TheAviati
wigsnipmen = OG

Summer 2010

Newsdletter of the Flying Midshipmen Association

WHAT.. ME AFRAID?

Granpa...In your illustrious career did you
ever encourter real heart-stopping #edr?

WOW ! That “Q” knocked me back on my heels!
Heart-stopping fear ? Yeah ..... | know how it feels.

But Flying Middiesdon’t know the meaning of fear.
(Or many other words... Mangonel...Lavaliere.)
Asabravenavy pilot, can | really say yes?

I’ll just finesse it — rather than straight-out confess.

“My very first solo was the greatest of sports.

(I won’t mention | had to change my wet shorts.)
Instrument flying was a no-brainer.

(I didn’t tell that | crashed a Link Trainer ).”

“My first carrier landing was quite a shocker,
To end up with spudsin the potato locker.
The night cat shots spooked some of the guys.
Didn’t bother me (but | did close my eyes).”

“When my engine quit dead .... didn’t give a hoot
Cause | had my trusty ole parachute.

The packer said it had a full guarantee —

If it don’t work - replace it for free.”

“Inverted spin .... that was a snap.

Pulled 8-plus G’s ..... WHOA !! See the wings flap !
So many thrills ... times without number,

| always stayed cool .... cool asa cucumber.”

But Bobby, in truth, being scared ain’t no shame.
With usAirdale Middiesit’spart of the game.
So to answer your question .... Amen and Alas,
“Real heart-stopping fear ?” ..... you betcher sweet ass! o e
l)g COO] Eol) Brennan 15-48

SAVE THE DATES

West Coast Reunion Pensacola Reunion
Monterey CA 100th Anniversary of
September 14-16...2010 Naval Aviation...May 5 - 10...2011

Coordinator...Ear| Rogers Coordinator...Herb Sargent
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ON GO}DEN WINGS

30 June 2010

Aviation Miclslﬂpmen
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spl%erthM“ %ob”kConnoI ly
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Ralph C. Knight Wife of Robert F. Abels (21-47)

John P. Kushnerick
Raymond E. Loux

as o
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“ PRESIDENT LOU'S MESSAGE

On May 26, 2010, the Flying Midshipmen Association, Board
of Directorsvoted to dissolve the Association in early May 2011
during a ceremony at the National Museum of Naval Aviation, Pensa-

cola, celebrating the 100th anniversary of Naval Aviation. The cere-
mony will take place on May 8, 2011 at 1030 in the Museum’s Atrium.
Admira James L. Holloway, |11 plans to attend.

Thedecision wastheresult of a yearlong quest to determine the members’' thoughts on the
meatter. The preponderance of opinion recognized that the time had come to consider such a
move based on the increasing age of our membership and the decreasing ability to find volun-
teers to administer the organization.

The good newsisthat Flying Midshipmen will become aloose-knit fraternal organization
for as long as possible thanks to the volunteerism of Roy Mantz, to continue communication
links between the East and West Coast contingents, Bill Busse, to manage publication of an
activities and information LOG, and Dave Hardin, maintaining the web pages. In the imme-
diate future, please help Bill Busse with stories about any butt-puckering incidents you've
encountered during your naval aviation experience

Thanksto Herb Sargent and Gene Martin we are dready booked in the Ashton Inn, the same
place asthelast reunion in Pensacolg, for the period May 5-10, 2011. A word to thewise, make your
reservation as soon as possible. You will find details re accommodations elsewhere in this LOG.

Atop priority for all of usshould be a contribution to the Flying Midshipmen Endowment
Fund, established with the San Diego Foundation, in coordination with the USS Midway Mu-
seum in San Diego, to perpetuate the Flying Midshipmen Youth Aviation Training Program
on the Midway. Please don’t hesitate. The program, preparing students for the FAA private
pilots license, is a huge success. About $360 thousand dollars is needed to provide sufficient
interest to fund the program on a yearly basis. To date we have a little over $140 thousand.
Let'stry to reach or exceed our goal before the next meeting in Pensacola. Details on how to
make a donation can be found elsewhere in this LOG.

I’'m working with Captain Bob Rasmussen, Director, of the Naval Aviation Museum to de-
velop amural, and a concise statement commemorating the Aviation Midshipmen story, hope-
fully to be placed in the Museum at the time of the FMA decommissioning ceremony.
Let's have a record-breaking crowd in Pensacola.

Lou Kriser
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The Flying Midshipmen LOG
is published biannudly by the Flying
Midshipmen Association (FMA), a
non-profit, tax exempt, educational
foundation as defined in Section
501(c)(3) of the U. S. Internal Reve-
nue Code. The Flying Midshipmen
LOG is the newsletter of the Flying
Midshipmen Association (FMA).

Articles and photos for publica-
tion in the LOG are encouraged.
Submit them to:

L OG Editor
555 Byron Street, #308
Palo Alto, CA 94301
(650) 321-6228
bbussel@mac.com

Flying Midshipmen Association
operations are on an all volunteer
basis; there are no paid employees,
rented office space, post office box,
nor toll free phone number to pro-
vide service for our members.
FMA Address
600 Cabrillo Avenue
Coronado, CA 92118
(619) 435-1628 (call collect)
rmantz@san.rr.com

“ FROM THE FORMER PRESIDENT OF THE AME “

Dissolution of The Aviation Midshipmen Foundation

ay 19,2010, was the official date of the filing of Articles of
Dissolution and Articles of Termination of theAviation Mid-
shipmen Foundation. The action correspondence was filed with
the Virginia State Corporation Commission as required by law.

We have a right to be very proud of the generosity of our
membership and the work of our one and only honorary mid-
shipman, Judge Bob Colby. Bob has finally retired from his

judicial duties aswell ashisrole asour “legal eagle”. Ort ex-
ercised very good judgment in establishing Bob’s membership
which happened in the early ‘80s. Bob then provided pro-bono legal guidance and
worked diligently to establish and manage our summer teen aviation training program.

The judgeis a truly exceptional person. He has lived alife of service in both his
professional and privatelife. Heexcelled in providing pro-bono legal servicetothe Sea
Cadets, Boy Scouts and many other important organizations. Heisadesignated NOAA
aviator, and aretired Brigadier in the Army National Guard. Hismany awards and ap-
propriate accolades sum alife of service above self. His program continues on board
Midway whichisagreat legacy for our FMA fraternity. We have aright to be proud!!

Thanksgotothemany former Flying Midshipmen that so unselfishly volunteered their
time to teach. Their professionalism is a true reflection of the training we all received.

We should also be grateful to Andrews Federal Credit Union, The Patuxent River
Council of the Navy L eague and the Lexington Park, Maryland Rotary Club for gener-
ous contributions to our fund.

It hasbean my honor to have served asthePresident of theAviation Midshipmen Foundation

Paul Engel 11-48

IMA REUNION..MAY 5 to 10...2010
CELEBRATING ONEHUNDRED YEARS OF NAVAL AVIATION

FMA QUARTERS: Ashton Inn, 910 N. Navy Blvd.
Pensacola, FL 32507

PHONE: 850-455-4561 Reservations can be made after
October 15, 2010.

Ashton

Ilm & 'iulteq

RATES: $60.00 for a Queen Bed and $70.00 for two

Queen Beds. The rates are good for 2 days prior and 2

days after the event. Check in time is 3:00 PM. Check out time is 11:00 AM. We have
reserved 41 singles and 74 doubles. All deposits and room requests are required to be
received two weeks prior to arrival.

CONTACT: Coordinator Herb Sargent, 757-481-6264; cell 757 615-7055, if you have
questions.
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“ Flging Mi(lslmipmen Endowment Fund “

s you should know, the Flying Midshipmen Endowment Fund (FMEF) was initially established with the San Diego Foundation

by the conveyance of $35,000 from the Aviation Midshipmen Fund (AMF). Thiswas matched by a similar amount from the USS
Midway Museum. In recognition of those memberswho earlier contributed to the AMF, the accompanying donor list has been expanded
to include these contributors.

You will also read elsewhere in this edition of the LOG that by AMF Board action on May 26, 2010, the AMF was officially decom-
missioned and the remaining fundsin the AMF (approximately $2,000) was transferred to the FMEF. These actions, plus member dona-
tions to date and fund earnings, bring the FMEF total to approximately $142,000.

We have made substantial progress, but we have a way to go to reach the $360,000 goal established by President Lou Kriser. This
goa would permit the Flying Midshipmen Youth Aviation Training Program on board Midway to become self-sustaining and, in turn,
preserve the Flying Midshipmen legacy in perpetuity.

The graph below shows we are just over 39% in reaching our goal:

Donations To Date vs. Goal

Donations To Date si2.000

s218000  Balance Required to Reach Goal

Donors to the endowment fund will be permanently recognized on a Donor Wall aboard Midway—a further reminder to all of their
generosity and interest in perpetuating the Flying Midshipmen name.

As areminder, there are several ways to make gifts to the endowment fund. The details on how to donate cash are contained in this
edition of The Aviation Midshipmen LOG on Page 10 and on the FMA website, www.flyingmidshipmen.org .

Or, you may wish to consider planned giving to the Foundation through Jim Eckel, CFP, the Director of Planned Giving aboard
Midway. He has awealth of ideas and material that he iswilling to share. He can be reached at (619) 398-8237 and would be pleased
to guide you with your plan. FMA widows. Thisis an excellent way to remember your husband in perpetuity.

Your Presdent and Board of Directorsurge you to join the other FMA donors listed and consider a gift to the endowment fund. You will not
only see your name displayed in perpetuity, but you will contribute in avery positive way to the perpetuation of the Flying Midshipmen legacy.

