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AIR & SPACE We All Fly Reader’s Stories

Fun for the whole family: In October 2020, airshow star John Mohr lent his famous Stearman to his son Ryan, who treated his son Haak
and wife Tory to Haak’s first airplane ride, taking off from New Richmond airfield in Wisconsin. (Leonardo Correa Luna)

Happy Times in The Air
We noticed as we read these wonderful stories, sent to us by the readers of Air & Space,
that they are filled with longing. As you read them, you’ll notice these common themes:
“All too soon, the flight was over” and “All good things must end, and so did our flight”
and “I’ll always remember…” and “I’ll never forget.” There are certainly a few experiences included that the writers wish had not happened, but the majority of these stories
recount happy times in the air. Reading them made us happy, and we hope you enjoy
them as much as we did.
Happy reading. Happy flying.
—The editors
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During Exercise Amalgham Chief in 1987, an F-106B
Delta Dart of the 177th Fighter Interceptor Group
streaks toward its simulated target. (USAF/SSGT
DAVID MCLEOD)

3

Hang glider pilots often capture their flights with
GoPro cameras mounted wingtips (as Paul Voight did
in 2009 for a flight over Yosemite Valley, California).
(PAUL VOIGHT/US DEPT OF INTERIOR)

Fast Movers

Happy Birthday

DEAN BRAYTON, GOLD CANYON, AZ

MARK EVANOFF, KALISPELL, MT

From July 1968 until October 1969, I was a Staff
Sergeant and Non-Commissioned Officer In
Charge of Officer Records, 343rd Combat Support
Squadron in Duluth, Minnesota. Each time a new
pilot was assigned to the 87th FIS, they were
required to visit my office for a records review.
After the review, I always respectfully asked if they
ever needed someone for the back seat of one of
their jets to please call me!
One day the call came: a backseat ride in a T-33
that Captain Larry Livingston was flying into
Canada and back. We became a target, picked up
by NORAD and the SAGE computer network
facility at Duluth, and chased down by two F-106
Delta Darts.
When we first saw the F-106s they were dots
in the distance, and with a blink of the eyes, one
flew over the T-33 and one flew under. One flew
just off our wing for a long time before leaving
us. And after we made a sharp, banked U turn
over Lake Superior, we were back on the ground.
I continued to ask for a ride in the F-106B, but
transferred to a Special Assignment Program in
London, England before it happened.
The T-33 ride was a thrill I remember vividly
50 years later.

In 1981, on the occasion of my 25th birthday, I flew
an early design hang glider off the 3,200-foot cliff
in Yosemite known as Glacier Point. Several days
before the flight, I brought along my future wife
to inspect the launch site, effectively a granite slab
plunging toward the valley below. We looked at
each other, and our expressions echoed our mutual
conclusion…I was about to die! Typically my flights
were initiated from gentle hillsides and sloping
terrain, not a precipice of such consequence.
The Yosemite morning air was still as I gingerly
carried my aluminum and fabric glider across
the granite escarpment. As per site protocol, the
launch manager confirmed my harness attachments
and sized up my mental resolve. The assembled
bystanders grew solemn. When I exclaimed “Well
thrillseekers… let’s do this!” a few laughs and nervous chuckles could be heard. As counterintuitive
as it was, I ran head first downhill to ensure a successful take off in the thin 7,200-foot-elevation air.
The earth fell away yielding the awesome sights
of Yosemite Valley. From a vantage that relatively
few have enjoyed, I circled over the Ahwahnee
Hotel, and hooted at rock climbers on El Capitan
suspended in their hammocks. After remaining
aloft for shorter than I’d hoped, I landed in an
idyllic meadow to the warmest of welcomes.
With a glass of champagne in hand (you’re only
25 once!) I pondered how life could possibly get
any better than this.
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The AA-1 American Yankee was originally designed by Jim Bede as the kit-built model BD-1, with folding wings for
moving and storage, and its prototype flew on July 11, 1963. Bede decided to offer it as a completed aircraft but
split with his business partners, who renamed it American Yankee. (GRUMMAN OWNERS & PILOTS ASSN)

Honeymoon Special
GARY L. PEPPERS, CAPE CORAL, FL

I sold my Jaguar roadster to buy my first airplane,
an AA-1 American Yankee, when I went to work
flying helicopters offshore in 1976 out of Lafayette,
Louisiana. Best trade I ever made. The Yankee is
a two place, side-by-side speedster with a sliding
canopy that’s much faster than the Cessnas and
Pipers I trained in. I found it in an ad in Trade-aPlane—a 1969 model located in Poteau, Oklahoma,
fresh out of the paint shop, for $5,995. Its 108-hp
Lycoming engine gives it a cruise speed of 130 mph,
and a reputation as being a “hot” ride, unforgiving
of pilots who didn’t respect its quirky character,
especially on landing. So I asked Wayne, the agent
selling it, to go up with me for a familiarization
flight before I took it home to Louisiana. He readily
agreed, climbed into the right seat and handed me
the checklist as I slid into the left. I felt relieved to
have an experienced instructor aboard.
We took off and did some stalls and falls, steep
turns, slow flight, then came back to the airport for
three landing cycles. I thought I did okay because
Wayne never said a word.
After the final landing, we taxied back to the ramp
and shut down. When I asked Wayne if he would
sign off the checkout in my logbook, he said, “Oh,
I’m not an instructor. I’m not even a pilot. I just
paint the things.” So I learned to fly the Yankee that
afternoon on my way home to Lafayette.
I flew that Yankee all over the South and successfully employed it to take young ladies for a dinner
date to the Holiday Inn in Jennings, which had its
own grass airstrip and aircraft parking ramp, in
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addition to a first-class restaurant. One day an old
girlfriend working in Effingham, Illinois called
from out of the blue. The Yankee made my weekly
pilgrimages from Louisiana to Illinois quick and
affordable. We were married six months later in
Fort Smith, Arkansas.
We took off for our honeymoon in the Yankee,
which my siblings had discovered parked at the
airport and decorated in suitably colorful and ribald art. Fortunately, it was dark when we landed
at Hot Springs. But when I called the tower for
takeoff clearance on a bright morning five days
later, the controller announced, “Honeymoon
Special, cleared for takeoff.”
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A Cessna 150 taxis at Airfield Speyer Ludwigshafen,
Germany, on June 2, 2016. (LUTZ BLOHM)
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After You

Hold Your Hercules

PETE PLANTE, HEATH, OH

JOHN ZITNICK, COUPEVILLE, WA

On June 29, 1970, I was a student pilot with a
total of 12 hours around Whiteman Airpark in
Pacoima, California long before it became a controlled airport.
My certified flight instructor Dan Brennan had
drilled in my head in the past: If necessary, don’t
argue. Avoid!
On this day, Dan said, “You are ready, you are
on your own, do me proud!”
I taxied on to runway 12 and made a happy
takeoff, went around the patch... until I was on a
short final, full flaps, and looked up to see another
aircraft taxing straight at me! At that, I remember
those words out of my instructor’s mouth:
Don’t argue. Avoid!
Full power, took off, one notch of flaps, banked
right over San Fernando Road, and went around
again, landed, parked the C-150, and noticed my
instructor had the guy that was taxing the other
aircraft by the shirt collar!

In 1971, I was an Air Force sergeant stationed at
March Air Force Base in Riverside, California. I
had always had an interest in airplanes and flying. I joined the base flying club to get my pilot’s
license. I had a few hours and had made my solo
flight. On this particular day, I was out doing a
short cross-country in a Cessna 150. I returned
to the base and was put in a holding pattern over
the base golf course. At that time March was the
home of the 22nd Bomb wing, which meant we
had a wing of B-52s and KC-135s. We also would
routinely get other aircraft doing touch-and-go
landings. The pattern that day was rather busy. I
had seen two F-102s and a KC-135 in the pattern.
On about my fifth orbit of the golf course, I got
a call from March tower, “We have a C-130 five
miles out. Can you get your aircraft on the ground
now?” Of course I replied “yes” and proceeded on
a short downwind to land as soon as possible. As
soon as I was on the ground the tower called again,
telling me to take the next turnoff. I was about 50
yards off the runway when I heard the C-130 come
barreling down the runway behind me.
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After completing its bombing mission on October 30,
1972 a B-52D floats in to land at U-Tapao Air Base,
Thailand. (USAF)
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A United Airlines DC-6B taxis at Oakland, California
airport on July 19, 2008. (BILL LARKINS)

A Fortunately Brief Nap

Ode to a DC-6

RONALD DEADY, POST FALLS, ID

TOM SALES, SOMERSET, NJ

A typical sortie out of U-Tapao Air Base, Thailand,
15 July 1969. I lead a three-ship formation of
B-52s. Mission: Bomb North Vietnam. All is very
normal, takeoff, join-up, and start our climb to
37,000 feet. Climb checklist complete at about
8,000 feet, then a strange voice starts saying,
“Lead, where you goin’?” I’m aware that I was
waking up, the aircraft is in a 50-degree left turn,
and the nose is at 40-degrees down. We’re about
3,000 feet above tall mountains.
There is a checklist item called “pressurization
switch ON!” [After] take-off at 2 a.m., tired, I fail
to monitor the copilot’s actions—which is my fault.
Luckily, I wake up after having no sensations of
hypoxia, and we all live the rest of our lives.
We rejoined [formation], regained altitude, and
jumped back in front of the cell and went on to
drop our bombs. Unlike other kinds of events in
life, it was paramount that I write it up and discuss
it with others—the credo of pilots. You make sure
that others don’t ever make the same mistake. Yeah,
it’s embarrassing, but you do everything you can
do to try to be professional so no crew ever ends
up in a smoking hole in Cambodia.

In late June, 1966, I boarded a United Airlines
flight from Newark, New Jersey, on an evening
flight to visit my brother in Greensboro, North
Carolina. The aircraft was a Douglas DC-6B.
Its four massive Pratt & Whitney engines made
an amazing racket as it taxied up to the gate. In
those days, you walked out onto the tarmac and
up a flight of portable stairs to board the airplane,
which also gave you an impressive, close up view
of its mighty engines and propellers.
Now, a DC-6B could hold over 60 passengers,
but on the night that I flew there were just four of
us: myself, two businessmen, and a soldier on leave.
Yet, there were two stewardesses, who told us we
were free to sit anyplace we chose! Imagine that!
The interior of the plane reminded me of a bus,
as much as anything else, given its seat layout and
capacity, but with more comfortable seats.
We took off just after sunset and I, having chosen a seat behind the right wing, had an excellent
view of a second sunset, as we ascended to something below 20,000 feet, for the short hop south to
Greensboro. For the first 30 minutes I was glued
to the window, watching cities gradually light up
beneath me, and cars with their headlight beams
shining onto the road in front of them. There is
a definite charm to viewing the world from propeller-plane heights! I was entranced by the sight.
It was the most pleasant flight I’ve ever taken, on
an aircraft that was a relic even when I boarded it!
Plus, I had the plane almost all to myself! I cannot
imagine such a thing happening today, or ever
again. Mostly, I feel privileged to have flown on
a Douglas DC-6B at all!
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A 1942 U.S. Navy N3N-3 thrills riders on the morning
before Wings Over Dallas WWII Airshow on October
27, 2019. (ALAN WILSON)
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The 1944 North American B-25J bomber Miss
Mitchell, flown by the Commemorative Air Force,
banks over the Midland-Odessa International Air and
Space Port, Texas on October 9, 2011.

To Phoenix with Pleasure

False Alarm in a B-25

DICK LUDDERS, HENNIKER, NH

WILLIAM VIETINGHOFF, THOUSAND OAKS, CA

As airport consultants, my friend Steve and I
were in San Francisco for a series of meetings
when Steve, a certified flight instructor with
lots of time logged in biplane taildraggers, got a
call from a friend back in our home state of New
Hampshire who was buying an N3N, the Navy’s
primary trainer during World War II. The airplane was in the Bay area and could Steve fly it
to Phoenix where a second pilot would ferry it
to New Hampshire? It took us about 10 seconds
to check our schedules and say “YES!” to such a
once-in-a-lifetime flying adventure.
With Steve flying in the aft cockpit and me
navigating with a paper sectional chart in the
front, with no radio, and only an hour’s worth of
fuel range with reserves, we headed south from
the Bay area to get to where the mountains were
low enough for us to turn east for Phoenix. What
an experience! Hopping from airport to airport,
usually only 1,500 feet above the ground, unconnected to any others, we experienced two days of
pure flight!

