploy and function properly, so when I made the 
decision to pull the parachute, I did so immediately.  I remember hearing the rocket in the parachute go 
off with a deceleration and somewhat of an upward pitch in attitude of the aircraft. 

I believe I was knocked unconscious for an unknown time upon impact and remember waking up in the 
pilot’s seat and looking forward ahead of me to the broken windshield of the aircraft and surrounding 
corn.  I was concerned about fire.  I immediately turned off the fuel boost pump on the console, and 
looked for my cellphone, which I thought I had left sitting out on the copilot’s seat.  I did not see the 
phone, so I departed the aircraft through the pilot’s door.  I got out on the left wing of the plane, which 
was sitting on the ground as the landing gear had collapsed.  I still thought I needed the cell phone to try 
to call for help, so I got off the wing and walked around the nose of the plane (noting the broken 
propellor) to the copilot’s door.  I opened the copilot door and tried to sweep the seat and the 
floorboard with my hand to look for the cell phone.  Then I walked back around to the pilot’s door and 
reached into the floorboard of the pilot’s side, where I found my cell phone.   

I remember blood in the cockpit, running down my face and hands, and covering my phone.  I knew I 
was injured and needed to find help.   I could see a farmhouse approximately a quarter mile south, so I 
immediately left the scene of the crash and started walking toward that house through the cornfield.  I 
came to the edge of the cornfield, climbed over the fence, and was standing in the mowed alfalfa field 
where I had previously hoped to land. 

My cellphone did not immediately function, as my hands and its screen were bloody, and it did not 
recognize my fingerprints or commands.  I got it cleaned sufficiently to operate, called my wife in Grand 
Island, and asked her to call the emergency unit.  In short order I was picked up by the emergency crew 
and was taken to Grand Island Regional Medical Center for evaluation and subsequent surgery.  
According to my cell phone, I called my wife at 9:24pm that evening from near the crash site. 

These are the facts as I recall them at this time. 

Thank you. 

 

Tom Werner 