Roy Mantz, Executive Director

Thissign acknowledging our sponsor ship
of the Youth Aviation Training Program is
prominently displayed ontheUSSM idway
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En(lownaenlz qul Donors as of 20 June 2010 ||
Fleet Cgmmglxngeéaum - ($10,000 and up) Wing Cigmmander ($100 to $499)
b : o John R. Bond _
Joseph A. Reyes Keﬁth D. B%?r : In Memoriam
Task Force Commander  ($5,000 to $9,999) éoor?j(\% S.rBri%nr:oe
Battle Group Commander ($1,000 to $4,999) %g L_A(';r?a?orn?gﬂ
¥ GlennL.Allen, Jr.  InMemoriam Richard M. Cook  In Memoriam
VB"I IE BrgndBengurg *  Raymond E. Demming, Jr.
Wilan R Brex Wi s
*  James D. Burton In Memoriam * Fri—j\r:l?rpq_ ﬁuﬁﬁser
i g G
*  Robert T. S. Colby ) @ ng?g]ﬁr.] ngadti(riy
. Melvin H. Davidow  In Memoriam * Jesse P. Hofmann, Jr.
* E%qungfhEgggnn : Howard F. Hofmeister
. WilliamF'Gooderynan Allan F. Holmgren
- Burdett L. Ives
John E. Jenista * Robert D. Kaiser
. JohnP. Jones * Richard F. Kaufman
* G. E. R. Kinnear Victor G. Kreck
L Rsi e A
* J|—|oEwaSrri]:= Er.ngnhillips * Thomas C. Maguney
5 e S . N e
* . Size John R. Nicholas :
: Thomas M. Smith * Raymond H. Oakes  In Memoriam
: Bryan M. Smith, Jr. *  CharlesA. Peacock
James J. Sullivan *  CharlesT. Phillips
William Sybeldon * Richard J. Rackow
. ICKOV
Division Commander ($500 to $999) . B eling
R + Baid B Stam
* \lévaIdISJLb%fomell In Memoriam * ng%ard'H. Serevnat
rank J. Cafarella
*  William D. Campbell ?ggépw'éhéehaerin
Lawrence C. Day : George Sinkez
Melvin R. DeMond  In Memoriam *  Robert FE. Stratton
Walter M. Earley, . In Memoriam Gilbert L. Summers
RoBart o Foley U N
JohnW. Gemmell  In Memoriam pé't”er A. Tﬁ?& €
Bernard E. Goehring * i i
S. Frank Viteznik
+ Manntl, Hemy B o
Alexander A. Holeczy, Sr. _ Stewart T. Zink
Donald R. Hornbeck™  In Memoriam
JHa?rncgiRDeﬁrééllubgy In Memoriam Squadr*on goarlr(lj@aggler (up to $100)
] er .
. Dewey W. McCrary * Richard B. Campbell
\'J:?rgdess BNg\A/yrg gn : Eu err:e B. Conrad
\(/:\iiﬁ:irg\lﬁ Rﬁ?&‘gia In Memoriam * ELarEk I\G/I DD%rt;TlgEien
George B. Rothrock  In Memoriam * %352.?36\/ ':Krg?ﬂé
* % A o
o B, S Richad A Matkel
Hugh D. Sheffield « Gerald ). Parent
* JohnA. Strand, Jr. *  Howard E. Ram
C.A. L. Swanson & I\E/l davL\;n c(;je W. Rumb
*  Denotes members who have contributed to the Aviation * A”enarL.SS.NSegtrglej In Memoriam
Midshipmen Foundation, the balance of which was trans- * James J. Tyson, Jr.
ferred to the Flying Midshipmen Endowment Fund. : Ehgma?_ A \,A\/(?drhees
obert L. Wilson
**  Denotes members who have contributed to both the *

AMF and the FMEF.

Robert Wochinger

All names will appear as shown on the Donor Wall
aboard Midway
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FMA..»BS{L Annual WGS'I CO&S{ Reunion

MOH{GI‘GIJ CA...Sep{em]jer 14—16."2010

Schedule of Events

Monterey Bay L odge

55 Camino Agugjito Road
Monterey, California
www.montereybaylodge.com

(Sept 9-12, Tailhook Convention, Reno)
Tuesday, Sept 14
Afternoon:
1500—Check-in Monterey Bay Lodge. Gather under the magnoliatree for social hour.
Evening: Dinner at Monterey Elks Lodge

1800—No host drinks
1900—Buffet Dinner

Wednesday, Sept 15

Daytime: Golf, tennis, shopping, swimming, and sightseeing. Aquarium tickets available.
A Hospitality Room with snacks and drinks will be open.

Evening: Dinner at Rancho Canada Country Club

1800—No host bar. Hors D’ Oeuvres, fruit and cheese with crackers
1900—Buffet Dinner. See menu on Registration Form
1900 to 2200—40's50's & 60’'s music by Steve Ezzo Entertainment. Dancing.

Thursday, Sept 16
No host breakfast at Marlyn’s American Grill. Farewells.

M otel Accommodations
The Monterey Bay L odge offers the following room rates for the Flying Midshipman Reunion.
One Queen Bed—$102.95+ Tax per night, Two Queen Beds—$129.96+ Tax per night,
One King —$129.95+ Tax per night
All rooms have amini refrigerator, coffee maker, iron & board, hair dryer, and color TV
A block of 25 rooms has been reserved at those rates. Make reservations early, but no later than Sep-
tember 1.
If you wish to stay elsewhere contact Monterey Peninsula Chamber of Commerce on-line at http://www.
mpcc.com/visitor/index.asp for acomplete listing of lodgings.
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FMA..»BS{L Annual WGS'I CO&S{ Reunion

MOII{GI‘GIJ CA...Sep{em]jer 14—16."2010

Registration Form

Name Wife/Friend

Names on Name Tags Phone

Address

Pre-Flight Class E-Mail Address

Registration Fee Number of Persons @ $14.00 per person $

Buffet Dinner Monterey Elks Lodge Tuesday, Sept. 14
Hors D’ oeuvres,
Grilled Lamb, Orange Ginger Sole,
Roasted Potatoes, two salads, bread & butter, coffee, dessert
Number of Dinners @%$49.00 per person $

Buffet dinner, music, dancing at Rancho Canada Country Club Wednesday, Sept 15

SALADS ENTRES
Napa Cabbage, w/shredded cabbage, gruyre cheese, olives etc.  PrimeRib,
Cous Cous w/egg plant & red peppers Chicken Breast
Salad Caprice w/mozzarella,basil & tomatoes Fresh Baked Salmon

Rice, Vegetables, New Potatoes, Rolls & Butter
Coffee, Dessert
Number of Dinners @ $57.00 per person $

Grand Total $

Golf, number of players
Tennis, number of players

Areyou staying at the Monterey Bay Lodge? Yes| | No|[ ]

Please mail this Registration Form and your check by 30 August, 2010 to:
Earl Rogers

869 Royal Green Ave.

Sacramento, CA 95831

(916)422-5244 email earog@sbcglobal .net

Make checks payable to FMA Reunion 2010
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MA D eunion 2 ranson.2-6 Mag 2010

A Bit About Branson

TheFlying Midshipman Association Reunion was held in
Branson, MO in May of 2010. Plans were very fluid....start-
ing with the change of hotel from the Radisson to the Hilton
Convention Center deep in the heart of town and within easy
walking distance of the oldest shopsin this picturesgue city.
For those who attended the earlier FMA reunion held there,
Branson has blossomed dramatically during the intervening
years.....so there are theaters on top of theaters on top of the-
aters. Shows frequently change from one theater to another
and sometimes are not presented daily.

This reunion was held during a very unsettled weather
period for most of the country and we arrived to find an un-
prepared Hospitality Room. Our Reunion Coordinator Herb
Sargent had been stranded severa states away and would not
be able to arrive until the second day. The Branson Tourist
Bureau did not make an appearance until the second day, ei-
ther......s0 name tags, information packets, agendas, changes
in plans, maps/directions, etc were among the items missing
from the registration table.

True to the wonderful spirit of all Flying Midshipmen,
however, several of the attendees were gathered and already
telling the sea stories that buoyed our spirits throughout
the reunion. Larry and Polly Day stepped up to help work
through the problems the weather had created and contin-
ued offering their generous support after Herb was able to
join the group. Volunteers pooled their efforts and resources
to provide snacks and beverages in the Hospitality Room
and this, too, raised the spirits of those assembled. Car pools
were formed for each event.

The rooms for the 46 attendees were very well appoint-
ed....and the on site restaurant was excellent. All hotel staff
personnel were friendly, helpful, and always concerned for
our comfort. They worked through the weather-related dif-
ficulties with gracious responses to questions and did all
within their power....and the contract with the FMA/Branson
Tourist Bureau.....to ensure everyone felt welcome.

The shows were in keeping with the Branson tradition:
wholesome, energetic, and colorful. The dinner show for
the Legends was hearty, quickly served, and a good begin-
ning for the evening of nostalgia The Veterans Museum
was even more impressive during this reunion than it had
been during the earlier reunion. It is well maintained and
incredibly stirring. For many, it was the highlight of the
planned events.

Buz and Sam Dryfoose...Attendees

TheAttendees Were:
John & Susan Anthony

Gerald & Ruth Bell

Daniel Bergman & Patricia Sacco
Curt Carter

Larry & Polly Day

Buz & Sam Dryfoose

Eric Goosmen

John & Barbara Grauer

Robert & Jo Hartzell

Clancy & Nancy Jenista

J.P. & Mildred Jones

Edward Laney

Wally Littell

Donald & lone Luallin

Billy & Mary Matthews
Edward & Gaea Milway
Wayne & Carrie Norris

Herb Sargent

Joseph & Billie Sherin

Bud Shipman

James & Merrill Sullivan
William & Nancy Sybeldon
Evelyn Thompson & Jesse Hofman,Jr
Philip & Jean Webb

Tommy & Gay Wimberly
Robert & Mary Jane Wochinger

Most of the attendees viewed two or three shows during
the four day reunion. They had a great dinner at the LEG-
ENDS on Monday before the show and a very fine banquet
at the Hilton Convention Center on Wednesday. The shows
they saw were The L egends; The Shake, Rattle & Roll, Best
Hits of the 60's; and the Yakov Smirnoff show. The Ready
Room at the hotel was well attended at all times.

Very special thanks to Larry and Polly Day who took over
and organized the reunion when the Reunion Coordinator
was unable to attend the first day because of a flight cancel-
lation.