In 1947, after completing the Navy Electronics
School training in Washington, D. C., I used the
opportunity afforded servicemen to hitch rides
on military aircraft. I wanted to visit my parents
in Arizona.
At the nearest air base, I signed the manifest
indicating I wanted a ride heading southwest. An
hour passed. Then an airman called my name and
told me an airplane was heading in that general
direction. I took the offer, praying that there would
be another flight at that destination that would
get me close to Tucson. The airman handed me
a parachute.
The aircraft on the runway was a B-25 Mitchell
bomber. Two soldiers and I climbed aboard and
were seated in a small compartment behind the
cockpit. The pilot lifted a flat plate on the deck.
He said, “If we have to ditch, raise this, and jump
here.” That was somewhat unsettling. He pointed
to a telephone on the fuselage. He said, “If I have
a problem, I’ll ring that phone.”
We took off. About 45 minutes later, the telephone rang. My heart almost jumped out of my
chest. One of the soldiers stood and grabbed the
handset. He listened, nodding.
“What was that about?” the other soldier yelled
above the deafening engine noise. I began looking
for the strap arrangement on my parachute.
As he hung up the phone, the soldier shouted,
“The pilot said not to smoke. He’s going to transfer fuel.”
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A U.S. Air Force SR-71A approaches the fueling
drogue of a KC-135Q Stratotanker in 1989. (USAF/
TSGT MICHAEL HAGGERTY)

Tanker, Take Your Time

Help for Puerto Rico

HARRY B. PITTMAN, COLLIERVILLE, TN

JOEL LUDWIGSON, INVER GROVE HEIGHTS,
MINNESOTA

I was the aircraft commander on a KC-135Q tanker
aircraft and was qualified for refueling the SR-71,
the Mach 3+ reconnissance aircraft. The SR-71
was the fastest aircraft in the U. S. Air Force. We
were scheduled to offload about 70,000 pounds
of fuel on an air-refueling track and the refueling
normally took about 18 minutes. The KC-135Q
and SR-71 mated at 320 knots (indicated air speed)
and as the fuel was off-loaded, we would let the
tanker accelerate to a speed of 355 knots. At that
point, the SR-71 was near to the “backside of
the power curve.” Under normal conditions, the
SR-71 would be “blown off” the end of the boom
(or pressure disconnected) at the end of the air
refueling with full tanks. This time, the SR-71 was
not as close to full tank as he should have been, so
he asked us to slow down so he would reach the
end of the tracks with full tanks.
That was the first and only time I was asked to
slow down for the fastest USAF aircraft!
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In October 2017, I was flying a Falcon 10 for a part
135 company. We were in Fort Lauderdale, and
we had airline tickets home for the next day. We
had been gone for 10 days and were very much
looking forward to the trip home and sleeping in
our own beds.
I was watching television late, when the phone
rang. The captain told me that we had an early
morning trip and to meet in the lobby at 3:00 a.m.
Just three weeks earlier Hurricane Maria had
devastated Puerto Rico. The trip was to bring a
plane load of “stuff ” down to Puerto Rico and pick
up a family of five and fly them to Orlando where
the daughter could receive some medical attention
that wasn’t available in Puerto Rico that soon after
the hurricane. We arrived at the airport and loaded
everything we could fit into the airplane—canned
goods, medical supplies, diapers, paper towels. You
name it, they needed it.
The trip down was uneventful. We watched the
beautiful sunrise from FL 360 over the Caribbean
Sea. When we landed, we were met by two people
who were very happy for the supplies we brought
with us. The airport was a mess. They had cleaned
up everything they could, including removing
destroyed hangars where there was just the slab left.
We loaded our passengers into the airplane,
including a stroller seat-belted into the remaining seat and delivered them to Orlando. We then
rebooked our flight and flew home for a long
needed rest from being on the road for 11 days.
But it felt great to have made even a small contribution to Puerto Rico’s recovery.
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A U.S. Navy Consolidated PBY Catalina flies a patrol
in the Pacific in 1942. (US NAVY)
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A USAF T-38 Talon of the 560th Flying Training
Squadron flies maneuvers in formation over
Randolph Air Force Base, Texas on November 13,
2001. (USAF/SSGT JEFFREY ALLEN)

Catalina to Palmyra

White Rocket

RODGER EWY, BOULDER, CO

DAVID R. HAULMAN, RIDGELAND, MS

When I was doing scientific photography with
the National Center for Atmospheric Research
(NCAR) in Boulder, I had the opportunity during
the International Geophysical Year (1957) to go
to the Pacific Ocean atoll of Palmyra, 1,000 miles
south of Hawaii.
Our IGY task was to make surface and aerial
panoramas and even early all-Earth satellite
images of the atmosphere centered on this equatorial location.
My transportation out of Oahu to the unoccupied Palmyra had been arranged with a pilot, his
wife, and his airplane, a venerable Catalina PBY
flying boat!
We lifted off from Oahu and cruised south on
a lovely day. I had a great view out of the familiar
gun “blisters” on the sides of the PBY hull.
Hours later, somewhat beyond our estimated
time of arrival, I went forward to the cockpit. The
pilot said he wasn’t getting as strong a radio signal
as he would like—it turns out he was island-finding
solely by means of his radio reception! Palmyra is
one of the Line Islands, one of the longest island
chains in the world. We were criss-crossing the
chain of islands, only gradually homing in on
Palmyra Atoll!
We finally found it and came down on Palmyra’s
World War II runway, happy to make landfall
before the night fell! This was my only flying
boat flight, ever.

Advanced pilot training in the U.S. Air Force (in
the 70s) required proficiency in the supersonic
T-38, which once held the world’s time-to-climb
record (30,000 ft/min), had a roll rate of two revolutions (720 degrees) per second, and was flown by
both the Thunderbirds and the NASA astronauts.
On my third solo flight in the “White Rocket,”
I flew to a remote block of assigned airspace farthest from the base to practice aileron rolls, barrel
rolls, chandelles, loops, Immelmann turns, spilt-Ss,
cloverleafs, and Cuban 8s. We had to demonstrate
proficiency in each. What an absolute thrill! To
me, there’s nothing quite as exciting as solo aerobatics in a supersonic aircraft!
I felt a pang of apprehension when I tried, unsuccessfully, to contact Air Traffic Control for my
return—complete radio failure. Procedures were
to signal the appropriate IFF code and navigate
back to Craig Air Force Base primarily using my
eyeballs. Finding my way home, and squeezing
into the pattern among lots of other jets—many
occupied by young solo students like myself—
wasn’t easy, but soon I was rocking my wings on
final, prior to an uneventful landing. I felt proud.
I had performed exactly as I was trained. Instead of
praise, I got what amounted to an interrogation.
So much for the hero. Four months later, I earned
my silver wings.
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A paratrooper leaps from a UH-1 Huey helicopter
over Fort Bragg, North Carolina on December 18,
2020. (US ARMY XVIII AIRBORNE CORPS)
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A hang glider bobs over the West Branch of the
Susquehanna River in Hyner View State Park in
Clinton County, Pennsylvania in August 2008.
(BEN STANFIELD)

Huey Jump

Clouds Above and Below

DAVID R SAUNDERS, KODIAK, AK

ANGELO MANTAS, SKOKIE, IL

Helmets don’t float like balloons. Not unusual to
see one or two fall free from a stick of jumpers;
the slipstream from a C-130 or -141 tear more
than your lid off. But not so with choppers. “Goin’
Hollywood,” we’d call it. Six of us—sans gear—
chuted-up and seated in the open doors of the Huey,
boots on the skids. Panoramic ascent to 1,000 feet,
a rap on the helmet from the jumpmaster, pushoff with your hands, launch with your legs, and a
pleasant plummet through tranquil skies. And no
dodging steel hailstones.

It was a beautiful Florida spring day, mid 70s, blue
skies with nice popcorn cumulus everywhere.
A Dragonfly ultralight pulled me and my hang
glider up to around 2,000 feet. Releasing from
tow, I found some light, but steady thermal lift. I
easily climbed up to 4,000 feet or so in the mellow air. Cruising around the area, the thermals
were closely spaced, so I found myself staying up
without much work at all.
Since the flying was effortless, it was easy to
look around and do some sightseeing. And what
a sight! Florida is flat, but besides the farms,
orchards, swamps, and forests, there are lakes
and ponds. Lots of them, scattered all over. On
this particular day, there was no wind at all. The
water, which would usually have some ripples or
chop to it, was perfectly smooth, which turned
the ponds and lakes into giant mirrors. All of the
clouds were perfectly reflected in them. Instead of
water, it looked like another sky you could view
through these holes in the ground.
After enjoying this for a couple hours, I decided
to land. I thought I would just forget about finding thermals, and boat around, digging the view
while descending. Maybe fifteen minutes later, I
didn’t feel any lower, so I checked my altimeter. I
had gained 300 feet! I was going up without even
trying! Eventually I started coming down. On
approach, the wind was light, but I had a perfect,
no-step landing. A great day.
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Unflappable Gooneys nest alongside the runway
of Midway Island in December 1942, during the
approach of a Consolidated B-24 of the U.S. 7th Air
Force. (NATIONAL ARCHIVES)
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Gooney Bird Attack

Spin Doctor

GLENN ICKLER, HOPEDALE, MD

EUGENE C. “GENE” MCCALL JR., GREENVILLE, SC

On May 21, 1959, I was the combat information
center officer of a 22-man Navy Airborne Early
Warning flight crew. We flew an oblong track
from Midway Island to the Aleutians and back—15
hours—as part of a radar barrier to detect longrange bombers.
Midway was the home of thousands of Laysan
albatrosses, Canada-goose-size fowl known as
Gooney birds because of their comical actions on
the ground. Their actions above ground were not
so comical. They’d soar near the end of the take-off
runway, and striking one could cause substantial
damage to a wing or an engine.
Our aircraft, the WV-2, was a Lockheed
Constellation, which had three vertical stabilizers.
The military added a tall height-finder radar on
top and a circular search radar below.
On take-off, we heard a loud bang from atop the
cabin. The navigator looked through his periscope
amid ship and saw feathers on the upper radome.
The chief technician stood on the back of a seat,
opened the overhead hatch and stuck his head
and shoulders into the upper radome, checking
for interior damage. He reported that there were
Gooney bird feathers and bones inside it and came
down. Seconds after he fastened the hatch, the
airplane shuddered and we heard another bang.
The navigator again looked through his periscope. He reported that the radome was gone,
and so was the middle vertical stabilizer. The
chief technician’s face turned white and he had
to sit down as we turned around and headed back
to Midway.

My father was a flight engineer on a four-engine
seaplane that flew critical cargo throughout the
Pacific in World War II. He returned home to
take over the dairy farm from his father. He arose
early and worked late to milk cows twice a day; I
had to help some weekdays and every weekend.
My father encouraged me to study hard, learn
to fly, and not become a dairy farmer. My first
instructor was the fixed base operator at the grassstrip airport in Bennettsville, South Carolina. He’d
instructed French pilots in World War II.
Mr. Boone’s introduction to flying was a weedout experience rather than a pleasant first flight.
I was sixteen when we took off in his Cessna 150
and began gaining altitude.
He pushed in full power and pulled back on the
yoke until it seemed we were pointing straight
up. Then, we snapped over and were headed
downward and spinning. I was wide-eyed as he
talked me through recovery. We leveled out, and
he discussed what causes spins. He applied power
and we headed up again to near-vertical. The first
spin was a shock, but I was pretty terrified this time,
knowing what was coming. The plane stalled, he
kicked the rudder, and we were headed straight
down again in a spin. He had me follow him on
the controls and we recovered smoothly.
We both smiled as we continued straight and
level; I’d apparently passed my first test. He said
we’d do it again next flight. It was an awe-inspiring
and indelible first lesson.
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On August 30, 2008 at the Travis Air Force Base California Air Expo, the last flying C-133A Cargomaster touched
down to spend its retirement as a static display. (USAF/KRISTEN ROHRER)

Unloading Is the Easy Part
GREG ERICKSON, DALLAS, OR

In 1967 another Marine sergeant, Harvey, and I
were assigned as couriers for a load of Avionics
Maintenance vans being transferred from Marine
Corps Air Station Cherry Point to Chu Lai Republic
of Vietnam. An Air Force C-133—known as “the
crate a C-130 comes in”—was flown down from
Dover Air Force Base. Took most of the day to
load all the gear, but finally in the afternoon we
were ready to go. The C-133 had a small crew
rest cabin behind the cockpit. We took our seats
along with an Air Force colonel who was flying
as an observer.
After taxing out, we start down the runway but
something did not seem right. Sergeant Harvey
looks out the window and then at the colonel
and then out the window again and then looks
at the colonel and says, “Sir, what are we trying
to do?” The Colonel looks at him with a look of
amazement and says, “We are taking off.” Sergeant
Harvey looks out the window again, looks back at
the Colonel and says with a deadpan monotone,
“Not going to make it.” Just about then we hear
from the cockpit, “Abort, abort!” and all hell breaks
loose. Loud bangs and smoke fill the cabin. We
finally come to a halt and before I even got my seat
belt undone, three of the crew had passed me. We
got outside and smoke is billowing out from the
main landing gear. At that point, I remember I had
signed for several million dollars’ worth of avionics
equipment, and it was about to go up in flames.
Luckily the crash crew got there very quickly
and saved the plane and the gear. But the bird was
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not going anywhere soon. So a crew came out to
unload, and Sergeant Harvey and I went to the
NCO club to celebrate one more night in the states
and our good luck to have survived the day. As a
footnote, another C-133 was flown down the next
day and off we went. It was supposed to take four
days to get to Chu Lai. It ended up taking 11 days
and a grand tour of a lot of Pacific Air Force bases.
When we landed at Chu Lai, the Air Force crew
never even shut down the engines, just lowered
the rear ramp and shoved everything out—took
all day to load and 20 minutes to unload.
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My Most Memorable Flight on the Boeing 727
MICHAEL TARSA, LOUISVILLE, KY

Asking me to recall my most memorable flight
in a Boeing 727 is like asking Hemingway which
one of his novels was the best. Each lived in its
own time and space and held a special meaning
incomparable to the others.
My first flight in the 727 was a gift. Back in the
1960s, Midway airport was a ghost town. When
the jet age dawned, those 707s and DC-8s couldn’t
operate on runways designed for DC-3s, so the
big airlines all moved out to O’Hare. However,
American was short of space at its growing O’Hare
hub and used Midway to park some of its new
727s on the weekends. Some bright boys in asset
utilization decided that those idle aircraft could
make a few bucks doing sightseeing tours. For
about $35.00 they would take you on a 20-minute
“intro flight.” It took off from Midway, headed east
and up along the Lake Michigan shoreline, around
O’Hare, and back to Midway. My dad decided that
I would like to have that experience.
I will never, ever forget that day. I was 13 years
old, and it was the first time I had ever been in an
airplane. When we lifted off the runway, I felt that
exciting sensation of upward acceleration and freedom that I still relish to this day every time I ease
back the control column on takeoff. Once in the
air, I stood up and looked out the small porthole
window in the aft entry door. I saw the houses
and lake shore below and I was struck with the
realization that there was nothing holding us up
except air! I knew in that moment that whatever
was going on was something that I loved, and I
wanted to be able to do it on my own someday.
It was one of the greatest things my dad ever did
for me, and I will always remember him for that.
On July 14, 1997, I started my initial new-hire
class as a second officer with UPS on the Boeing
727. My first trip was to be from Newark, New
Jersey to Rockford, Illinois. I was so excited. This
would be my first actual fight as crewmember on
the 727. I was a mere stone’s throw from where
13
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I was born in Elizabeth and from our house in
Hillside. On that first leg, along with all the other
things that thrilled me, I can remember so clearly
what happened as we approached Illinois from the
east. Looking out from about 26,000 feet, I saw
the lights of the Chicago skyline straight ahead. I
recalled my first ride in the 727 out of Midway with
my dad. Just then, a brilliant shooting star passed
from north to south across the horizon just above
the city lights. Okay, it was a coincidence, but that
was one flight I’ll post in the memorable column.
On November 21, 2003, I returned from Cologne,
Germany, via Reykjavík, Iceland and Bangor,
Maine. We were ferrying an aircraft back from the
European routes to use here in the United States
over our busy holiday season. It was my first time
flying over Europe in the 727. I landed in Iceland,
and my first officer flew the leg to Bangor while I
did all the oceanic navigation work and position
reports. It is always eerie out there alone, hundreds
of miles from land, above the clouds, with no one
on the radio for long periods.
I flew the final leg from Bangor to Louisville.
Passing north of Manhattan, at 39,000 feet, I
looked down and saw Tarrytown where I met
my wife, Marla. I looked south and could pick
out Newark, the airport, and saw where my first
home still stands in Hillside. Soon we were over
Allentown, Pennsylvania, and I looked north and
saw the Mahoning valley where Marla was born
and grew up.
The sky was still cloudless when we arrived into
the Louisville area, and there off the right side of
my aircraft, as we were being vectored to runway
17L, I could see our neighborhood clearly, knowing that Marla and Amanda were down there, at
home, after school, on an unusually warm and
bright November day. We banked left, lined up
on the runway, and I landed my 727 for the last
time in my life.
Thanks, Dad.
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An F-111F of the 48th Tactical Fighter Wing screams over the sand during Operation Desert Shield in the fall of
1990. (USAF)

Aardvark Adventures
JOE BEJSOVEC, NAMPA, ID

The F-111 Terrain Following Radar (TFR) could
be flown at 200, 300, 500, 700, and 1,000 feet. To
activate the TFR, all the pilot had to do was hit a
toggle switch and down we’d go from any altitude
to the selected altitude. One day in south England,
we hit a tanker just before landing. Sometimes
scheduling lacked sense. It was twilight and the skies
(surprise) were clear. After taking on a thousand
pounds, which we were going to have to dump
before landing, we pulled up abeam the tanker and
Wally said, “You want to see something cool?” We
turned on the dump valve and lit the afterburners.
A 200-foot flame lit up the sky and all the telephone
exchanges in south England. As may be expected,
we got briefed when we returned to Heyford.
The Weapon Systems Officer (WSO), me, did
the job of four BUFF crewmembers: simulated
copilot (SCP), electronic countermeasures, navigator, and bombardier. As SCP, I managed the
fuel, set the radios, talked to the command post
on one to tell them where we were. In circling
formation, left wing, focusing on lead’s left wing
light, and in the soup while waiting for crossing
from Italy into France, I noticed Wally’s eyes
bouncing around like a broken slot machine.
When I asked him what’s going on, he said he
had a bad case of vertigo, so I started reading the
attitude indicator to him, and he calmed down,
and we stayed in formation.
On the bombing range I dropped a practice
bomb from the right seat. At 500 feet, 480 knots
I could pickle a retarded bomb off as soon as the
14
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target passed the nose. No HUD on the right
side. Then applying full throttle and bending the
stick back could score the hit upside down, before
rolling out of the Immelmann for downwind
and another attack. A roll in the Aardvark was
almost a nonevent. It was immediate, smooth,
with no wallowing around the forehead, and a
thing of beauty.
One day making a finger-tip, three approach to
Upper Heyford, I was looking out as usual, when
I spotted a glider at co-altitude, right in front
of us, and called out on the radio, “Bogie at 12!”
Two went over and one went under. Didn’t hear
anything about a glider crash. Shortly afterward
I was made an instructor.
The main job of the IWSO was to fly with pilots
newly separated from their instructor pilots. The
most memorable flight I had was with a student.
We did a pitch-dark-night, low-level in Scotland.
The head wind over the flat was 50 knots without
turbulence, but when we got to the mountains, the
burbling wind created severe turbulence knocking
the plane off the TFR and thrusting it into the
ground. “UP, UP!” I yelled. With the stick aft and
the throttles in full military, the kid replied, “What
the f**k do you think I’m doing?” Reading the radar
altimeter passing through 300 feet, I said it wasn’t
enough, and he finally plugged in the afterburners,
arresting the violent descent and climbing out. We
put it on autopilot at 15,000 and let it go round
in a couple circles until we recovered our senses,
glad to have survived the wild ride.
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Private Warzone

Hindenburg Spotting

FRANCIS HSU, ROCKVILLE, MD

BOB LAGASSE, BRISTOL, CT

Flying into a warzone for the first time is flying
into the unknown. I was drafted into U.S. Army
in 1968. In early 1969, about a year after the Tet
offensive, they sent me to South Vietnam. The
Vietnam War was in its fifth year. It was night,
and I was one of the planeload of soldiers in a
chartered DC-8 circling Tan Son Nhut airport
northeast of Saigon, waiting to land. The scare:
As we were flying above complete cloud cover,
everywhere flashes were bursting in the clouds. I
was apprehensive. After landing, as I walked off
the airplane, the airport was quiet. Those flashes in
the clouds, what I thought was an ongoing battle
or firefight were only lightning flashes. But how
is a fresh recruit that never flew into a warzone
to know that?
Fifty years ago, communications and media
were still so primitive by today’s standards that an
individual’s private experience remained isolated.
Today with the Internet and smartphones, any
private experience can be broadcast worldwide
in seconds. To think of things as distant and as
unknown as ‘warzone’ seems so quaint today.

My grandparents had a cottage in Old Saybrook,
Connecticut. The town is located on Long Island
Sound, and during the summer of 1936, we looked
up to see a huge object in the sky. It was so low that
we could see people waving from open windows.
It was the Zeppelin, Hindenburg. We waved back
at them. Even after all these years, it was a sight
that is still clear in my mind. Its massive size, the
drone of its engines was impressive and to be able
to greet the occupants with waves made us a part
of the event.
We didn’t know at that point in time that the
swastika painted on its tail was going to become
an emblem of terror. We didn’t see the airship
again during the summer of 1937, as it crashed
and burned in May of that year in Lakehurst,
New Jersey.
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In August 1951, a B-29 of the 19th Bomb Group of the U.S. Air Force Far East Forces releases 1,000-pound
demolition bombs on a Communist target in Korea. (USAF)

Target: Oriental Light Metals Company
KENNETH RUSSELL, SALT LAKE CITY, UT

I was stationed in Japan as a gunner on a B-29
bomber crew assigned to fly long-range night
missions over North Korea. We would fly at
night in a bomber stream, because the B-29 was
no match for the MiGs in the daylight.
On the night of July 30, 1952, we were on a
mission to bomb a factory for the Oriental Light
Metals Company not far from the Yalu River
along the Chinese border. After our briefing, we
took off at 1820 hours with 4,500 gallons of gas,
40 500-pound bombs, and ammo canisters full of
50-caliber ammunition. We were at 70 tons, 10
tons over the maximum payload.
We departed over the Sea of Japan towards
North Korea. The target was heavily defended
with radar-controlled flak guns and searchlights.
As we neared the target, we could see the large
Chinese airbase lit up across the river, and the
MiGs were taking off. We were not allowed to
cross over into China. Their flak guns were very
accurate and could still operate even in cloudy

16
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conditions. They quickly knew our altitude, heading, and airspeed. If their searchlight locked-on
to our bomber, our electronic countermeasures
(ECM) operator could jam the signal, and their
light would swing away. If the flak was close, the
ECM operator could jam it, but with so many
signals, he couldn’t jam them all.
At “bombs away,” we put 38 bombs through the
roof of the factory, but two were still hung up in the
rear bomb bay. Two flash-bombs went out last above
the target to provide enough light to acquire photos.
Photos taken from the two planes ahead of us showed
light damage. However, after our bombardment, 90
percent of the building had been destroyed. Our plane
was hit with flak just after our strike.
When we were back over the ocean, we dropped
to 8,000 feet to depressurize. I went into the open rear
bomb bay and released the two bombs. Following
our mission, our crew was nominated for the
Distinguished Flying Cross for accuracy with a determination to strike a target with heavy opposition.
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Steve Wolf revs the R-985 engine of his Samson Mite biplane into Taildragger Tuesday at EAA Airventure in Oshkosh,
Wisconsin. (EAA)

Show Pilot Steve Wolf and his First Samson Replica
BILL EIMSTAD, EUGENE, OR

It was the last day of 1991 and I had stopped by Steve
Wolf’s hangar at the Creswell (Oregon) airport to
see the Gee Bee project as it neared completion. The
airport was socked in with dense fog. I had been
stopping by the hangar on a fairly regular basis to
watch the construction of the Gee Bee. I had also
been bugging Steve to take me flying in Samson
(the original), his showplane. When I asked if we
might get a chance to fly Samson now that the Gee
Bee project was nearing completion, he said his wife
was insisting that he put the new tires on Samson
before he flew it again. I offered to do it for him. I
knew Steve was itching to do some flying.
So while Steve worked with the crew on the Gee
Bee, I went over to the hangar where Samson was
parked, got the wheels off, struggled to break the
old tires off the split magnesium wheels, got the
new tires on and got the wheels back on Samson.
Suddenly we had sunshine in the hangar, as the fog
was clearing right around the airport.
I was back watching the work on the Gee Bee
when I felt a tug on my sleeve and Steve saying
softly, “Come on, let’s go flying.” We rolled Samson
out, did the preflight, and got the engine started.
Steve strapped me into the front seat and handed
me a headset so we could talk to each other. We
chatted while we waited for the oil temp to come
up in that big 450-horsepower radial engine swinging its 10-foot diameter prop. I was in the middle
of asking him if he could turn the plane upside
down in the pattern, when he keyed the mike on
Unicom, announcing that we were taxiing onto
17
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the active runway. With a roar, we turned onto
the runway as Steve eased the throttle open. It
seemed like we rolled 60 feet or so and we were
airborne! (Later when I asked, Steve said it was
more like 120 feet.) We cleared the far end of the
runway at 1,000 feet!
The fog had cleared for several miles in all directions so we had plenty of room to fly. I asked Steve
again if he could turn the plane upside down in the
pattern. When he asked if I was serious, I told him to
go for it. So, we got out of the airspace directly over
the airport and we flew! We did point rolls, snap rolls,
barrel rolls, inside and outside loops, hammerheads
and tail slides. Steve would check in with me after
each maneuver to see how I was doing. I was having
a blast! Finally he pulls the plane into the vertical and
tells me the plane makes a pretty good helicopter.
“Watch the climb indicator,” he says, as he starts
pulling the throttle back. Climb indicator hits zero.
He still has control. That 10-foot prop is washing
the inboard ends of the ailerons and the entire tail.
We dance, doing slow spins, rocking and bobbing
while looking straight up at the blue sky. My inner
ear starts to complain, and I finally tell Steve I’ve had
enough. We both laugh, and he gently drops the
plane into level flight again. I want some stick time,
but we are running out of daylight.
Steve’s parents were there to greet us when we
arrive back at the hangar. When Steve’s father sees
me get out of the plane he exclaims, “You let him do
all that with you in the plane?” Yeah, I said, with a
huge grin on my face.
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Phantoms in the Canyon
DICK JONAS, AZ