Herb Sargent...Reunion Coordinator




Lost Mem]oers/ Widows

The following named members/widows have disappeared from our rolls.
If you have any information regarding their status or whereabouts,
please call VP-Records, Roy Mantz, collect at (619) 435-1628.

Richard J. Rackow (LM) (16-48) Jeri Cornéll
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! FMA BULLETIN BOARD

The Flying Midshipmen Association official website, under the direction of Webmaster Dave Hardin, is the
placeto gofor all manner of FM A infor mation, including the active M ember and Widow Directories. Dave's
goal iskeep membersinformed and to provide an avenuefor contacting FM A with changesto the Directory,
etc. The website address is: www flyingmidshipmen.org .

HE PURPOSE of theAssociationisto preserve

and strengthen a spirit of comradeship among
members of the Armed Forces of the United States
who served in the U.S. Navy as Aviation Midship-
men; to record and preserve for historical purposes
amemory of the eraof Aviation Midshipmen inthe
United States Navy during war and peace; to foster
and perpetuate the role of aviation in the United
States Navy; to give appropriate recognition to the
memory of those who pioneered and contributed
to its development; to help preserve for history
for the benefit of future generations, appropriate
representative naval aircraft and related equipment;
and to promote naval aviation and the United States
Navy. Additionally, FM A supports the education of
America steenagersin Aviation to encourage them
to choose careersin Aviation.

WEB SITE..E-MAIL..MAIL..PHONE

FLYING MIDSHIPMEN WEBSITE
www.flyingmidshipmen.org

E-MAIL ADDRESSES:
FMA Headquarters— Roy Mantz
rmantz@san.rr.com
Webmaster — Dave Hardin:
flyingmidn@flyingmidshipmen.com

LOG Editor — Bill Busse:
bbussel@mac.com

MAIL ADDRESSES:

FMA Headquarters-Roy Mantz
600 Cabrillo Avenue
Coronado, CA 92118
Phone: 619-435-1628 (collect)

L OG Editor: Bill Busse
555 Byron St. #308
Palo Alto, CA 94301
Phone: 650-321-6228

CONTRIBUTE TO
THE FLYING MIDSHIPMEN
ENDOWMENT FUND

To do so make your check payable to:
THE SAN DIEGO FOUNDATION

And on the“For” memo linewrite:
FLYING MIDSHIPMEN ENDOWMENT FUND

Send the contribution to:

THE USS MIDWAY MUSEUM
VICE PRESIDENT OF DEVELOPMENT
910 N. HARBOR DRIVE
SAN DIEGO, CA 92101

Midway will place your name on a DONOR BOARD
and forward the check to the San Diego Foundation

HOWGOZIT
Member ship (as of 30 June 2010)
Active members 635

Deceased 653
Widows 208

FMA Treasury (as of 15 June 2010)

Investment Fund $9,113.49
NFCU MMSA 8,498.43
NFCU Savings 52.49
NFCU Checking 601.39
Total $18,265.80
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HOW IT ALL CAME ABOUT...Ralph Neiger 11-48

When | was 7 yearsold my father answered my request
for an airplaneride. Wewent up inaFORD Tri-Motor
over Sacramento, CA which was home during my child-
hood.

After that flight I was hooked and wanted to fly. In my
teen yearsin high school | played football, worked in adrug
store, and saved my money. Once a month | took a bus to
Reno, Nevada, and took flying lessons. You were not per-
mitted to fly private planes within 100 miles of the Pacific
Coast sincethiswas during 1944-1945 and the second world
war was still on.

I got my private flying license when | was 16 and | decided

| wanted to be a Navy carrier pilot. | started hanging out at

the local dirt field and soon was flying “ride-alongs” with
some of the “Old timers.”

| took my tests and was accepted
in the V-5 program in 1945. Upon
graduation from high school in Janu-
ary, 1946 | was sent to the University
of Cdlifornia, Berkeley, to start col-
lege. Welived in alarge building just
off campus, two to aroom, and were
treated asif we were in asimilar environment asthat of An-
napolis.

We attended classes in seaman uniform, and had inspec-
tions each week, as well as regular room inspections, and
had curfews. When summer came after the first term I, and
others, were sent to Nava Air Station Sand Point, Seattle
which was converting to a base for Reserves. Much to our
delight we were soon plane captains on F4U’s, TBM’s and
dive bombers. (Got to clean them and start them!) | hitched
rides in the back of the TBM’s and loved the flights over the
San Juan Islands and Seattle.

Little did I know that many years later I would be flying
A3D’s out of Oak Harbor, Washington.

While at Sand Point that summer a meeting was called
and we were told “ The program is changing. If you want
to get out you can. |f you want to stay and become an Avia-
tion Midshipman, go to a college of your choice, get tuition,
books paid for and $50 a month...then sign here!” They also
committed to send us to the college of our choice later at
some time after we got our wings in order to complete our
4 years of college. (“ Right” --we thought) The choice was
ano brainer.

| went hometo Sacramento and finished my first two years
of collegein Sacramento Junior College and was sent to pre-
flight about February, 1948 —Class 11-48.

Needless to say, primary flight training was a ball. |
did not broadcast that | had a private license and about 100
hours in 10 different types of aircraft including the Stear-
man; snap rolls and all. The Stearman checkout was inter-
esting. This 17 year old showed up at a grass field outside of
Sacramento and said he wanted to rent the Stearman (which
I had never flown). The operator said,” Well, let's take a few
turns around the field”. After asking him what he recom-
mended for climb and approach speeds | took off. On the
first approach I cut the throttle at the 180, did a side slip over
the trees and landed. His only comment was “We usually
make a power approach”. | did so on the next approach and
then took off to solo.

My first flight in the SNJ started where many of you will
remember—at the assignment blackboard. | found my in-
structor and he took off with mein the front seat. He landed
at one of the grass fields and said “ OK, taxi to the other
end of the field.” (You will remember how “easy” the SNJ
wastotaxi) | said“ YesSr” and did so. He said “ you have
flown before”, and | replied “ Yes Sr” . He said “ take off” .
| did, and that was the beginning of agreat Primary training
period. The rest of flight training, instruments, carquals, etc.
was awonderful experience.

| was sent to Cor pus Christi for training in the TBM, then
back to Pensacola for carquals, received my wings, and
then to San Diego to VA115 flying the AD. When the Kore-
an war broke out we were on the first carrier deployed from
the states. Boxer was already out there. Later | was trained
and deployed asan LSO and then later transitioned to the A3
and deployed to the Vietnam war.

The Navy did, of course, fulfill their promise to usto com-
plete college. | went back to UC Berkeley and got a busi-
ness degree (BS )and then later to Management school in
Monterey (MS) and Naval War College at alater time.

| had a wonderful
naval career with A3
squadron  command
in 1966, Command
of Ogden, LPD5 and
command of New Or-
leans LPH11.

We picked up the Apollo flight crew
that stayed up 84 days or so, and then 2
years later picked up the Apollo-Soyuz
crew off Hawaii in 1975.

| retired in 1978 while in the position
of Chief of Staff, Naval Surface Force,
U.S. Pacific Fleet.



The Aviation Midshipmen Log

Summer 2010 @ Page 12

1

THIS PAGLE BEGINS A SERIES OF STORIES ENTITLED
“"MY MOST FEARFUL EXPERIENCE AS A NAVY PILOT”

|| EIGHT OF THE ELEVEN WERE FRANTIC...John “to the Rescue” Kropf 17-48 ||

y first squadron (VP-4), was the only mining squad-

ron in the Pacific Fleet and was tasked with developing
tactics for all Pacific Patrol squadrons. Our task was to have
three planes airborne with two hours of notice, another three
planes within 12 hours and the last three within two days
(as | remember). We had even been trained for a primary
target in case of WWIII. The time arrived when we put our
squadron through a practice deployment to Guam where we
practiced an actual simulation from Guam to a manned tar-
get site in the Philippines:

The Skipper, Exec, and Operations Officer were each to lead
athree plane section to the target for grading (Each section ona
different date). I was the Copilot for the Operations Officer. The
plan wasto take off at night in time to be over the target at 6am
to drop our mines in the prescribed pattern. Our three planes
took off as briefed with usin the lead in adow climbing
180 degree turn heading West for our target.

We were at cruising altitude and till no-contact
with either of the other two planes. | am searching both
sides scanning for the other planes (I figured the PPC
was old and probably had poor night vision). | am get-
ting concerned as we should have been in formation
during the slow turn. Suddenly, while scanning the 9

O'clock level position | saw the red and green wing tip lights
very, very close! | grabbed the yoke and pulled it into my stom-
ach whilewatching the airgpeed indicator, pushing over prior to
stall speed. The other aircraft reported missing us by inches (if
that). Can you imagine the hews reports of losing two planes
and 22 souls with no sight of either in the ocean?

Thenavigator had seen the craft approachingat 9 O’ clock
level and was reporting on Inter-Com...CREW...during the
entire hair raising experience. This means that eight of the
11 aboard were frantic while listening to the screams from
the Navigator.

Themission continued with successin laying our patterns.

| don’t recall anyone discussing it later.

|| MIDSHIPMAN KRISER REPORT TO THE BRIDGLE!...Lou Kriser #15 Midn. ||

I t was a dreary, sormy day in the North Atlantic. Rapidly
moving low clouds and isolated snowstorms within sight. |
wasready to launch from an Essex classcarrier,...my TBM lined
up abeam the Idand. My two crewmen and | were in "Poopy"
suits, one behind mein the turret and the other in the belly.

The carrier was headed into about a forty-knot wind. The
deck was pitching so that the bow almost touched the water
as sea spray covered the take off area. The shooter gave the
go ahead signal as the bow began to dip, figuring that by the
time an aircraft reached the bow the carrier would be swing-
ing upward to aid the launch.

| let go the brakes as added full power, and the "Torpecker"
moved forward. | lifted the tail. About then | heerd the loudest
bang I'd ever heard. I thought someone had fired a 5 inch gun. I
recal my reection, " What the hell wasthat!" Within secondsthe
BANG sounded again. | ingtantly recognized that | waslosing my
engine and that there was no way to get airborne. At best the nose
of the bird would dribble off the bow. | made a split second deci-
sion to curtail the launch. Thank God for the TBM's huge flaps!

My intent wasto slow the Bird
and make a 180 loop on the bow.
| pulled power and put the tail
down, andever solightly applied
left brake. The Bird started to
turn, but jump-skipped forward
while turning. | ended up with
the starboard wheel on the deck
cowling next to the catwalk. All
| could see was WATER. The
Bird cameto rest in about 170 degrees, headed aft.

When | emerged from the cockpit, | heard the Bullhorn an-
nouncement, " Midshipman Kriser report to thebridge” . The
Admiral was furious. | had disrupted the launch. Hiswords
were harsher than " What the hell were you doing!" When |
explained what had happened, he calmed down and patted my
shoulder.

I most likely saved three lives and an airplane with an en-
gine replaced.
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|| “PLUNKING™ A TURKLY CAN LEAD TO A SERIOUS RUDDER PROBLEM ||

“I'm sure you will have many really hairy stories so |
thought I would send you one that has a bit of humor.

In November ‘51 | managed to plunk a Turkey i.e. TBM
in the Atlantic about 500 miles southeast of Bermuda on a
dark and rainy night. We were some 55 miles from the Task
Force on a Lantflex Op.

Two and one half hours of hanging on the side of a one
man raft later ( two of my crew were in the raft) a destroyer
picked us up.

Then the next morning a chopper picked us up from the
destroyer and took us back to the carrier. Flight Ops. were
good enough to give me two days off.

The third night after ditching the Turkey, | was back on
my usual 2200-0200 flight. As I sat on the cat after run-up and
mag check, it seemed asif therewasabit of along delay when

instead of the wind-up signal, Fly One called and informed
me that they would have to pull me off the cat.

| asked him what the problem was and he informed me
I had a rudder problem...it was flapping in the wind. After
a few seconds of thought | called him back and told him
there was nothing wrong with the rudder...it was just that my
knee's were knocking so bad that my feet were bouncing on
the pedals.

With that | heard an open
mike on the bridge with
lots of laughter followed
by the words

“Bon Voyage! "«

“Thethen Ensign” Ed Colling 18-48

|| ONLY THE LAUNDRY MAN KNEW!. Norman E. Gaar 1449, ||

t was o-dark thirty when the 8 of us

were launched from USS Valley Forge
to interdict the Chinese supply route from
the Yalu River south to their base camp.
The Skipper of VF-IIl, LCDR James Ram-
sey and 7 others...including me as tail-
end Charlie were north and east of Won-
son, Korea in the Sea of Japan when we
launched. This time there was less grum-

While sweating out the mental calculations
of distance, airspeed, fuel and a carrier ap-
proach, | heard the Skipper call the carrier’'s
CIC to request they ask the Admira to turn
the Task Force into the wind early since his
chick (me) probably didn't have enough gas
to wait on a“Charlie” signa to hit the pattern
and land. (He sure wasright as far as| was
concerned.)

bling about the political Rules of Engage-
ment. We were expected to catch whatever
was in Korea rather than on the Manchurian border. Unfor-
tunately dive recovery required a strafing run right down the
bore sighted path they had set their guns on.

After a few observation miles of the road leading through
the mountains going south, the intercom popped out a“ tally
ho” from our eagle eyed Skipper when he spotted a cou-
ple of dozen supply trucks chugging their way through the
mountains toward their base supply camp.

We immediately set up an initial strafing run and knocked
out the lead and last truck in order to stop the convoy. Nor-
mal positioning of al of usthentook placefor Yo-Yo target
destruction runswhich was alittle hazardous since we had to
pull out toward the face of a mountain.

Anyway, it became a bit boring after a few Yo-Yo's. |
then looked at my fuel gauge only to discovered | had burned
down to 1100 or so pounds and | was below 10,000 feet in the
mountainsof North Korea. | radioed the Skipper and heimme-
diately ordered me off target to go to maximum cruise power
and he gave me an approximate mag heading back to the ship.
(We cdlled the carrier “ ship” but | understand it’s now cool to
call these new fangled canted-deck carriers, “ boat” .)

| spotted thetask force after alot longer ride than
| wanted and observed them turning into the wind. Breathing
alittle easier, | pulled the throttle back to save more gas and
began letting down for a straight-in approach. When about 15
miles from the ship, afriendly voice from CIC came over the
air saying to me, “ Cherry Tree 4, | thought you might want to
know that the water temperature is 34 degrees Fahrenheit.”

Boy, was | thrilled and grateful at that news. Immediately
there followed a maximum in-cockpit poopy-suit connection
inspection and tightening. By thistime | was afraid to ook at
thefuel gauge so | just sat there and hoped for a“ Roger Pass.”
At the last minute, before the ugly potato locker intimidated
me, I dumped flaps, wheels and hook and got a cut.

As | was taxiing forward to park the airplane, | heard an
unfriendly bull horn voice ordering the flight deck crew to
“ check thefuel in that aircraft.” They did and reported to me
privately, and to the Air Boss publicly, that they recovered ap-
proximately 12 gallons of JP-4. (That's about 70 pounds more
that | had guessed.) When | hit the Ready Room | got alot of
hash from its occupants. | had abig smileon my face, but only
the laundry man knew.
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! ANIGHT TO REMEMBER...Gene Tissol 9 46 |

cardina rule in combat operations

is thet “repested runs’ should never be
mede—eveninlightly defended arees. Every-
one knowsthis, but | sugpect that many have
succumbed to theurgeand madeasscond run
onanice, benigntarget. At lesgt | did...once
| should have known better, as | was Com-
manding Officer of VA-192, “TheWorld Far
mous Hying Dragons” And the CO should
dwayssat theexample

Neverthdess, on thenight of 18 November
1965, flying my A4C Skyhawk from USS
Bon Homme Richard (CVA-31), | was on
aroutine mission on a dear, moonless night
- amisson that became anything but routine.
| was nearing the end of my tour and things
were abit dull in the air war. But this night
wasanything but dull. | carried two Bullpups,
and my wingman, “Pappy” Morton, carried
parachuteflaresasweleft our carrier for some
night work near thesmd| North Vietnam port
of Quang Khe, south of Vinh. At the target
aren, we spotted a nice supply pier on the
Song Giang River, about amile inland from
theGulf. | had“ Pgppy” dropapardflaetothe
south of thetarget, while | mede a30-degree
dive from the north, firing a Bullpup in the
reflected light of the flare which sihouetted
the pier very well. | hit the pier with the firgt
Bullpup, and decided to makeasscond runto
do somemoredamage. Midake

Coming in again, I was surprised — and
shocked — by a bure of anti—aradt firg
whichwasthefirg ressancewe had encoun-
tered. Therewasahig pop and anexploson,
which did extendgve damage to the nose of
my arplane The radar and dectricd wiring
were hit, and | log dl externd and internd
lights plusthe dtimeter, angle-of—attack indi-
cator, airgpeed indicator and nearly al cockpit
ingruments. My fud gauge nesdlewas goin-
ning, so | didn't know how much fud | hed
—nor did | know whether or not | hed afud
lesk.

| immediatdy headed out tosea. Sncemy
radio had d 90 been knocked out, | wasungble
to contact “ Pappy,” who hed logt contact with
me All | could do wes head in the direction
of the carrier and once in its generd vidinity
fly thecusomary left-hand triangular pettern.
A hdf-hour later, when the other planeswere
heading back to the carrier for recovery, the
ship had naticed my flight pattern and sentme
somehdp. | wasgoproached by an 8 Cru

sder. | joined on hiswing and the F-8 pilat,
not knowing | had any problem ather then a
radiofailure, obligingly led medown into the
landing pettern. Aswe dl know, home plate
(the carrier) isawondeful prize—assfe ha
ven. It was espeddly s0 to methat night - |
could seethe lights down bdow, but | hed to
figure out how to get aboard.

Therel was at night with few operablein-
gruments no lights and no redio. | sensd
the ship knew | had some sort of

condition and was giving me priority. | hed
no trouble vectaring around the landing pat-
tern and was adle to get on find OK. With
no angle-of—atack or airgpead indications |
soon found out how difficult it wasto get the
proper goproach speed. Erring on the Sde of
safely, | was about 15 or 20 knots too fed.
On my fird pass| boltered. | was high and
fest and boltered the next time aswdl. | was
dowing the plane down on each successve
pass, but on thethird attempt | waswaved off
for dill being too fadt.

On thefourth pass | wascatan | had little
fud remaining. My fud gaugeweasill spin-
ning, but | knew if | hed afud lesk | would
long ago haverun out of fud. | guessd | hed
about 1,000 pounds of fud. | came around
agan on what | thought was a pretty good
gpproach, but dosein on find | saw the red
wavedff lights | later learned that this pess
was good and | probably would have gotten
aboard OK. However, someonein the large
gagdle of goedtators in Pri-Hy hed put his
hand on the wave—off button as| wasin the
groove

As I pulled up again, an A—4 tanker ap-
peared, nicdy podtioned in front of me. |
hed trouble getting the landing gear up, but
was adle to retract the gear by pressing the
overide switch in the landing gear hande
Jug after | retracted the gear and was cartain
thet I'd “flame out” any second —jud then—
the nose coneof my Skyhawk brokeloose. It
flipped up 180 degreesand Sayed right ontop
of thenoseof my arplane, likeabig arsooop.
| couldn't radio the tanker pilat about my dif-
ficulty and hecouldn’t ssemebecausehewas
ahead of me Even udng full power - and
much more of my precious fud - | wouldn't
have been ableto plug into the probewith dl
that extradrag onmy arplane.

All'l could dowastolower my seet, add

full power and put my plane in a shdlow
dive | went whidling pest the tanker and
he had enough senseto kegp mein sight. In
my dive from about 5,000 fegt —going about
400 knats — the nose cone eventudly blew
off, missng the cockpit canopy and leav-
ing me with ablunt nose but alot less drag.
After three or four attempts | was able to get
plugged into the tanker's refuding probe and
bregthed a great sigh of rdief when | darted
teking onfud.