The first time I ever saw the Grand Canyon was
in 1969, on a trip to Nellis Air Force Base on my
first cross-country flight to Las Vegas, Nevada. I
was a young fighter pilot in the U. S. Air Force.
assigned to duty as an aircraft commander in
the F-4 Phantom II at Holloman AFB, near
Alamogordo, New Mexico.
We departed Holloman AFB, on the edge of the
White Sands National Monument in southern New
Mexico. It was a four-ship flight of Phantoms from
the 49th Tactical Fighter Wing. We drilled up to
Denver for an overnight and a fuel stop, courtesy of
the Colorado Air National Guard at Buckley Field.
Out of Buckley the next morning, our four
screaming Phantoms are west-bound across the
divide, sweeping by Durango and Farmington.
Shiprock broaches the distant horizon, and we
run a ninety-beam, visual intercept on the mast.
Thundering across its bow, I look to the left at
eye-level with the top of the sail, and gaze in wonder at this mysterious rock formation standing
tall out of New Mexico’s northwestern desert.
Our four fighters, in arrowhead formation, skim
the desert floor for another hundred miles or so
until the sandy brown horizon turns to a brilliant
blue in the waters behind Glen Canyon Dam.
From this point on, until we pop up over Sunrise
Mountain to land at Nellis, we’ll be navigating not
with sophisticated avionics black boxes but with
the downstream flow of the mighty Colorado
River. We are going to fly the Grand Canyon
from Lake Powell to Boulder Dam. We will not
fly over the Canyon; we will fly in it.
Leader bends the flight southwestward around a
cone-shaped island. a reasonable sight-seeing pace.
He porpoises his machine, which is our signal to
fall back in extended trail formation. There can’t
18
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be many things much more fun than rat-racing
down the Grand Canyon, chasing each other’s
tailpipes like a bunch of playful puppies.
Well, that was a little over 50 years ago and aircraft flight rules in the Grand Canyon area have
become more restrictive over the years, even for
military operations. If you tried it today, the military authorities would rip those cherished wings
off your chest.
I was very lucky to have been a fighter pilot 50
years ago. That navigation proficiency flight was
one of the highlights of my career. Any other visit
I ever paid to the Grand Canyon since that day
has been damned ho-hum.
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The B-17 Liberty Belle rumbles along the taxiway at
an airshow in March 2008. (KEVIN BAIRD)
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The leading edge of a Mooney stabilizer is vertical
while its trailing edge slants back, leading many to
mistakenly see a forward slant. (This one skims farm
fields on July 13, 2014.) (TOMMY WIKLIND)

Memories of a B-17

Transatlantic Mooney

BOB BAIR, CHARLOTTE, NC

VAREL FREEMAN, OCALA, FL

The year was 2006. The B-17 Liberty Bell was coming to Concord Airport just north of Charlotte. I
had a friend working in media that had a chance
to take a ride. Knowing I was an avid World War
II aircraft fan—having built and read about seemingly every model since I was in seventh grade—I
was able to come along as a sound recorder.
Along with us came Jack Roush of racing and
flying fame. With just a few people on board we
got to move around and sit at each station while
checking the great views of our city and the race
tracks in Concord. My favorite view was from
the bombardier seat at the nose. As an extra treat,
they pulled the top back at the radio room and let
us fly convertible style!
Jack was then given permission to take the
controls and made a couple of laps. Finally after
landing, we met up for a few more pictures and
obtained one other precious memento besides
our memories. We used the air sick bags that
were handed to us before the flight to get an
autograph from Jack Roush. The best flight ever!
Thanks Wilson!
I shed a few tears when I saw Liberty Bell was
damaged beyond repair.

In 1974, I was just finishing seven years of intense
work at a university. Bachelors and two graduate
degrees in hand, I would soon be off to work. Time
for one last adventure before “adulting.”
A friend wanted to sell his Mooney in Europe,
and asked me to ferry it from the United States.
What a challenge to plan and execute safely and
successfully. Remember the last century—before
satellite phones and GPS?
I followed the transatlantic ferry route used
in World War II—Goose Bay to Narsarsuaq
Greenland (Bluie West One back in the War), over
the ice cap to Iceland, and down through Scotland.
It was dead reckoning and a feeble automatic
direction finer (ADF) that got me to the icy fjords
of western Greenland—what beauty—and what
relief to find a runway at the end of the fjord
before the next glacier. Massive mountains and ice
across Greenland provided a monochromatic trip
punctuated by radio chats with airmen stationed
at the various early warning radar sites I overflew.
My bride joined me for the last part of the trip
as we explored Scotland and France by air. She
had a special 25th birthday treat overflying Mont
St. Michel followed by a fabulous dinner in a little
restaurant we found by accident.
Remember the Mel Books line, “It’s good to be
king”? It’s better to be a pilot and fly.

August/September 2021

AIR & SPACE We All Fly Reader’s Stories

Paratroopers exit a C-119 transport during the
Korean conflict in October 1950. (USAF)
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The 1928 Curtiss-Robertson Airplane Manufacturing
Company Robin, registration N7145, is now on
display at the Iowa Aviation Museum in Greenfield.
(ERIC FREIDEBACH)

Temptation in a Boxcar

Stoppin’ Robin

OWEN D. WRIGHT, PLEASANT GROVE, UT

MALCOLM A SOARE, FORT PECK, MT

I was a young Civil Air Patrol cadet gathered at
the Salt Lake Air Guard base with cadets from
around Utah excited about our coming two weeks
of summer camp on an Air Force base. Before us
was a flight of beautiful C-119 twin-tail Flying
Boxcars. We were fitted with parachutes and given
a briefing on how to use these new toys should the
need arise, then we were loaded in the cargo bay
with strict instructions on how to behave in flight.
Our Boxcars had their clamshell rear doors
removed and just a safety net across the back.
After takeoff we were allowed a couple at a time
to unstrap and move to the back for a fantastic
view. There I was, with a parachute on my back
looking down on the buoyant waters of the Great
Salt Lake. What a temptation to step over the net
and float down to that water where I couldn’t sink.
Then the thought came that the lake is shallow, and
with my luck I would land in seven feet of water
and drown with my boots stuck in the mud. Then
I thought about how mad a lot of people would
be, and I would miss out on the whole summer
camp, so I returned to a seat near the back to enjoy
the scenery of Northern Utah, Southern Idaho.
We soon arrived at Mountain Home Air Force
Base with it’s Strategic Air Command B-47 Stratojet
Bombers for our fun two weeks as junior airmen.

N7145. I will never forget that N number. It
belongs to a 1928 Curtiss Robin. I was a 19-yearold pilot, living in Glendive, Montana, when
my Dad purchased the Robin in Peru, Indiana
in October 1963. It was a flyable aircraft, and
he had had one when he was younger and had
to sell it during World War II. We flew to Peru
and my dad, who was an Airframe & Powerplant
mechanic with an inspector authorization, licensed
the Robin. My friend Skip and I hopped into the
little high-wing airplane and began our interesting
trip to Montana. We had to stop every two hours
to replenish the oil supply, and the Continental
radial leaked out of every seam. We had over four
hours of fuel, but two of oil. We later discovered
that a mud dauber had made a nest in the engine
breather line, pressurizing the crankcase. It took
us three days, 11 and a half hours of flying time,
and numerous stops to get home. Every time we
stopped, we drew a crowd around the aircraft. The
last day, going towards home, we had a headwind
so strong that the highway traffic was passing us.
It was a fun trip for a young commercial pilot
who continued on to have a great 50-year career
in aviation. The sad part is my dad was killed in
an airplane accident that winter, and never got to
enjoy his purchase. The Robin was later sold to
the Harrah’s collection in Reno, and now lives in
a museum in Iowa.
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A C-133A Cargomaster in its final approach to the
Travis Air Expo, August 30, 2008, to be placed on
static display. (USAF/KRISTEN ROHRER)
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Moving Marines

Thrilled Sick in an F-4

KENNETH ABLETT, CHESAPEAKE, VA

ROBERT C. MUELLER, HAMBURG, NY

In 1962 Air Force C-133 Globemaster aircraft
were used to moved Marine units from Hawaii
to Pleiku, Vietnam to combat heavy VietCong
guerilla forces in the area. The aircraft was a highwing prop jet with a 180-foot wingspan. As part
of that mission our aircraft was on final to the
6,000 unimproved runway with Huey gunships
on each wingtip to discourage ground fire. We
planned an engine-running offload in order to
get off the ground before Cong mortar fire could
be brought to bear. As I came out of reverse, the
number 4 engine quit, and no effort during the offload could get it restarted. Review of performance
charts showed that, after offload, the gross weight
made a three-engine takeoff feasible. Because of
the mortar threat we were give a waiver to make
that takeoff.   It wasn’t standard and it wasn’t comfortable, but we were successfully about 100 feet
over the departure end of the runway.
After climb checklists were complete, we
unfeathered the number 4 prop and, with the
slipstream force of air spinning the prop, achieved
engine start. We changed our planned destination from Saigon and flew to Clark airbase in the
Philippines. The engine quit again on landing
but was easily repaired at that well-equipped base.  

In 1987, I was named noncommissioned officer
of the quarter for the 107th FIG New York Air
National Guard, Niagara Falls. One of the awards
for this honor was a flight in the back seat of an
F4 Phantom II. We took off, climbing straight up.
Flew upside down over Lake Ontario, and did 6 G
turns. We then flew about 1,500 feet over Niagara
Falls, down the Niagara River, and cut inland over
my regular place of employment, where the afterburners went on! Made an approach to Buffalo
Airport, and back to Niagara Falls. Sick bags used
twice! Would do it again in a heartbeat!
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The exotic Air France Concorde departs from Miami
Airport, Florida, as a more mundane National
Airliners flight taxis by (NASA).
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The cockpit controls of an Antonov An-26 of the
Russian Air Force in Ryazan-Dyagilevo, Russia, are
daunting in any language. (ALEX BELTYUKOV/RU
SPOTTERS TEAM)

Flight to Nowhere

Alone Over Russia

ESTA-ANN ELLIOTT SCHAPIRO, BETHESDA, MD

RICHARD BENNETT, CONROE, TX

Usually when you board an airliner, you’re going
somewhere. If you happened to be flying the
Concorde, you were going somewhere fast. Unless
you were on a flight that departed Atlantic City
International Airport on October 20, 1995.
AOPA was having its annual convention and
my husband, aviation journalist Jack Elliott, had
been offered a complimentary Flight to Nowhere
in the Concorde. He refused because he had already
flown in the supersonic plane.
I told him that I wanted to go because I had
never flown in the Concorde. He was able to
secure the last seat and I was off to the airport
by public bus. I got there in time to be the last to
board the iconic jet.
The aisle was narrow with two luxurious seats
on each side. The windows were small. I felt like
I was in a very slim, sleek, fancy corporate plane.
It was noisy at takeoff, and zoom, at 250 mph
we were off like a rocket going straight up. It sure
did not feel like our Piper Arrow, which takes off
at 65 mph.
We were headed for Bermuda as we could not
break the sound barrier over land. There was a
digital board informing us when Mach 2 (1,350
mph) was reached at 60,000 feet. Once over
Bermuda we turned around and headed back to
Atlantic City, but not before we could enjoy the
most delicious hors’ d’oeuvres accompanied by a
fine French champagne.
The friendly crew allowed us to have a peek into
the cockpit and the passengers were given certificate commemorating an amazing, unexpected,
exciting flight to nowhere.

I got my private pilot’s license when I was in high
school. Several years later, after graduating from
college I was hired to teach English in the Russian
far east city of Magadan. Roma, one of my students
there, was a pilot for the local (and now defunct)
regional airline which flew Antonov An-26 turboprops. Discovering my love of aviation, he
offered me a ride on one of his shorter routes to
Omsukchan. One day he told me to meet him at
the employee gate and he would get me through.
Handing me the flight engineer’s ID badge, he
showed me the way to the cockpit and had me
take the engineer’s seat. When crew asked who I
was, he said, “American pilot friend.”
“Oooooh,” they would say, and nod.
We taxied out for our 250-mile flight and took
off to the north northeast. As we climbed to our
cruising altititude, I was moved to the co-pilot’s seat
for a better view. Leveling off, Roma told me take
the yoke and he sat back to chat with a stewardess
who popped into the cabin. A few minutes later,
the co-pilot got up and left for the bathroom....
then the navigator stepped out for a beer, and then
Roma got up and left for something...and I was all
alone in the cockpit. Me, a private pilot with 100
hours. I was in charge of a passenger plane with
23 passengers over far east Russia. The irony was
not lost on me, and I scanned the skies carefully
for traffic and didn’t touch ANYTHING.
A few minutes later, the crew trickled back into
the cockpit. They had not worried I would do anything drastic, but I was sure such an occurrence
could only happen in Russia. The rest of the trip
was uneventful, and the crew were incredibly
professional and precise in their flying....other
than leaving me in control for five minutes, that is.
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Flight Over Disaster

Two Heads Are Better

BRUCE HAMILTON

MIKE SAFIER, NEWBURY PARK, CA

On the morning of March 28, 1979, I was headed
to Los Angeles International airport for a flight to
Philidelphia. As a 12-year-old aviation enthusiast, I
was thrilled to be making my first flight and on one
of my favorite airplanes, the Lockheed L-1011. On
the way to LAX, we heard the report of a minor
accident at a nuclear power plant in Pennsylvania.
As we approached Philidelphia, I glanced out the
window and noticed the four towers of a nuclear
power plant slide by below, and I wondered if
that was the location of this minor accident. Of
course that night the facts would show that the
accident was more serious and yes, it was Three
Mile Island we had flown over.

It’s always good to have an old flight engineer
on board.
Don and I have been flying together since 2008.
He is 90 years old.We both have extensive flying
experience. Don is an Airframe & Powerplant
mechanic and a multi-engine rated pilot. He flew
many years as a flight engineer for the Flying
Tigers cargo line on the 747. I have an airline
transport certificate, flew F-15s in the U.S. Air
Force, and currently sit left seat on the Airbus
for a major U.S. carrier.
Late one afternoon, we departed Oxnard for
Santa Maria to take Don’s Turbo Arrow IV to get
an estimate for an interior upgrade. I was pilot-incommand, and Don managed the systems.
Things started going wrong when we neared the
half way point. First, the marker beacon started
chirping, then the number two radio failed, then
the transponder. Don lost his ability to communicate with me on his headset. The amp meter
showed zero. We were on battery power, and it
was failing fast. We agreed to turn back. We cycled
the alternator switch, then the battery switch.
We were able to get a small bit of battery power
in order to tell the tower we were inbound with
electrical failing. We asked that they be ready with
the light signals. We discussed that the gear pump
probably wouldn’t work either—it didn’t. Don
reached down and emergency extended the gear.
With barely any juice left, we saw three green
lights before the battery failed.
As we approached Oxnard, we got the steady
green from the tower and landed safely.
When things go wrong, you have your hands
full. When there’s an old flight engineer on board,
you’ll likely have a much better day!
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In July 2013, a pair of flloatplanes dock on Long
Lake, New York in the Adirondacks mountain range.
(DECASECONDS)
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The Consolidated B-24J Dragon And His Tail owned
by the Collings Foundation visits Roberts Field,
Redmond, Oregon on June 15, 2004 during its Wings
of Freedom tour. (TEQUASK)

Floatplane Slalom

Dad and I on the Dragon

STEPHEN COLES, ALLENSPARK, CO

ANN DICIANO, APTOS, CA

My first flight was when I was 13—in the summer
of 1958, when my parents, sister and I vacationed
near Long Lake, New York. Already a big fan of
all things aero, I really pestered my dad to let us
take a floatplane sightseeing trip from the dock
next to New York Highway 30. He relented, and
Dad, Trish, and I took off, the pilot taxiing under
the highway bridge as all flights do. Passing over
our campsite at Lake Eaton State Park, I swore I
could see Mom waving at us. Landings at Long
Lake are into the southwest summer sun, which is
complete with glare. We touched down, bounced
once, settled in, then full throttle, a swerve to the
left on one pontoon as we roared past a canoe
with two very surprised paddlers visible out my
window, just past my wingtip. As we pulled up
to the dock to disembark, I scanned the water for
the canoe. They were just fine and I could barely
make out the remains of an S-shaped wake where
we had landed. Nice ride!

My father, Ken Barmore, and I were able to share
a once-in-a-lifetime experience—a ride in the last
flying B-24 Liberator in the world! My dad, a B-24
pilot in World War ll, was shot down returning
from Ploesti, Romania. He was captured and
became a POW in Bucharest. He was never shy
about telling us his stories and sharing his love of
flying, B-24s in particular. In May 2002, we were
passengers on The Dragon and his Tail through the
Collings Foundation. We picked up the flight in
San Luis Obispo, California and flew to Monterey.
We had the run of the plane, except “Don’t step
on the bomb bay doors!”
On the exhilarating take-off, we sat on the bench
seat above the ball turret and could see the ground
moving slowly past the small opening. The whole
airplane was a cocoon of vibrating, roaring metal.
When we could move around, my father made a
beeline to the cockpit! He couldn’t stop smiling,
and neither could I!
Daring to cross the bomb bay, toward the back
of the plane, I was being very careful to stay on
the catwalk. I was carrying my SLR camera and a
video camera, and I couldn’t believe how narrow
and limited the space for a body was. I could barely
get in the tail gunner position! How could the
crew do this wearing a parachute, I wondered. I
am only 5’5” and I know they were bigger than me!
The ride was long enough to really get a feel for
how this beautiful bird flew, as well as a surrounding
view from the turrets and side gunner openings.
I will never forget this experience and how lucky
I was to be able to fly in such a famous airplane.
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A restored 1972 Bell UH-1 flown by Huey Helicopters
U.K. climbs over the English countryside as the door
gunner grips the M60C 7.62mm flexible machine gun
mounted to its fuselage. (HUEY.CO.UK)
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Kicked Out of a Slick

Best Landing Ever

JAMES REYNOLDS

RAYMOND SIMONSEN, MAJOR, USMC (RET)

In 1971, I was stationed at Phouc Vinh, Republic
of Vietnam, which was about 90 kilometers north
of Saigon. Phouc Vinh was the main base of the
1st of the Ninth Air Calvary. I was an avionics
specialist, which meant I took care of the radios.
When a helicopter comes out of maintenance, it
must have a check ride which includes autorotation. One day a Slick (UH-1) came out of maintenance and since I was always up for a flight, I
hopped on with the pilot and another enlisted. I
was sitting on the right-side gunner’s seat with a
bare gun mount. Now normally when it comes to
the autorotation part of the flight, the pilot usually
flattens the blades and varies the attitude of the
chopper to keep the RPM at 6600 and then pulls
out of the autorotation. For some reason this pilot
decided to slam the collective down, which caused
the rear of the Slick to kick to the left, which left
me hanging onto the gun mount for dear life staring at the jungle several thousand feet below me.

During the Vietnam conflict, If we Marine KC-130
pilots weren’t refueling fighters or helicopters
or dropping million-candlepower flares so the
grunts could spot the VC, we were hauling
cargo and troops from one place to another. And
whenever a pilot is ferrying passengers, one goal
is to make all landings as smooth and squeaky as
possible. It’s always nice to hear ’attaboys from
the departing guests!
One balmy after noon in 1970, I was tasked to fly
a load of passengers from Marine Corps Air Station
Futenma, Okinawa to Danang, RVN.   Weather
forecast wasn’t bad and everything checked out
well except that among my passengers was a gaggle
of First Marine Air Wing pilots. Oh, please, let
the landing be a good one!  
Arrival in-country was as planned with light
wind and rain and good visibility in the dark of
night. No sweat. We descended slowly toward
that long, wet runway and then—I kid you no— the
landing was so smooth, I didn’t know when that
big ole 130 actually touched down! We taxied to
the ramp, shut the engines down, and amid the
general pandemonium of debarkation there was
not one ’attaboy from any of those jet jockeys for
the best KC-130 landing ever.
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During a scrambled takeoff in September 2013, a U.S. Air Force KC-135A injects water into its J-57 engine air
inlets to add thrust, shorten its runway rolling distance, and climb out faster. (U.S. Air Force)

Gas Up the Bomber and Stay Awake
DAVID R VOLIN, SCOTTSVILLE, VA

In the late sixties, when the French were testing
their atomic bombs in the South Pacific, the US
would send a specially modified B-52 from a base
in southern California to monitor the test. On one
of these missions, the B-52 called in to say they did
not have enough fuel to get back to the nearest
landing site and requested emergency refueling.
Apparently, a piece of flap had gotten stuck in the
down position, and the pilots did not notice anything until their fuel began shrinking faster than
it should have. As the closest KC-135 available on
alert, we were scrambled, but noted that, for the
temperature that afternoon (over 100 degrees)
the aircraft was too heavy to take off safely. For
normal takeoffs, we would taxi into position on
the runway, run up the power, release the brakes,
then hit the two switches (on the co-pilot’s side)
to inject water into the combustion chambers and
increase the thrust. This time we were still turning
onto the runway when we slammed all four throttles forward and hit the switches simultaneously.
I swear we pulled the left gear off the ground
in the process, but straightened out and headed
down the runway, watching our airspeed closely.
We were fast running out of runway when we
finally urged the beast off the ground. I remember
looking out the side window and noting that I did
not have to look down at much of an angle to see
the stanchions on which the approach lights were
installed. Pretty scary, but we got off.
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We made it to the B-52, got him refueled so he
could at least get to his base in southern California,
and headed back to our base in Sacramento. Then
we noticed that we were running out of fuel ourselves. There is no way to refuel a KC-135 in the
air, but there were some techniques to reduce our
consumption rate. Basically, this calls for flying at
a higher altitude, where turbojet engines are more
efficient. This is great for the airplane, but without
pressure suits, we could not fly above 50,000 feet
without danger of hypoxia, or lack of oxygen, even
though we had our helmets and masks on and set
at 100 percent oxygen. Pressure suits would have
been required. We got to just short of 50,000 and
stayed there until descending for the approach back
at Mather. The tanks were almost dry when we
got home. We had been scrambled at 2:00 a.m.,
and this flight stretched almost 16 hours. Both the
pilot and myself had the navigator pour ice water
down our backs to keep us alert.
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In preparation for a tow to launch altitude in August
2011, a Schweizer 2-32 glider is connected to a Piper
Pawnee. (PHLIAR)
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Clean as a Whistle

Yikes! We’ve Gone to War

TED WISE, NORTH PALM BEACH, FL

ROBBY GAINES, ARTESIA, NM

On a visit to my sister in Boulder, Colorado back
in 2012, we were eating lunch on her patio when I
happened to look up and notice a sailplane riding
the updrafts along the face of the foothills. “Wow,
I’d like to do that,” I said. An hour later we were at
Boulder Municipal Airport. I filled out the waiver
and handed them my AmEx card, and soon I was
aloft in a Schweizer 2-32 sailplane being towed by
a Piper Pawnee agplane. High above the Rockies,
we unhooked from the tug and soon the pilot and
myself were riding the waves, yanking and banking...and yanking and banking! Not long into the
flight, I started to feel that bubble of nausea rising
into my head, and as much as tried to hold it, I
couldn’t. Recalling some good advice given to me
years earlier by an aerobatic pilot about the subject
of getting sick in someone else’s airplane, if you
don’t have a bag to throw up in, pull out the neck of
your shirt and throw up inside it. Meanwhile, back
in the sailplane I had worn a tucked-in T-shirt and
a flannel pullover shirt and proceeded to unload
inside my wardrobe. The pilot heard me get sick
and asked “Did you just throw up?” I answered,
“Yes, but I contained it.” I didn’t think he believed
me and he asked if I wanted to head back and I
said “Yes, that might be a good idea.” The pilot
had radioed the ground crew he was returning
and I assumed they knew why. After we landed
and coasted over to the ramp, the ground crew
were ready with paper towels and a spray cleaner.
To their surprise—and to my vindication for the
embarrassing incident—there was not one speck
of my insides anywhere in the cockpit! I did grab
some paper towels to clean up my stomach and
shirt for the ride home, but that day I’ll never forget
as one my most memorable flights!