Thetanker pilat,“Ole’ Olson, fromour Sster
squadron VA—-195, led meto DaNang, where
| landed OK and ended one of thelongest, and
certainly the mogt exciting and tiring flights
I"dever had. After | hed parked my Skyhank
on the goron | got out of my arplane ad
good — completdy drenched with sweet and
exhauged — waiting as the crash truck drove
up. | had placed my hdmet onthetarmacin
front of my plane and afront tire of the truck
nedly raled over my hdmet, crushing it flat.
| could dways get another hdmet —but | hed
placed my 8 millimeter movie cameraingde
my helmet! There went the camera. |
considered that incident a small price
to pay for a successful conclusion to
the night’s events.

The next morning I was flown back
tothecarrier inthe ship’s COD and |
told my story to my puzzled wingman
and my bosses, CAG John Tierney and
Captain Bill McClendon. That night,
with anew helmet and no camera, |
flew a similar mission over Laos. But
| made no repeated rungl

USSBon HommeRichard (CVA-31)
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“SPLASH” .1 ROM THE "ROAD TO KOREA..Bob Greenkorn 7-48

e, Will's crew, flew two com-

bat patrols in early August. The
first one on the east coast included gun
spotting of a naval bombardment. For
the second one on the west coast we
were assigned the task of peeking into
Shanghai harbor to see what kind of
shipping was there. We expected the
Chinese would take umbrage and send
some planes after us, but nothing hap-
pened. There were no war ships in the
harbor that we could see.

On August 16 we were to patrol the
west coast to damage roads south of
Chinnampo. There were PC boats re-
ported in the areaand we wereto locate
and attack them. The previous day the
exec onasimilar mission, shot up two
PC boats and in return was shot at by
them. Hereturned with six bullet holes
in the plane. We flew the same plane
the next day in company with a plane
flown by Wayne’s crew.

Wayne made an attack on camou-
flaged PC boats south of Chinnampo
and continued on towards Inchon.
We were destroying dams to flood the
roads. When we came on the PC boats
we attacked with rockets, apparently
sinking one. The nest of PC boats was
ready for us and returned fire and hit
our starboard engine, which caught on
fire. It was like being in a war movie.

Will climbed up to about 1000 feet
and headed west over the Yellow Sea
away fromland. No onewastaking pris-
oners in those early days so the safest
place to be was away from land. Since
the engine was burning, he feathered the
prop and proceeded on one engine. He
dropped the remaining bombs and fired
off the remaining rockets. | went down
in the nose and unloaded the ammo |eft
in the front 20s and passed it back to
be thrown out of the plane. The ammo
from the two turrets was also thrown
out. With less weight, the plane could
probably have flown to Pusan. But the
wing continued to burn and the crew
chief was afraid the wing would buckle.

Even though the wing was burning

everyone was surprisingly cam. We
had contacted the other plane and the
base that we were hit. Will decided to
ditch, so weall went to our ditching po-
sitions. Heturned onthe alarm indicat-
ing we were going to ditch. The time
between the alarm and when we hit the
water was only a couple minutes, but it
seemed like an eternity to me. | prayed
Hail Marys until we hit the water.

Will made a perfect seaplanelanding
andthe plane held together. We climbed
out the emergency exits and inflated
two life rafts which each held five. We
inflated our May West life jackets and
jumped in the water, climbed into the
liferafts, tied them together, and started
paddling away from the plane. It was
gtill smoking. After ten minutes, the
plane sank.. After getting settled and
putting sun tan lotion on our faces, we
put up the radar reflector and kept pad-
dling. About that time, the other plane
had returned and found us.

The other plane jettisoned it's ord-
nance except for their remaining five
inch rockets. Although we were not
aware of it, several North Korean PC
boats were headed towards us and
Wayne Kkept them away with an oc-
casiona rocket. Meanwhile, a British
light cruiser, the H.M.S Kenya had in-
tercepted our S.O.S. and was headed
for us at full speed. Wayne wasin con-
tact with them and directed them to our
location. The other plane stayed with
us until they saw the smoke from the
Kenya. They had leaned their engines
back to conserve enough fuel to get
them back to Pusan. Their port engine
ran out of fuel on landing.

We could see the smoke from the
shipsthat were coming to rescue us. As
the cruiser, H.M.S. Kenya, approached
us it began to circle to slow down and
was joined by the destroyer, H.M.C.S.
Sioux . It wasawonderful sight to see
those two ships. The Kenya put a boat
in the water and it came and threw us
aline. We had been on the water in
the life rafts about six hours. We were
checked over by the ships medical per-

sonnel and then taken to quarterswhere
we could shower and put on our freshly
issued Roya Navy uniforms, a white
shirt and white shorts.

We were each given a glass full of
rum. That practically put me on the
deck, but it did calm the nerves as the
realization of getting shot down hit me.

TO Read Iil’le W}lole SIIOI‘g...
recommend Bob Greenkorn's book,
'Road to Korea", for a captivating chron-
ide of his early Navy career. Bob has covered
important aspects of his time in the Nawvy from
enligment inthe NACP "Holloway Plan” ... four
semesters of college at the Universty of Ws
condn...Pre-Flight asa member of Class 7-48...
basic and then advanced flight training in
PB4Y-2's...his athletic endeavors while in
college and training...assignment to the
"Blue Sharks" of Patrol Squadron S X (VP-
6) at Whidbey Idand, Barbers Point...and
Japan flying P2V-2's and 3's.

Perhaps most fascinating is his account of
the squadron being pressed into combat
operations early in the Korean War. The
sguadron soon became involved in the
"shooting war" over
North and South Ko-
rea, a rarity for a pa-
trol squadron. This
ultimately led to his
shoot down and ditch-
ing in the Yellow Sea.
A great read, Bob's
book is now available
a wwwlulucom and
soon, if not already, at
VWW\.aImazon.com.
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PROPOSED BRONZE PLAQUE #1 to Accompang Moural on Pages 16 & 17
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PROPOSED BRONZE PLAQUE #2 to Accompang Mural on Pages 16 & 17
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|| A NIGHT FLYING ADVENTURE by Jim Sparks 1847 |

ust before we started G-Stage, Gunnery, we had a couple

more night flights to practice landings and go round and
round. Bill Patton and | talked about embarking on a great ad-
venture during our next night flight. Instead of endlessly orbiting
around and around the ﬁe%d while others were doing their touch
and goes, we would use the 45 minutes constructively by flyin
to Mobile, Alabama, and back. Mohile was no more than 5%
miles west of Pensacola. At an airspeed of 140 knots it would
take no more than 18 minuteseach way. Plenty of time.

We were in the first group to shoot touch and goes for for-
ty-five minutes. We then climbed to our assigned altitude
to orbit the field. Mine was 4,400 feet. Bill Patton said
he was goi n%_to follow the coast and | chose to follow US
8, the main highway between Pensacola and Mobile. The
racetrack pattern | was in extended a couple of miles west
of the field because it took that much room to hold all of
the aircraft orbiting. When I was as far away from the field
as| could get, | eased out of the pattern and headed west. |
crossed Perdido Bay, headed northwest and then followed
the highway (the red line on the map). | could see the lights
of the cars and it looked like an easy task to reach Mobile.

Not long after | crossed the bay | ran into alight rain that
gradually increased in intensity. Obeying my first instinct, I
did a 180° turn and headed out of the rain and back toward
the bay. Then | began to think what Patton would say. |
knew he would keep going. Was | a man or a mouse?? In
hindsight | think the mouse was smarter. | did another 180°
turn to the highway and thought the hell with the rain. As
the rain got worse all | could see out of my windscreen was
my own reflection. I turned the instrument lights down as
low as possible, but it didn’t help. For some dumb reason, |
cracked the canopg& acouple of inches, | think to see better.
| was instantly soaked and | closed it quickly.

The plane began to buck up and down as| hit some rough
air. | began to loose sight of the highway because of the
thick rain that became heavier by the minute. | couldn’t see
athing outside the SNJ. Now the planereally started to rise
and fall several hundred feet to the extent that | wasfeeling G
forces, both positive and negative. | decided that Bill Patton
could kill himself if he wanted to but this mouse was head-
ing home. | started a gentle turn to the left and soon heard
the wind noise increase and | felt the controls become stiffer
indicating a higher speed. | concluded that | must be in a
dive so | started pulling back on the stick but the sensation of
speed continued to build up. What the hell was wrong?

It’svery lucky that, within the previous month or two, | had
read an article in the Naval Aviation News entitled “ Grave-
yard Spiral.” It'seven luckier that | remembered it at this
time; | think the good Lord had something to do with that.
Asincredible as it has seemed to me over these many years,
| had failed even to glance at my instruments up to this point
..and | had just completed my instrument training a month
earlier! Well, | certainly looked at them now.

Outside visibility was still zer o and turbulence was severe.
I first looked at the needle-ball and quickly noticed that the
needle was pegged against the left side of the instrument. |
wasinasharpleft turn. | applied right stick until the needle
centered. The artificial horizon had “tumbled” because of
the rough air and was of no use. But the altimeter and the
rate of climb indicator told me | was going down fast so |
pulled back on the power and on the stick. | had no good
way to tell when | had stopped diving and started climbin

because of the lag in those two instruments, but asthe rate o

climb indicator approached zero, | eased off the back stick
and watched my airspeed return to normal. | don’'t remem-
ber how low | got. | just remember how fast | climbed up.

My eyeballs were all over the instrument panel as | re-
gained control of the plane. | remember looking at the
compass and seemgksome_thln closeto 180°. | thought as|
pictured a map of the United States, “ Now, let's see. | was
going west to get to Mobile. Now I’'m going south. | want
to go east. To head east | have to turn left.” Brilliant. Sol
did astandard rate turn to the left in extremely rough air and,
whlen thl%l compass settled on 090° | held the plane as steady
as| could.