Do you remember the Clint Eastwood movie,
“Heartbreak Ridge”? In the movie Clint Eastwood’s
Marine unit goes on a practice invasion to prepare
them for their invasion of Grenada.
A friend and I flew from Washington to Idaho
to go backpacking. We landed in a remote airstrip
in the Idaho mountains, put on hiking boots and
backpacks then climbed the mountain. After four
days of fun and not seeing a single person we walked
down to our airplane, took off and flew home.
My home field was Vista Field, a small general
aviation field in Kennewick. Because it is 10 miles
from the commercial airport in Pasco it didn’t even
have a manned radio. We just contacted Pasco for
Kennewick traffic and airport advisories.
“Pasco approach, 714 Foxtrot Bravo, landing
Kennewick, request airport advisory.”
“Roger, 714 Foxtrot Bravo, contact Kennewick
tower at 181.3.”
“What?” I thought, “Kennewick doesn’t even
have a radio.”
“Pasco approach, contact Kennewick tower?”
“Roger 181.3”
“Kennewick approach, 714 Foxtrot Bravo,
landing Kennewick, request airport advisory.”
“714 Foxtrot Bravo, Turn heading 360, Follow
the C-130 on long final. You have two Cobra
gunships escorting you in. Be advised land fast,
you have two F-16s behind you.”
Looking to my right and left I saw two Bell
helicopter Cobra gunships escorting us.
On the ground were lots of tanks and Humvees
moving out.
Holy moly, we’ve gone to war!
No, it was the Marine dress rehearsal for the
invasion of Grenada.
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The bombardier position view from a B-17G Flying
Fortress owned by the Collings Foundation rattling
over Silicon Valley, California on June 2, 2002.
(TODD LAPPIN)
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In 2017, the Goodyear blimp wafts over the Los
Angeles Coliseum in California. (GOODYEAR)

Tremors in a B-17

It Was a Very Goodyear

ROGER J. MORTON, BALDWINSVILLE, NY

JERRY AMES, LAKE GENEVA, WI

The words usually used to describe it are “vibration”
or “shake.” Strapped to a seatless floor cushion, my
thought is “tremors”.
There is, to be sure, vibration, shaking, noise—
God, lots of noise—but those four steadily pulsing
engines strike me as dominant, the underlying
piece of the cacophony that never changes.
Seven riders are aboard this B-17—two in
the radio room, the rest ignominiously sitting,
strapped by old-style belts to the floor. Can’t see
a thing, yet there is a lot to look at. The construction, for instance, circles of framework, stringers,
and multiple sets of cables reach out of sight to
the tail feathers.
An increase in the tremors, loud moaning
sounds. Uneven pavement transmits itself through
the frame. I glance rearward, startled to see the
giant shock system pumping up and down for the
tail wheel. A piece of the sky can be seen, looking up through the waist gunner’s opening, the
machine guns are turned to the side.
“Oswego, we have liftoff.” (The pavement joints
disappear.) We eye the crewman for the hand signal
allowing us to unbuckle and run rampant, to go
anywhere except the rear gunner’s position. Eager
tries quickly reveal the lower ball turret will also not
open to us, though no passengers appear modest
enough to acquire the fetal position necessary to
get in. The view! We are low—1,500 feet. Being
up in the bombardier’s bubble is spectacular, a kind
of grand, curved IMAX, clarity distorted by the
plastic. It’s maximum loud and in this “theater,”
the seat shakes. (Tremors.)

During the 1970s, I was an independent Goodyear
tire dealer in Lake Geneva, Wisconsin. The Green
Bay Packers would periodically play a home game at
Milwaukee County Stadium. When this occurred
one September, the Goodyear blimp was due to
assist in televising the game.
A few weeks prior to this game, I was contacted by Goodyear and advised that my wife
and I were invited to ride in the blimp the Friday
before the game.
We arrived as requested at Dane County Airport
and found the blimp tethered there by the 20person support team. We were directed to enter
the blimp’s gondola and discovered that there were
only six passenger seats. The majority of the space
was taken up by the equipment needed to operate
the external blimp advertising lighting display.
For the next 45 minutes, we thrilled at the
experience as the blimp circled the region at a
height of about 1,000 feet. On the ground below
us, we saw many people staring in awe as we flew
above them.
Hanging from the nose of the blimp was a long
rope and as we approached our landing site, the
ground crew grabbed this rope, and secured us
for departure.
As we left, we were given a certificate to commentate the event. Unforgettable.
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Rescue by a Starlifter
DOUGLASS G. WOOD, PALM COAST, FL

In 1968, I was an aircraft commander flying a
C-141 Starlifter.  We were off-loading cargo
at Tan Son Nhut AB, Saigon, South Vietnam,
when an Army Beaver aircraft crashed off the
end of the runway and caught fire.  The two
pilots managed to get out of the aircraft but were
badly burned.  A decision was immediately made
to reconfigure my aircraft for a medical evacuation flight and we were to fly the two pilots, two
doctors and four nurses to Yokota AB, Japan as
quickly as possible.  The US Army had a hospital
with a burn center located not far from Yokota
AB.  The doctors said that if we could get them
there ASAP, there was a good chance the pilots
would survive.  As we refiled our flight plan for
Yokota, the medical team set up a mini burn center
in the rear of the aircraft and loaded the pilots.  As
I entered the aircraft I could see both pilots’ flight
suits were still smoldering.  Everything stopped
at the airport as we taxied out and took off.  The
word was sent out to all the air traffic control
agencies en route as to our mission.  As a result,
I got whatever I wanted in the way of altitudes
and routing.  I kept the airspeed on the “red
line” the entire way, and changed altitudes three
times to get the least headwind.  When I was 200
miles from Yokota, Tokyo control cleared out all
the airspace below me and I made a high speed
descent into the Tokyo area.  Three miles from
the runway I slowed, dropped flaps and gear and
as soon as we landed I stopped on the runway and
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the loadmaster opened the rear cargo doors. An
Army helicopter set down right behind me and
the pilots and medical crew were off-loaded in
seconds.  At this point I was so exhausted I had
to have the ground crew come out and tow the
aircraft to our parking spot.  That night, while
lying in bed, it occurred to me that we never got
the names of the two pilots, and to this day I am
haunted by the fact that I will never know if all
that effort by so many, many people saved those
two pilots.
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A P-51D Mustang barely clears the hedgerow during the 2016 Flying Legends Air Show in Duxford,
Cambridgeshire, England. (WARBIRD HERITAGE FOUNDATION)

A Spin in a Mustang
RALPH M. HALL, FLINT, TX

During the summer of 1957, I was 16 and worked
as a Lineboy at a Will Rogers Airport FBO [fixed
base operation] in Oklahoma City. A customer
hangared a modified 1940s P-51D Mustang there
and had hired an ex-military jet pilot to fly it for
their business. He needed to build time in the
powerful tail-dragger and late one night called
our office. Taking the call, I was instructed to pull
the plane out of the hangar for a flight first thing
in the morning.
Upon arrival , he called to get a weather briefing and proceeded to pre-flight the plane. After a
few minutes he said, “Hey, want to go for a ride?
What time do you get off work?” Was he serious?
Excitedly, I stuttered, “Sure…8 o’clock!” He said
we wouldn’t be more than an hour as there was
a large storm approaching from the southwest.
That was fine by me! I’d have been happy to taxi
around the ramp!
This P-51D had been modified with a jump seat
behind the pilot, new avionics, and a beautiful
paint scheme. We took off and flew southeast to
an area of uninhabited farmland for some practice
maneuvers. No aerobatics, but some steep turns
and climbs. I believe he was still “feeling” the
plane out. I asked how fast we could go, so he did
a speed run and reported back, “About 400 mph!”
I was ecstatic! On the intercom he said the storm
was moving steadily toward the airport and he
was headed back.
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When he lowered the main gear on his approach,
however, only one of the two green indicator lights
appeared on the instrument panel. After quickly
recycling the gear with no different result and having air traffic control (ATC) verify the situation, he
advised he would fly around trying to get the other
gear down. Minutes later, he had tried numerous
times but with the same result. He even tried steep
climbs and dives to see if gravity would help!
Meanwhile, the brooding storm had intensified and was noticeably closer. Then he tried the
gear’s emergency hydraulic hand pump several
times. Still no change. With the storm looming
and malfunctioning gear, the pilot received permission to attempt a belly landing on the grass
beside the main runway. He then told me what
was likely to happen: We might spin like a top on
the large radiator mounted on the plane’s belly!
ATC informed us that the crash team had been
notified, and I saw fire trucks pulling away from
a garage. Now I was really nervous!
As we lined up for the grass landing and were
maybe 150 feet in altitude, he tried the gear selector
once more and as he did, miraculously, the tower
controller screamed, “Both your gear are down!!”
With two green lights, we smoothly moved over
to the concrete and landed safely. The storm broke
over us at that very moment!
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About to touch down, a Van’s RV-6 arrives for a fly-in
held at Langley Park in Perth, Australia in October
2011. (KEN HODGE)

Cable News Star
JOHN WYLDER, PORTLAND, OR
A Raven balloon model AS RX-6 tethers at the
Winterthur, Switzerland balloon festival on October
22, 1989. (CHRIS LANE)

Ballooning Original
GERALD RISELEY, PUNTA GORDA, FL

I was one of the original hot air balloon pilots in
Texas, flying Raven balloon s50a N1930R. The
FAA inspector had never seen one before and he
told me he would watch as I took off.
Our flights were just north of Dallas, flying in
the 1970s for a total of 11 hours. Many interesting photos and newspaper articles of landing in
farmers’ fields.
I have all entries in my log book.
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I woke up on the morning of December 12, 1997 so
excited that I did not bother to turn on the news.
My best friend, Charlie Patterson had told me this
would be the day I would a ride in the airplane he
built, a Van’s RV-6.
He gave me a long safety pitch, telling me all
the risks and that I needed to verbally state that I
was willing to take those risks. I happily agreed.
When I got to his hangar, there was a CNN
news crew interviewing his hanger mate, proud
owner of another homebuilt aircraft. The news
crew looked bored listening to the details of aircraft
construction. I asked what was going on. “Hadn’t
you heard? John Denver died late yesterday in a
crash of a homebuilt plane. We are filming for a
big story.” Wow. Charlie ignored everyone, eventually helping me to get settled in the cockpit and
telling me what NOT to touch.
The CNN reporter came over to me and asked
to interview me. Sure. “Do you feel safe flying in
a homebuilt plane, especially after hearing about
John Denver’s crash?”
I smiled and said, “I have watched my friend
build this plane. I doubt any commercial plane I
have flown in is as well built. Charlie said to me
that if I was going to fly with him I needed to
believe that I had led a good and full life as today
might be a good day to die.”
My interview ran for weeks on CNN.
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Lifting off from Atlanta Hartsfield-Jackson Airport
on July 12, 2015, a McDonnell Douglas MD-88
operated by Delta Airlines begins another flight.
(COLIN BROWN PHOTOGRAPHY)
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Happy To Be Alive

Peaked at 16

F. CLARK BOLES, HUNTSVILLE, AL

THOMAS HUGHES, JACKSONVILLE, FL

I was a passenger on Delta 256 on a May 13,
1999 flight taking off on runway 26L from El
Paso toward the mountains five miles away. Just
after the MD-88 left the runway, a loud “BAM”
and shudder from the rear gave a big adrenaline
jolt. Then “BAM” and “BAM” again. I heard both
engines throttle-back and felt the sink. The throttle advanced again until the whole “BAM-BAM”
cycle repeated. I knew what compressor stall was
but had never experienced it. Both engines were
damaged and the pilot was trying to find enough
power to prevent a crash. Had they lost lateral
control too? Burning tire odor filled the cabin.
Were we on fire? Then it hit me. I was going to
die. A strange calm came over me and an even
stranger thought, “I have lots of insurance, so my
family will be fine!”
In less than two minutes, we finally started a
mushy left turn away from certain death. Finally,
“Folks, we hit something on the runway. We’re
going to fly by the tower so they can assess the
damage.” We took our “crash” positions and landed
on 26L with damaged tires and engines. As shaky
passengers de-planed, the sweaty pilot said goodbyes. The little granny behind me asked, “Is this
plane going to Dallas?” The pilot’s expression
was priceless. “No ma’am, this plane is not going
anywhere today!” Delta sent an apology letter the
next week and offered a coupon toward another
ticket. I never used it.

The College Park Airport (CGS) was established
in 1909 for Wilbur Wright to instruct military
officers to fly. In 1960, I was 16 and wanted to
walk in these Army pilots’ footsteps and learn
how to fly a plane.
The instructor pointed to a small yellow aircraft, and I thought it was the prettiest thing I
had seen. It was a J-3 Piper Cub. He told me to
bring the plane over to the hangar area, and we
would do a pre-flight inspection. So, I ran to the
plane and pushed and pulled as much as possible
to move it. I didn’t notice if he was laughing, but
he got up, walked over to where I was struggling,
reached down, grabbed the tail wheel of the aircraft, and walked it over to where he wanted it.
I was amazed! This bundle of canvas and wings
would take us into the air.
He outlined what we would be doing, but all I
heard was that I would be flying this plane once
in the air. The side door can be completely open
during flight, and it is exhilarating to have that
view. We leveled off at 2,000 feet, and the view
was amazing. I was flying for the first time in my
life. I could turn and move the airplane anywhere
I wanted. I wanted a leather helmet, goggles, and
a long scarf! I was a pilot! I have yet to experience
anything as delicious as that moment in my life.
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A Piper PA-28 Cherokee Arrow lands at EAA
AirVenture in Oshkosh, Wisconsin on July 31, 2009.
(D. MILLER)
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The 1962 HU-16E Albatross serial 7250 served
Coast Guard Air Station Cape Cod, Massachussetts
until retired in 1983 as a static display.
(U.S. COAST GUARD)

Surprise from the Wind

Kidnapped

GARY D. WALKER, PORT ORCHARD, WA

DUANE A. COPPOCK, CLAREMORE, OK

The wind was strong and turbulent with a tailwind
reported at each end of the east/west runway at
Brown Field, San Diego. I was flying the Cherokee
Arrow downwind with my three Japan Air Lines
student pilots aboard. With the landing checklist
complete, I turned onto base leg and began my
descent for the landing.
I was “working it” with the turbulence judged
at least moderate. At about 800 feet above ground
level, before I knew what had happened, we were
inverted. I couldn’t believe an airplane could roll
that quickly, especially a light, non-aerobatic
aircraft like the Arrow. We hadn’t rolled enough
to correct with a full roll. Instead I rolled back to
wings level. My Navy flight training had been
invaluable that day. Adding a few more knots to
my approach speed, I turned final and completed
the landing without further incident.
What caused that violent roll I can’t say, but the
tailwinds probably met at just the wrong place for
us. In my more than 30 years of flying, this had
to be my scariest experience and taught me and
my students that you never know what might
happen in aviation.

An FBI manhunt in an HU-16E Albatross? Yep,
from West Palm Beach to Fort Myers and beyond
along the Intracoastal Water Way over Lake
Okeechobee and west. Florida is flat there.
December, 1968, Barbara Mackle kidnapped
near Emory College, Atlanta, and then buried in
a well constructed box that was ventilated and and
stockked with water, some food, and other supplies. The ransom was $500,000 in cash. Everyone
was following the news. The suspect was traced
because the bank that supplied the cash recorded
each serial number. Good news later.
On the fourth day, U. S. Coast Guard Air Station
Miami was called to fly two HU-16E Albatrosses to
carry two FBI agents each. We. got our airplanes
in the air, and then I placed one agent in the right
seat and the other by a rear open hatch (with a
safety belt). We followed the route and on the Gulf
side, we spotted a suspect boat speeding along. I
made a low pass (40 feet) and the agent gave me a
“thumbs up”. We circled and called in the location.
Soon two helicopters came south from Coast Air
Station St. Petersburg. The suspect made a hard
right turn and grounded on a mangrove island.
You can’t walk through mangrove so he stayed
along the beach. He was apprehended about 12
hours later. He had the money for about 36 hours.
The suspect had called the FBI and gave good
directions to the box. The agents found it and recovered Barbara. When she was taken out she said,
“You are the most beautiful men I have ever seen.”
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On Juy 15, 2015 at the EAA AirVenture in Oshkosh,
Wisconsin, a Cessna 01 Bird Dog putters by fans.
(WALLYCACSABRE)

34

Bird Dog Rollercoaster

Bill Lear’s Funeral Flyover

MICHAEL P. GLEASON, BANGOR, MAINE

ALBERT ACKERMAN, LAS CRUCES, NM

In 1969, as a member of the U.S. Army, I was
assigned to the Seventh Aviation Battalion,
Seventh Infantry Division, in northern South
Korea. One particular summer day, after having a
lunch of greasy U.S. Army spaghetti, I was invited
to accompany one of our pilots on a flight in a
U.S. Army Cessna O-1 Bird Dog (the only Army
aircraft classified as capable of aerobatics). During
the flight, we engaged in a simulated “dog fight”
with a U.S. Army UH-1 Huey, somewhere near
the Korean DMZ, during which the full range
of aerobatic qualities of the Bird Dog were put
to the test!
Fortunately for me, the back seat windows of
the Cessna could be opened. Not only did I puke
all over South Korea, but I also lost my U.S. Army
headset, torn off in the slipstream. After we landed,
I continued to have “dry heaves,” since there was
naught left to upchuck. I have not been on anything even resembling a rollercoaster since then.

During 1970 and 1980, I was a member of the
Dee Howard team and involved in certification of
thrust reversers on the model 20 and 30 Learjets.
In that time, we made numerous trips to Reno
and I performed several reverser demonstrations
for Bill Lear.
In 1978 I was honored to be a member of the
Learjet formation flyover at Lear’s funeral in Reno.
The funeral was held in the middle of town. I flew
right wing and was glued on the flight leader when
I noticed my copilot getting uncomfortable. I took
a glance down to discover the we were roaring
across downtown at no more than 200 feet in
complete violation of FAA regulations. We made
two passes, the final to the west to express the
aviator traditional farewell, “He has gone West.”
Never heard a word from the FAA. Perhaps Bill’s
spirit saved us.
A friend who attended the funeral was walking
back to his car several blocks away and came across
a family in their yard looking to the sky. They asked
“Do you know if that airshow is coming back?”
Moya Lear, Bill’s widow, sent me a photo of the
flyover with the following inscription:
Dear Al, None of us will ever forget this moment.
He left his wonderful spirit and you helped so
much in saying Aloha. Thank you. Moya Lear
May 17, 1978.
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This pair of Shinn Varga Kachina 2150A was
photographed in January 2018 from the third aircraft
in formation with them. (TWOELEVEN_AVIATION)

Passenger non Grata

In May 1967, an F-4B Phantom of Marine Fighter
Attack Squadron 115 climbs into dusk for a combat
mission at an undisclosed location in Vietnam.
(NATIONAL ARCHIVES)

JOHN CARLSON, COLON, MI

It was the mid-1970s, and I lived in Ann Arbor,
Michigan, working my first ever real job. One
of my co-workers—Skip was his name—was a
pilot who owned a light plane, and he invited me
for a flight. Since I had an interest in aviation,
although my only experience was watching jets
land and takeoff at nearby Detroit Metro Airport,
I eagerly said yes.
When the day came for our flight, I watched
with interest as he went through the pre-flight
inspection. His plane was a Shinn, which I did
not know at the time is fairly uncommon. The
neatest thing about the plane was that it had tandem seats with two sets of controls. Of course I
took the rear seat.
We took off without problems and began our
aerial tour of Ann Arbor. Of course the highlight was
flying over The Big House, aka Michigan Stadium.
More impressive from the air than the ground (Go
Blue). Did I mention I’m a native Michigander?
When our tour was almost over, I listened to
Skip speak with the tower for landing clearance.
Remember the tandem controls? I had my feet
resting on the rudder pedals as we were trying
to line up with the runway. Skip leaned over his
shoulder and shouted “Get your feet off the pedals!” OOPS! Well, we made it safely to ground;
no thanks to me. I learned an unexpected lesson
about flight that day. Watch where you put your
hands and feet.
Oh, and that was the last time Skip invited me!
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Aligned with the Moon
WILLARD WAYNE ROUND, FAIRHOPE, AL

On one of those cold winter nights, still, full moon
and bright, I had my throttles pulled back to idle
enjoying that ice-smooth, slipping turn through
1,500 feet to enter the break at Marine Corps Air
Station Cherry Point, North Carolina.
Looking over my left wing, I rolled my F-4B
Phantom farther over into a 60-degree bank to be
confronted with a very bright white light over the
tip of that wing. Instinct caused me to jerk level
and since I had never seen anything like it, UFO
entered my mind.
But no....another airplane? What?
So I rolled back to investigate. Not until I again
reached a 60-degree bank was it visible again, but
there it was!
Something was following along and then I
noticed it flashing, and it took better form as a
white ring of light. Holding position.
Then the mind took over; and, I understood.
It was the moon!
The light from the moon was coming through
my canopy and projecting a ring of light down
onto the earth below. The flashing was created
by reflective light on pools water in the marshes.
As the beam was refracted through my canopy
onto the ground, dirt, and vegetation, you could
not see it, but when the ring of light hit the water,
it reflected back to my sight.
Hence it looked like a flashing circle of bright
white light following me down below.
My one and only encounter with a UFO that
lasted only a split second. Just think of all that had
to align to cause such a encounter!
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Parts recovered from TWA Flight 800 are sorted at the
Grumman Reconstruction Facility in Calverton, New
York on August 21, 1996. (NATIONAL ARCHIVES)
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That Fire in the Distance

Travel in Ecuador

DON HUFFMAN, BETHEL PARK, PA

ROGER W. GROSSENBACHER, LANCASTER, OH

I was about to take my very first flight. A classmate
and I were senior engineering students at Pitt, en
route to Cleveland from the Pittsburgh airport, to
visit a chemical plant and interview for positions
at the plant. It was Easter Sunday night April
1, 1956, and we were to take a Capital Airlines
flight leaving about 7:30 p.m. It was starting to
get dark; we got out on a taxiway and stopped.
We sat and observed a fire fairly far away. The
stewardesses said it was probably a house fire, but
we were delayed by incoming flights. After a wait
of perhaps 20 or 30 minutes, we got to the main
runway and took off.
The flight was maybe an hour and a half long.
The stews came around for food orders; mine
asked me if I wanted a meal, and I, the seasoned
(ha-ha) air traveler, said I would take my meal
later. She said, “You eat now or you don’t eat.”
Oops! I said okay.
We finally got to our hotel in Cleveland and
settled in. That long ago, there were no TV’s in the
rooms. I turned on the radio which was built into
the bed’s headboard and tuned to a newscast. First
thing I heard was that there was a plane accident at
the Pittsburgh airport earlier in the evening, TWA
flight 400, which crashed just after takeoff, about
7:20 p.m., erupting in flames past the end of the
runway. There was a loss of life of 22 passengers
including one crew member. My classmate and I
got on the phone and debated whether to call home
to say we were okay, but since our parents knew
we were on a Capital flight we decided not to.
Next day’s flight back was very nerve-wracking.

In 2001 I travelled to Ecuador with a birding
group. After birding around Quito (10,000 feet
elevation), we took a small plane east over the
volcanoes to the upper tributaries of the Amazon.
We made a jump to an army base in a King Air
turboprop on Icaro Airlines. We did get close to
the sun, but the wings did not melt. At the base,
our small group got aboard a Pilatus Porter, a
Swiss aircraft with ugly rectangular flying surfaces
and short-takeoff-and-landing capability. Porters
have a big rectangular side door for loading cargo.
The seats were canvas on aluminum frames so
they could fold down out of the way for cargo.
The tour leader had to sit next to the door (which
was closed but would not latch properly) without
a seatbelt. After a short flight into the jungle, we
landed on a tiny dirt strip.
After a week of birding we returned to the
strip on a rainy day. We flew back to Quito in a
Cessna Caravan. Watching the plane coming in
to get us was an experience! The pilot reversed
the prop pitch to slow the plane. The reversed
prop sucked up muddy water from behind it and
shoved it forward through the prop, making a
curious buzzing slurp.
The single pilot kept busy tuning his navigation
radios. Above 10,000 feet, one passenger pulled
down an overhead oxygen mask but nothing came
out. Somebody failed to fill the oxygen tanks! The
fellow facing me was upset. I tried to reassure him
that most people don’t need oxygen above 10,000
feet if they are in good health. He replied that he had
a heart condition! What else could I say? We had
nice views of Cotopaxi and its neighboring volcanoes
and we landed at Quito with no more problems.
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The Cessna C-336 SkyMaster is one of a few aircraft
with a push-pull configuration—one engine on its
nose, another behind the fuselage between its twin
booms. (This one flies in May 2013.) (BOMBERPILOT)

There’s a Little Good in
Everything
MARK BRANCIAROLI, ELKINS, WV

Gliding down short final approach in my beloved
C-336 SkyMaster, enveloped in the calm air and
early morning summer sunlight, the Beckley, West
Virginia airport was crystal clear after an uneventful but gorgeous flight over the Appalachian
Mountains. The altimeter wound down to 200
feet above the ground, while the runway threshold grew in the windshield. My passenger made
a comment on how relaxing the flight had been.
CRACK! The aircraft shuddered and abruptly
entered a stall and a left inverted spin with the
passenger screaming! Fortunately, my acrobatic
training kicked in, and I recovered control scant
feet from the ground and well left of the paved
runway in the grass. It wasn’t the prettiest landing,
but nobody was injured.
The flap cables to the left wing had failed. The
SkyMaster has four large flaps allowing the aircraft
to fly much slower when landing. If the two flaps
on the left side retracted, the left wing, in essence,
just wasn’t there anymore. The airspeed was too
low for the wing to produce any lift while the right
wing with its flaps down provided tremendous lift,
causing the aircraft to roll violently.
The area the cable broke was extremely difficult
to inspect. The FAA immediately put out an alert
finding identical issues in SkyMasters. There were
several past unresolved fatal SkyMaster accidents
piloted by high-time pilots crashing just short of
the runway. I know I contributed to saving a few
pilots. My passenger never flew again.
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During the Antique Airplane Association fly-in at
Blakesburg, Iowa in September 2012 a silver 1946
Luscombe 8A glides in to land on the grass field.
(D. MILLER)

Lesson Learned
BERNEY V. STAATS, BATAVIA, NY

It was a beautiful day for flying, and I was anxious
to get airborne. I propped my 8A Luscombe, and
it coughed and started with a steady rhythm. I had
purchased my Luscombe a few months earlier,
and I loved flying so much I spent every available
moment flying my airplane. I had a tie-down spot
at South Albany Airport for the convenience even
though the runways were not the best.
I decided to take a short flight to CoxsackieAthens, where I had bought my plane, and visit
with friends and then return. The flight down was
a pleasure, but I nearly bit off more than I could
chew on the way back. I was warned to wait until
a front came through, but there was nothing in
sight and I was sure I could make it back before the
front came through. In sight of the runway, I was
suddenly buffeted by wind and rain. The ground
below was a mixture of green and brown and my
groundspeed was nearly zero. We had a building at
the airport called “the shack” where the pilots and
other people hung out so I headed toward a spot
where I could be seen. I flew my Luscombe to the
ground in a nearly vertical descent and a crew ran
out of the shack to hold my little airplane down.
My lessson was to never take chances, especially
with the weather.
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In 1956, guests prepare for the 27-mile flight to
Disneyland Hotel in a Los Angeles Airways Sikorsky
S-55, a route later serviced using the Sikorsky 58 and
61-L. (DON BALLARD VIA AIRFIELDS-FREEMAN)
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Dream Flight to Disneyland

Hard Focus, Hard Memory

RICHARD MILLER, WOODSTOCK, MD

RAYMOND F. FOSTER, MARIETTA, GA

American Airlines began non-stop, coast-tocoast flights in 1959 with Boeing 707s. My older
brother, Ron, had already worked for American for
years and was entitled to fly “stand-by” anywhere
American flew, and at that time, take immediate
family members—for free. The only charge was
that the flight taxes had to be paid, which were
quite minimal.
The summer of 1960, when I was 13 years old,
he and I took an American jet from Baltimore
to Los Angeles—my first jet flight. With so few
passengers, the stewardesses (at that time not
called “flight attendants”) offered us all the snacks
we wanted—and all the champagne we could
drink, catering to Ron’s employee status. I do
not remember the rest of the flight other than
the incredible beauty at 30,000 feet of the Rocky
Mountains at sunset gleaming red, casting sharp
shadows to the east.
As though that was not enough, upon landing
at L.A. International, we helicoptered over to
Disneyland in a Sikorsky S-58 piston helicopter.
That’s when you know you’re flying!