All of asudden, after afew minutes, | broke out of the clouds
into a beautiful, clear autumn evening. | could see across Per-
dido Bay to Saufley Field. As I got closer, I could see the planes
circling the field and I even saw a large gap where I was sup-
posed to be. | snuck back into the pattern when my dot was a
couple of miles from the field so I wouldn’t be noticed from the
ground. | happily circled for the severd minutes|eft.

Bill Patton made it to M obile without any trouble. Later
| was sitting on the backside of a large portable schedullndq
boardand | heard aninstructor ontheother sidesay toafriend,
“Did you see that huge thunderhead just west of Perdido
Bay?” The other guy said, “ Yeah. It'slucky it stayed over
there. Itlooked likeakiller.” Ohyes,itwasakillerall right.
I had flown right into the base of a thunderstorm that had
not devel opedi(];htnl ng yet. Asl learned in Aerology, those
storms can dev Oﬁ vertical winds up to 200 miles per hour
and micro-bursts that can put a plane on the ground quickly.
And at night?

That was prob-
ably one of the
hairiest experi-
ences 1 had fly-
ing and one that |
wasreally lucky to
survive. | learned
that it's one thing
to know instru-
ment flying and
an entirely differ-
ent thing to know when to “go on” instruments when flying.
Stupid things like that happen that you would never foresee.
What was | thinking? Bill had flown around the thunder-
head without even knowing that it wasthere.
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ATURBINE BLEW RIGHT THROUGH THE COWLING...Rich Pickering 18-48

Il of a sudden one of the turbines on my starboard en-

gine blew right through the engine cowling. We were
flying 50 feet over the water 150 miles south of Vladivostok,
Russia. Each engine has two banks of 9 cylinders for atotal
of 18 cylinders. For each 6 cylinders there is one recovery
turbine, for a total of three for each engine. Are you still
with me?

Each turbine takes the exhaust gases from six cylinders
and feeds the power generated by the exhaust gases back to
the drive shaft producing more engine power. The bottom
line is that the starboard engine failed. | reached up and
pushed the starboard engine feather button and secured the
engine. When you feather a propeller, the blades move to a

position that reduces drag on the aircraft and shuts down the
engine. At the sametime | started both jet engines. The jet
engines are used only for take off and emergencies. This
was one of those moments.

I am surel would have ended up in the ocean without the
jet engines. Made it back to an Air Force base on the north
coast of Japan and remained there until a new engine was
flown in and installed on our aircraft. Another close one!
I had many close ones in my flying career. You never have
timeto think, just react using the skills you have learned and
some actions you had to make up. | can remember, on occa-
sion, my feet shaking after the final landing and the aircraft
coming to a stop.

THE RUSSIAN ROCKETS MISSED!L Rich Pickering 18-48

was flying at 8000 ft 120 miles south of Vladivostok, Russia. We were in the
clouds and visibility was zero. We were on a reconnaissance patrol collecting
Russian electronic emissions and shipping data.  The United States had a process
for determining when Russian aircraft were launched to intercept us.
event were to occur, my radioman would be alerted by receiving a specia code.

He received that code! | immediately pulled back the power to the engines and
started ahigh rate of descent. At that moment, my radar operator reported to me that

If such an

he had radar contact with two aircraft behind us. At the same time, my ECM (Elec-

tronics Countermeasures) operator reported airborne fire control radar behind us. This report was followed immediately by
a report that the aircraft behind us had fired two radar controlled rockets at us. I deployed CHAFF (Radar Countermeasures)
in an attempt to fool the rockets. CHAFF is metallic or plastic particles designed to make the rocket think that the CHAFF
isthetarget of the rockets. The combination of my descending rapidly and the CHAFF worked and the rockets missed. |

ABOUT THE NEXT EDITION

heBasic Themewill be“*My Most Unusual or Enjoyable ExperienceasaNaval Aviator.”

For example, Don Hubbard shares his experiences in learning to fly the venerable ‘“Yel-
low Peril” and John Jenista recounts his island hopping days flying a PSM for the Bikini
thermonuclear tests. The deadline will be January 15, 2011, but articles will be welcomed
at any time. The maximum size is 3,500 characters and we pre-
fer that you do them in Word. E-mail your articleto Editor Bill
Busse (bbussel@mac.com) with a copy to our Executive Director
Roy Mantz (rmantz@san.rr.com). Typed copieswill bereluctant-
ly accepted if you are among those electronically challenged.

In any event, if you have previoudy sent in an articlethat you think may have been lost in the
shuffle, please re-submit and we will try to fit it in. Note that it is a “ Re-submittal.”
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THE LAST FLIGHT of William Frith 8-48

here I was, 35,000 feet over NAS Jack-

| called out to other aircraft to do a visual

sonville about to perform a* surge check”
on the engine of a Par 1 flight of an A-4
arcraft. It was 10:22 am., late June 1970;
weather was clear with unlimited visibility. |
was on the first flight of a “NEW” airplane.
The aircraft had been rebuilt with new and re-
furbished parts at the Naval Air Rework Fa-
cility (NARF) Jacksonville, Florida

A surge check consists of timing the acceleration of the en-
gine from throttle idle position to full throttle. You must
perform this operation three times to complete the check.
After | moved to full throttle, it would not and could not
move back off! I was to fly at 100% for the remainder of the
flight...needless to say...here we go!

The problem was discussed over the radio with other
NARF test pilots and a decision was made to burn down the
fuel, turn off the master fuel control and land. This sounded
like a swell plan except for the fact that | had NEVER made
a“dead stick landing”. We decided to land at Cecil Field on
the 12,000 foot runway.

It took time to burn off the fud and while circling around
Cecil Field, | said to myself “ what else could go wrong” and
of coursethought of my upcoming landing. | reduced airspeed
to 250 knots by climbing and using my speed brakes, Then |
lowered the whedls and to my astonishment, the right landing
gear did not show a positive on being down and locked!

check on my landing gear. First an A-7 pilot
checked and then an A-4 pilot did. Both said
it looked okay, so | hoped the problem was
with the micro-switch. | decided to bounce the
airplane’s left whedl to seeif the jarring effect
would close the micro switch. Thiswas not an
easy task flying at 100% at over 300 knots, but
to my good fortune the maneuver worked!

So | then placed the call for a landing and the tower re-
sponded, “Runway 36 and all emergency equipment to be
in place”. My approach was fast, very fast and low and as
I turned on final, I was also very wide. I was so wide that
| was over the dump, which | had never even seen beforein
all my approaches. There were birds everywhere and now
| had another task of dodging them as they swept by! | ter-
ribly overshot the runway, made huge corrections to line up
and heard a voice say “cut fuel”! The engine stopped im-
mediately and then it was asimple glide to the runway. The
aircraft stopped with about 800 feet of runway left and | had
quite the welcoming committee of emergency equipment.

| climbed out of the aircraft and said“1 QUIT”.

A few days later...on June 30, 1970..I retired, but will
never forget “My Last Flight”.

“"WE MADLE IT OUT O.K.!" . Rich Pickering 18-48

he weather was so bad at |wakuni that the

dab in the middle of the Cyclone. We had been

PBM could not take off from the bay for its
assigned mission. My crew was selected to fly
the mission. This mission was to be flown in the
East China Seaand Yellow Sea.  The bad news
was that there was a powerful Cyclone in the
area. The good news was that due to its forecast
location | was able to plan my reconnaissance
mission to fly around the outside of the Cyclone
with high tail winds.

Unfortunately, theforecast position of the Cy-
clone was wrong and | ended up right- smack-

flying in the soup (zero visibility) for the entire
mission. Then all of a sudden the sky opened
up and we found ourselves in a 50 mile circle
of clouds with blue skies above us. There was
a solid wall of clouds al the way around the cir-
cle which rose from the ocean surface to about
40,000 ft. We observed amerchant vessel invery
rough seas — we felt sorry for them and | am sure
they felt sorry for us. Anyway, we climbed to an
exit altitude of 8,000 ft and penetrated the wall of
weather at a 90 degree angle. The weather was
very rough, but we madeit out OK.
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“ FEAR..HOW ABOUT GAS FUMES ON THE FLIGHT DECK?..Doc Friesen 13-48 “

n July 1958, 1 was a PPC in VP-5 (NAS Jax) flying P2V-

5F's. We had deployed to Argentiain early June and were
assigned the “Ice Patrol.” This was to chart the melting sea
ice between Greenland and Canada (and points north) and
send back daily reports on the location of navigable water so
that the MSTS ships re-supplying the DEW line radar sites
in Greenland and Canada could get in as early as there was
sufficient sea room, and out again before the next winter’s
freeze...too early and they spent lots of dollars awaiting fur-
ther melting...too late and they spent the winter there.

Normally, we flew up to Fro-

bisher Bay AB, NWT, spent the

night, then flew a charting flight

from there around the edges

of the ice, then landed at Thule

AFB. Back to Frobisher the next

day, torepeat until wehad enough

A/C time to need a magjor main-

tenance check (no maintenance

at either Frobisher or Thule).

We had to fly VFR, because the

ice return on our APS 20B was

very indistinct at times, and not

believed reliable enough for the

ships purposes. At times VFR

was below 200’ ceilings, but that

wasn't too much problem, since

the humidity was so low that the visibility at 200" was in
excess of 30 miles. If the ceiling suddenly dropped from
200’ to zero as it occasionaly did, we immediately climbed
above 1000’ to avoid any possibility of meeting an ice berg
that hadn’t been picked up on the radar.

Late in the month, I was assigned an extra flight out of
Thule to chart the ice around the northern boundary of Can-
adafor estimates on when the ships could be sent to the sites
up there...return to Thule and then continue the routine. We
took off on a clear day, heading north at 5000'. Outside
air temp was 30 degrees or so below zero (a nice summer
day). About 300 miles out of Thule, the flight deck suddenly
chilled up, and | asked the plane captain to check on the cab-
in heater. Shortly afterwards, | smelled the strong odor of
gasoline, put out the smoking lamp and asked for areport.