As a captain for a major airline, I have many
memories of the aftermath of the terrorist attacks
that brought down the twin towers on September
11, 2001. One, in particular, sticks in my mind.
On my first trip after that fateful day, I saw a
man sitting in the boarding area. He was clothed
in the traditional garb of the Sikh religion—a long
flowing beard, robe, and turban. His head and eyes
were downcast as if afraid to catch anyone’s gaze.
Pinned across his chest was a large American flag.
The pain on his face was palpable. It was as if to say,
“I love America and I had nothing to do with this.”
I didn’t talk to the man, but I wish I had. At the
time, all my focus was on security. I remember
many glances toward me (including from my
crew), looking for some sense of assurance that
all would be well. At the time, it was the most
important thing I could provide.
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A 1974 Aero Commander 690A at Las Vegas
McCarran Airport, Nevada on March 29, 2011.
(TOMAS DEL CORO)
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A C-133 of the Military Air Transport Service (MATS),
one of only 50 Cargomasters built, flies into an
unidentified port circa 1960. (USAF)

Happy Birthday?

Cargomaster Tales

DAVE STEINBREUGGE

KENNETH ABLETT, CHESAPEAKE, VA

On October 15th, 1996, I was deep asleep in Show
Low, Arizona, when my phone rang at 1 a.m. One
of my nurses on our air ambulance crew said we
were requested to fly an “at risk” pregnant woman
to Phoenix to deliver her baby. I reminded him
that I was scheduled to return the chronically ill
Aero Commander 690 we had leased back to its
owner in Colorado that morning. I was begged
to take the flight from the entire medical staff. I
finally agreed.
Shortly after take-off for the 30-minute flight,
I noticed a drop in hydraulic pressure followed
by complete failure. Following the emergency
gear-extension procedures and conferring with
my director of maintenance, I confirmed that
the blow-down gear system was inoperable. We
looked and felt like a wounded duck. I declared an
emergency, briefed the crew, and was cleared to
land on runway 26R. The landing was smooth and
the sparks off the belly spectacular! We came to
rest abeam the emergency equipment. The egress
went smoothly. I went over to our patient in the
ambulance to apologize for all the excitement. She
said no need, that “I’ll have the most incredible
story to tell for many birthdays to come.”
I took a look at her vitals and over the course
of the incident, I noted that blood pressure and
heart rate never (unlike mine) fluctuated. I spent
the rest of the night managing the relocation of
the Commander to Sky Harbor FBO and talking
to federal authorities. The hydraulic failure was
caused by a broken brake line, and the failed blow
down by a stuck Nitrogen bottle gauge (empty
bottle showing full). I credit training, situational
awareness, and professionalism for the successful outcome of this story. Sharon gave birth to a
healthy nine-pound baby boy that morning.

Our Air Force C-133 Globemaster was out of
Dover Air Force Base for the airfield, Lajes, in the
Azores. As always, we closely watched weather
forecasts for our arrival time. It was fine at the
equal time point, the point of safe return, and the
point of no return. It was not fine when we arrived.
The crosswind limitation for the four-engine,
high wing propjet was 25 knots. The winds gave
us a 50-knot crosswind component. Our alternate,
the island of Santa Maria, 30 minutes south, was
no better. It would be our problem to get it on the
ground with the least possible danger and damage.
In final approach our nose was probably 30
degrees right of runway heading. Our 180-foot
wingspan limited how low I could hold the upwind
wing at touchdown. A few feet above touchdown,
I slammed the right mains down and, at the same
time, kicked the nose into runway alignment. Then,
with differential reverse, kept us on the runway.
I’d rather not do that again.
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Another occasion: For a change when returning
from Vietnam, Hickam Air Force Base in Honolulu
had no cargo for us, and there was no need to stop.
We fueled to full tanks and took off that morning for Travis Air Force Base, California. We had
exceptionally good tail winds. As we approached
the California coast we determined we had fuel
enough, with reserves and caution, to overfly for
our home base, Dover Air Force Base, Delaware.
We had been step-climbing, as weight permitted,
in our Cargomaster. We reached the top of our
performance data information at about 32,000 feet.
It may not have been a record flight, but to our
knowledge, no other C-133 flew nonstop as far as
we did. As I recall, but am not certain, flying time
was 16 hours, plus or minus.
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Land it Right Now

Life Changer

ROBBY GAINES, ARTESIA, NM

LEE COBB, EAST TAWAS, MI

I almost died on my first flight as a pilot. I flew
into Topeka, Kansas, for my checkout flight to
become a pilot. After landing, I found the checkout pilot, flew, and passed. I obtained a weather
briefing, then took off.
The fight was uneventful until suddenly, a
dark, ominous cloud developed right in front of
me in the clear blue sky. Within minutes, I was
surrounded. Then the turbulence hit. I rapidly
climbed 500 feet and immediately experienced 2
Gs. Then just as quickly I dove 500 feet. Everything
not fastened down flew up to the ceiling.
The flight controller scrutinized his radar scope
showing a sea of red, indicating rough, turbulent
weather. In the middle of that was a white dot
with my callsign.
I heard the controller’s concerned voice calling
me, “Foxtrot Bravo, turn heading 270.” I turned.
Still bouncing violently. “Foxtrot Bravo, turn
heading 360.” Now with the turbulence came
thunder and lightning.
Suddenly my left wing violently pitched up,
trying to roll me over. The last thing I needed
was to be upside down.
“Foxtrot Bravo, turn 090. Have you spotted
the tornado?”
“Tornado?” Oh, that’s why my left wing was….
Urgently, “Foxtrot Bravo, land it right now!”
The flight controller silently said a prayer as I
disappeared from his radar and lost radio contact
I looked down, spied a cornfield, and executed
a soft field landing.
I landed in a farmer’s backyard. He asked, “How
long have you been a pilot?”
I answered, “One hour.”
Stunned, he shook his head.

One of my favorite stories is about my first flight.
A neighbor flew from a grass strip behind his
house. Vic was probably the coolest person I
knew. He was an aerobatic competitor, flew airshows, and had offered to teach me how to fly.
Two weeks before my 16th birthday, I screwed
up my courage, got permission from my parents,
and walked to his house for my first lesson. It was
a beautiful Michigan Saturday in early May 1971.
Vic walked me around his Piper Cub, pointing
out features, doing preflight checks. Time to go
flying. Vic folded the window up, and wired it
to the wing, left the door hanging down. Did I
mind flying with the side open? Ah, OK. I put
my heels on two stubby brake pedals while he
spun the prop. I’m thinking: I’m 15 sitting in an
airplane, by myself, engine running. How cool
is this?! Vic jumped in, soon we were in the air,
ground falling away. I cinched that seatbelt tight
until my legs started to tingle.
We flew for an hour. I was definitely getting my
license: Maybe I’d be a fighter pilot, or an astronaut!
Vic shouted, asking if I wanted to be dropped
off? Sure! He lined up on the clover field behind
our house and landed. As dignified as I could be
with numb legs, I unbuckled and climbed out. I
walked to our house floating about four feet off
the ground.
I found my mom picking up pieces of a broken
plate. She was furious. She knew I’d gone flying,
watched us through the kitchen window, and
thought we were crashing. Oh, she was mad, and
relieved. She made me promise never to land in
the backyard again! I did go on to get my license,
became a computer scientist instead of an astronaut, and forever valued the discipline I learned
at that young age.
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During the Arctic Thunder Airshow on July 29, 2016 a Lockheed T-33 enters a steep climb over Joint Base
Elmendorf-Richardson, Alaska. (USAF/ALEJANDRO PENA)

To Heaven in a T-33
LAMAR GILBERT, ALPHARETTA, GA

After spending a year in North Africa in the Air
Force, my next duty base was Davis-Monthan
Air Force Base in Arizona, home of the famous
“Boneyard,” where obsolete airplanes are sent to
be mothballed. My mom, who worked for the
government—and apparently had some pull—
informed me that she had arranged for me to get
to my next base via a T-33 jet trainer that was to
be mothballed. I reported to the Air Force base
in Montgomery, Alabama, and was fitted with a
helmet, oxygen mask, flight suit, and a parachute.
The pilot who would fly us there was courteous and
curious as to why I was going along for the ride.
I gave him a snappy salute and a general answer.
After we got into the cockpit, he explained that if,
during the flight, anything went wrong, he would
blow the cover of the cockpit off. He said if that
failed, I should pull the red handle by my right
knee and a charge would shoot me through the
cockpit cover, and I should scrunch my head down
before pulling the handle. Thoroughly terrified, I
just said, “Yes sir,” and hoped to survive the trip.
Once we were airborne, we had small talk on the
radio with each other, exchanging home towns
etc. After being up for an hour or so, he told me
to put my hand on the stick and he moved it side
41
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to side. The plane had dual controls so when he
moved his stick, it also moved mine. Then he hit
the left rudder pedal, so we banked a bit, and he
said, “See what those controls do?” Then he threw
both hands in the air and said, “Okay, son, you’ve
got it. You’re the pilot now.” I almost fainted, but
with his encouragement, I began to experiment
with the controls, and was soon able to move the
plane gently from side to side and a little up and
down. He let me fly it for about an hour, and I was
literally in heaven for that hour. We even flew
near a B-47, the type that I had guarded in North
Africa many a night. Soon we had to land, and
even though I threw up just a bit in my mask on
the final landing approach, I just walked away as
a proud pilot. Highlight of my life—I had actually
flown a jet airplane.
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Power Dive in an SNJ
ALLEN E. FUHS, CARMEL, CA

In 1951 I was commissioned as an Ensign USN.
My first ship was an escort carrier, which
transported the first U.S. Marine Corps Combat
Helicopter Squadron to Pusan Korea.
Upon return from my first tour to Korea, I
decided to become a naval aviator. I passed the
flight physical and the psychological exams. Months
later orders arrived stating “Detach and proceed
to Pensacola for fight training.”
After several weeks at Whiting Naval Air Station
near Pensacola in 1952, I had soloed and was now
in the acrobatics phase of the curriculum. SafeFor-Solo had required a third check ride before I
was released alone with the government’s valuable
SNJ and my life. In the acrobatics phase, each day
students flew a solo, one-hour, practice hop. I
never practiced acrobatics below 10,000 feet. Part
of my hour was consumed climbing to altitude.
One day I was practicing slow rolls with
acrobatic power setting at 10,000 feet. While
inverted, I let the nose fall through. I was soon
headed straight down with acrobatic power—plus
gravity—moving me rapidly toward solid earth.
I finally had enough sense to pull back on the
throttle. Then I had enough sense to pull back
on the stick. At 4,000 feet, I recovered straight
and level flight. Both engine RPM and air speed
maximum limits were exceeded. Engine power
was also exceeded. I may have been the fastest
SNJ on the planet.
The SNJ has transparent inspection plates so
that the pilot can verify the wheels are down and
locked. On the top of the plate, the pressure is
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the same as the top of the wing. Because of the
open wheel well, the pressure on the bottom of
the plate is the same as on the bottom of the wing.
At high speeds, this is a high pressure differential.
In fact, it was high enough to cause both plates to
fly-off into the airstream. In the parlance of aerodynamic engineers, high air speed creates high “q”
or dynamic pressure.
The wing for a SNJ is attached to the wing box
by 80 small bolts. (The 80 is a guess but the bolts
are small; enough bolts are sufficiently strong.)
The junction has a black gasket for sealing. In my
power dive, the black gasket was sucked into the
high speed airstream.
When I returned to Whiting, I reported the
missing inspection plates and the lost gaskets. I
never did receive any feedback such as the obvious
question “How did you do it?”