The plane captain came up and told me that the heater
fuel line was broken upstream of the shut off valve, and the
flight deck was awash in raw gas. Oh shit! Knowing that
any spark from any source would set off the fumes with di-
sastrous consequences, | ordered all electronics equipment
(radios, radar, ICS, whatever) to be turned off; and immedi-
ately reversed course to return to Thule. | turned on the Jet
engines to burn down some of our fuel; thereby increasing
our airspeed from 180 knotsto 250. We opened hatches (pi-
lots’ windows and after station) to vent as much of the

fumes as possible, which lowered the cabin temperature im-
mediately down to the outside air temp. Thank goodness for
“poopy suits’, athough they were of limited help, and our
feet were soon feeling dead. Unfortunately, this did noth-
ing for the dread produced by the knowledge that we could
explode at any second.

I knew that would alarm Thule defense radar ops, since

I wasn't due back for another eight hours or so, and now

represented an unknown bogie inbound at a much greater
airspeed than I had filed for. And
unable to tell them of my plight be-
cause of my fear of using the high
frequency radio we used out of UHF
range. We were intercepted by their
alert fighters about 100 miles out, but
| was unable to tell them about the
problem, since my UHF (their only
capability) transmitter and antenna
connection was located on the flight
deck and that wasn't in my plan.

After discussing the problem with

my plane captain, we decided that

the VHF transceiver was in the deck

below and aft of the flight deck, and

any sparking from it would prob-

ably not affect the fumes. So | called
Thule on guard channel about 50 miles out, briefly explained
my plight and requested priority straight in approach. Land-
ing was uneventful, accompanied by screaming emergency
trucks, who prudently did not venture too close. We shut
down as soon as we cleared the runway, and hastily evacu-
ated the plane with much relief when we were far enough
away to be picked up by the ground transportation.

The aftermath was that there was no proper part available
to fix the heater in Argentia, and a replacement order would
take about three weeks to arrive in Argentia. So we blocked
off the heater supply hose at the engine tank, and flew home
without heat...another two days of minus 30 degree cabin
temperature...but less undesirable than a month or more of
sitting around the quartersin Thule. Nothing to do but drink
beer!

In looking back over the episode, thiswasthe most perilous

[flight of my career, and I knew it at the time. Even making
anight landing in a PBM at Iwakuni during the tail end of
a typhoon (without enough gas to go anywhere else) didn’t
create the degree of apprehension as did a plane full of raw
gasoline dloshing around your feet.
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“ YES..A FULL BLADDER CERTAINLY DOES MATTER! “

“ Ahoy Editor Billy,

Responding to Roy Mantz’s plea for “F earful Speriences”.

Bob Brennan 15-48 “

O doubt, you gets lots of

wild-ass stories from the
Regulars - combat, ‘n shootin’
, ‘'n bombin’ ,'n meddlin’, ‘n
stuff. But lemmetell you, bein’
Weekend Worriers ain't no
bowl of cherries — we've had
our share—specidly usintrepid
chopper poppers at the “Niaga:
raFrontier”. So here goes:

NAS Niagara Falls wuz a
“Emergency Only” airfield
- and that wuz before it wuz
downgraded by BRAC to the
“1"d rather crash than land
there” category. Before flight
ops, gotta chase cows off of
the field. The tower is a guy
standin’ on top of a pick-up
with a megaphone. “Pump
your own gas.”

Our chopper, the HUP-2,
aside from flying like a Model
T and sounding like the hub-
caps wuz full of rocks, had
absolutely no assists, instru-
ments, or other niceties that
the fleet dandies take for
granted.

The only thing that en-
ables that whirlybird to get
off the ground is us remark-
able, skilled, courageous and
modest Reserve pilots. And
instrument flying ??? The only
nav guide was our “concrete
compass’(the N Y Thruway)
that unerringly leads us back
to “Cowplop Heaven”.

Weéll, one particularly BAD
foggy night — Ceiling zero,
Vighility zero, | wuz all alone
and returning home in a hurry
- anxious not to miss Happy
Hour at the Charlie Lindbergh
portable bar ‘n grill that wuz
wheeled in on weekends. The
milkshakes wuz a favorite —
fresh milk from Ole Besse
who always seemed to wander
back onto the “‘landing field”.

Cause of the zip ceiling and
visibility, | was driving on
the Thruway, sted of flying
over it. ‘N every few miles,
| had to pop up into the deep,
dense, dark fog to hop over
the bridges.

Isthat Fearful nuff for you
?? But wait - it gets much
more worse !

It had been a long flight/
driven. My BPG (Bladder
Pressure Gauge) wasredlinin’,
‘n wuzready tobud.

With each hop over abridge,
my BP went up about 2 more
pounds. At last, Lady Luck
Jfavored me !

| made a blind turn and
ended up in a service area
Jumped out and bolted for
the head ...and wouldn’tcha
know it...the dam thing was
closed. And then............. 7.
SWOQSH........ gl

POST SCRIPTIUM FOR PAGE ONE

Of course, it's easy to see
Why y'all envy me

It'strueand | know that you know it.

But don't be downtrodden
Or act pettifoggen

There can be only one FMA Poet !'!!
Bob Brennam

“This is a picture of me doin’ a HUP-
HOP over a bridge into deep dense fog”

“Can you discern the bridge?

The damn thing was closed!

“BPG wuzred linin’
‘n wuz ready to bust”

“SWOQOSH......!»
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“ CATCHING THE WIRE IS NOT ALWAYS GOOD!..Ray Carpenter #3 Midn “

uring the Summer of 1954 while
stationed a NAS

airframe.

| started to land and collect

Lakehurst with Helicopter
Squadron Two, the East
Coast was besieged by
Hurricane Carol. Flying
the Piasecki Hup-2, sev-
eral of us were dispatched
to the NAS Johnsville area
to aid in flood relief.

Upon reaching the area
we were left more or less
on our own to render what-
ever assistance we could.

myself when another chopper
told me that my tail assembly
was gone. After checking with
the Johnsville tower, they in-
formed Lakehurst of the situ-
ation and I was directed to fly
back to Lakehurst if | felt the
aircraft airworthy.

Back at Lakehurst, | was di-
rected to land by putting my tail
on amattress they had laid out.
This was fine except they for-
got to tie it down and the rotor

It was while | was search-
ing down one of the rivers
that | was waved down frantically by a
man who informed me that he had just
seen a man on a housetop going down
theriver. | immediately took off in pur-
suit, flying at about 150 feet following
the course of theriver. Naturally, | was
looking down and only glanced up to
see severa wires directly in front of
me. They looked huge.

Instinct took over as| yanked back on
the cyclic and applied full up collec-
tive. Imagine my surprise when the air-
craft came to a stop and | was thrown
forward into the harness. This lasted
only momentarily and then the aircraft
started going backward. Then | was
thrust backward into the seat, it was
forward again only to come to a stop
once more. Backward again and then
forward. At last, the wire released me
and I was flying normally again. The
reason it released me was, it had pulled
the entiretail wheel assembly out of the

During these gyrations, my crewman
who was secured to the aircraft only by
agunners belt found himself up against
the windscreen when the aircraft
stopped. This was followed by arever-
sal when we went forward again. Dur-
ing these maneuvers he was cast back
and forth like a fly on a fly rod passing
by me on each change of direction.

L ater analysisreasoned that theinitial
contact had taken al the slack out of the
wire and then the weight of it pulled me
back at which time the power took over
and we flew forward until the slack was
taken up again after which the process
was repeated until finally the aircraft
structure gave up and | was released.

Each iteration brought my nose down
until at the moment of release, | was
looking a more wires. One more it-
eration and it would have been,” Fried
City”.

wash caught it and sent it about
100 feet into the air whereupon it came
down about twenty feet from me. After
tying the mattress down, | landed safely
and so ended a memorable day.

The post flight briefing (about a
month later) revealed that the aircraft
had stripped about 7,000 feet of cable
from their insulators and bent three
of the cross arms on the towers. Inci-
dentally, about a third of Trenton was
without power temporarily. The power
company was not very happy about it,
but what could they say about a brave,
young chopper pilot who was only try-
ing to be agood Samaritan.

WHATA WAY TO NEARLY END MY CARLER!...Sport Horton 2-47 “

Oneof my scariest situations occurred when my late older sister sent me afruit cake package which | opened after | was
recovering from my previous wound aboard my aircraft carrier. Because the holiday season was rapidly approaching, my
older sister decided to send me afruit cake celebrating the occasion and it was delivered to me.

As | was opening this package, the bottom dropped out and a bottle of well known brandy fell harmlessly onto my bed.
She had smuggled this brandy which was against navy regulations, and it scared the living daylights out of me. What away
to end an aspiring naval career! | immediately emptied the contents of this bottle onto the fruit cake and presented it to my
squadron mates one week later. We all thoroughly enjoyed it and it made an immense hit with the pilots of my fighter squad-
ron. What appeared to be a scary situation turned out pretty good and I know I'd made a few points.
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VERTIGO! ! ! as experiencecl l)g Owen Dglcema 15-49

hen aboard ship they used to tell us that seasickness was caused by conflicting messages from your ears and eyes.

If you were in aroom aboard ship and nothing seemed to be moving, but your ears were telling you were moving up
and down...up and down...you could get pretty sick to the stomach. Theideawasto go to a hatch and ook out at the horizon
-- then your eyes would confirm your ears and all would be well again.

It's 1985 and four of us are flying swept-wing jets (Grumman F9F-8) in
division formation approaching Glenview, lllinois, in heavy cloud cover. | was
flying #2. We got clearance for the four of us to descend on the O'Hare approach,
to cut off to Glenview after breaking clear. The "teardrop” descent approach
was. outbound for several minutes; turn more than 180 degrees to the right to
inbound; continue descending inbound until we cleared the clouds.

I had no problem flying wing on the leader, jockeying power and stick to stay
close in the clouds. Then suddenly, although according to my eyes nothing had
changed, my ears started shrieking, " Hey! He'srolling over to the right...now
we're upside down...we're going to come out the bottom going straight down...
into the ground...do something!" As far as I knew I was simply flying the same
power / stick stuff to stay in close to my leader...nothing had changed. It was ab-
solutely all I could do to continue flying on him, loudly reminding myself that he

was one of our best pilots, an airline pilot, used to this weather stuff, he couldn't be
doing that! | ssmply had to trust him. | had to put my lifein his hands! Eyes bulging,
heart pumping, mind screaming of certain death just a few seconds away...I came
very, very closeto pulling strongly up and to the left, away from him...and over onto
my back and into the ground!

After about a full minute of thiswrenching chaos things seemed to settle down
a bit. Another few minutes and we broke clear. We were, of course, descending
straight into O'Hare airport, wings level, speed under control.

| never got a single apology from my ears or mind. Nobody said, "Uh -- sorry
about that." Nobody even seemed a bit embarassed! | guess people were just never
designed for that kind of activity.

A LETTER TO OUR EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR...from Buz Dryfoose 13-48

Dear Roy,

It was with the greatest pleasure that | opened the current issue [Winter 2009-2010] of The Aviation Midshipmen LOG! For many
years I have felt the multi-engine pilots and crews weren't getting their fair share of both attention and praise....and the current LOG
addresses this long-standing oversight beautifully! 1t has seemed to me the Navy has continuously overlooked this critical aspect of
support that has always made not only the more immediately visible activities of single-engine pilots and crews possible, but has pro-
vided the means of moving men and materiel so missions all over the world could be fulfilled in keeping with Navy tradition.

[Ed: Thefollowing are brief excerpts from Buz's career]

.... From VR-3,1 volunteered for VX-6 which was nothing but a glorified transport squadron flying off snow in the Antarctic. I flew
R4-D-8s on skis and was fortunate enough to be the first C-130 pilot qualified in the Navy....Basically, I flew C-130's for the rest of my
career, retiring in 1968.....I ended up my career with a little over 15,000 hours. I feel very fortunate in truly learning how to fly in a

transport outfit. About forty percent of my time was actual instruments. I was always proud to be a Flying Midshipman.

Warmregards, E.D. "Buz" Dryfoose, 13-48



The Aviation Midshipmen Log Summer 2010 @ Page 27

“"WITH PRAYERS FOR THOSE WHO DIED™...Charley Melville Midn #86

T hedatee May 26, 1964.
TheActors. Two... Me, I'm a LT. in Attack Squadron 42, and one unnamed sailor topside on the flight deck.

TheScene:  Our Air Group is onboard the USS Bennington. We are on our way to the Med for a six month cruise but the
CAG want's one more day of flight ops while we are still off the coast of New England. It's now about 0630 and we are
launching an early morning flight of VF and VA for squadron tactics. I'm leading a flight of 8 AD's and ahead of me on the
flight deck, the Cougars and Banshees are taxing to the forward cats. The AD's will be free deck launched.

TheAction: Suddenly smoke is flaring out of the lower portion of the Island; more smoke is coming out of the catwalks
on both port and starboard sides, forward as well as aft of my spot on the flight deck. Announcements begin on the PA
system and over the radio that we have explosions and fires burning below decks and in the catapult spaces. Later we learn
that catapult hydraulic fluid has leaked out of the pressurized system and is being ignited in fires and explosions that will
kill 103 men and officers.

"Stop the catapult launch, pull the jets out of the way and deck launch all the AD's". | think the idea is save as many
aircraft as possible. Anyway, my chocks are pulled and I'm directed forward to the Flight Deck Officer for a very quick
"two finger" turn up and then the launch signal.

The Scarry Moment: So I'm rolling down the deck in my
take off run, and now begins my most scary moment. It's not
because of the fire and death below decks because from my
cockpit, I just can't see the terror below.

What | do seeisoneyoung sailor crawl out of the smoke
in the starboard catwalk and run across the flight deck to-
wards the port catwalk but directly in my takeoff path. | was
at a point in the deck run where | just could not stop. My
only hope was that he would be fast enough to get clear of
my path; and in those few microseconds before he did clear,
| had my scariest moment.

Not even nights flying upside down in thunder bumpers, or
getting shot at in Korea were as scary as those few moments
on the Bennington. | am sure that many friends who were
below decks during the fire had their own scary, as well as
fatal moments. | bingoed to NAS Quonset Point as medevac
helos started coming out to pick up our injured. We buried
our dead with honor, regrouped and some monthslater we did The USS Bennington underway 5 March 1965
deploy to the Med.

Theterriblelossof lifeand damageto thisship convinced the Navy to shift out of hydraulic catapultsand into the new steam powered
caapults.

With prayers for those who died on May 26 those many years ago.
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THE DEMISE OF THE HANGER QUEENLBill King 7-48

SN \ﬁureau Number 90898 still sits
t the bottom of the Gulf of
Mexico with my camerain it.

My first thought was how am | going
to get out of my seat. | then remembered

L et metell you how it got there. 1 June 1949 dawned bright
and sunny at NAAS Saufley Field. I awoke with a feeling of
great anticipation along with some concern and alittle bit of
trepidation.

Thiswastheday | would go aboard the USS Cabot, CVL
28 and finally carqual on a real carrier. All those FCLPs that
| struggled through were behind me now. This would be the
real thing. As| recall, the plan was to walk aboard the Cabot
in our flight gear...carry on a hand bag with a set of khakis
and our personal items... make our 6 landings and then fly
back to the beach. As luck would have it, | was assigned to
fly in the "hanger queen" as someone told me later. | aso
noticed there were several civilians on board indicating that
thiswould also be a VIP cruise of sorts.

When | got strapped into my aircraft and turned on the
radio, | heard lots of static. | made a radio check with " pad-
dles" and could barely hear him. The pucker factor was start-
ing to rise as I knew that this was not normal. I finally taxied
into position for my first real carrier take-off.

I soon became airborne and started my first approach.
The static in my radio was so loud | redly had a hard time
understanding the landing instructions from "paddles.”

Somehow, | managed to hit the deck hard, but | did catch
a wire. “WOW," | said to mysdlf, that was "hairy." | was
just hoping | could survive 5 more landings and return to
the beach. Thankfully, the next two landings were a clone
of the first, however, the static in my radio was becoming a
rea distraction. | told "paddles’ of my dilemma and he said
I could either down the aircraft and quit flying that day or put
up with the static. | opted to continue my carquals.

Asl started my fourth approach and reached the 90 degree
position, | felt a very strange sensation...l could no longer
hear the static. Infact, | could not hear the engine noise ei-
ther. | immediately hit the throttle and mixture controls, but
got no results. The plane stalled out and started a steep |eft
turn. | tried to level the wings and the next thing | remember
was waking up and seeing green seawater all around me.
When you're flying 150 feet above the water and you lose
power, gravity takes over before you can say "que pasa."

those Dilbert Dunker drillsand reached up
to pull myself out of the plane. However,
I didn't move. I can still remember saying to my self, “ well-
thisisit.” Then my guardian angel spoke to me-and-said,
" Check your seat belt, you idiot." | found that my seat
belt was still locked so | unbuckled the belt and immediately
started my assent to the surface. After what seemed like an
eternity, I surfaced and found myself floating between two
tireswith their struts still attached.

It wasn't long before a rescue boat from the USS Forrest
Royal DD 872, the plane guard, picked me up. | then had to
climb aboard the destroyer on a Jacob’s ladder. The gulf was
choppy that day and | remember banging my leg against the
side of the ship while getting aboard. That bruise, along with
one | received on the back of my head were the only "boo
boos" that | received during my crash into the Gulf.

Once aboard the Forrest Royal the doctor gave me a shot
of brandy and checked me over. He then told methat the C.O
of the Cabot wanted to see me ASAP. | remember thinking,
“0.S what now!”

When I finally got to see him he was furious. He told me
that I had messed up the routine flight operations of the day
and embarrassed him in front of his special guests. | tried
to explain to him that I didn't think the accident was my
fault.However, he would not believe me. | later talked ith
the Flight Surgeon on board and he said that he watched the
crash and didn't think that I would make it. He estimated that
| was under the water for nearly two minutes.

Upon returning to Saufley, | was told that | could have 30
days leave or immediately take two more days of FCLP's.

| chose the latter and on 13 June | returned to the Cabot and
made 6 successful landings. The next day as | was checking
out of Saufley, the plane captain for the SNJ I put in the drink
came up to me and thanked me for finally getting rid of that
old "hanger queen." | assured him that was not my inten-
tion.

However, I guess that proves that you can probably find
something good in any situation if you really look hard
enough.
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ALMOST SHOT DOWN BY A RUSSIAN ICBM...Bill Mallinger 11-46

twasin the1960s. The Russianswere still very busy test-

ing their intercontinental ballistic missile capability. Some
of their impact areas were in the Pacific Ocean. One in par-
ticular was just West Northwest of Johnston Island .

Patrol Squadron 22 consisting of 12 Neptune aircraft (P2V-
5Fs) was then stationed at NAS Barbers Point, Oahu. We
were tasked to send a three plane detachment to Johnston to
observe atest of a Russian missile...if it occurred.

With little specific information on the impact point, we had
to rely on the estimated area and launch time that the Rus-
sians had planned for this event. The launch was scheduled
for night time which was another of our considerations.

The first two nights of our “coverage flights” there wasno
activity to report. On the third mission Clifford Olson, our
Executive Officer, with myself as PPC, elected to take the
flight. For some reason the assigned crew was unavailable.

Our takeoff and flight to the
operating area was uneventful
and we subsequently stationed
ourselves in the expected area
of impact. We noted that a Rus-
sian trawler was also in the vi-
cinity We flew at approximately
4,000 feet.

Therewasa broken layer of cumulus clouds just below us
and little or no moon. It was quite dark. I elected to fly a box
pattern hoping to see any event that might occur.

We watched intently expecting that we would see the mis-
sileat ahigh atitude. | was more than surprised when atiny
gray spot appeared on the horizon directly ahead of us. | kept
my eyes on it and gave a running commentary into our tape
recorder describing how it looked as it approached.

The tiny spot suddenly grew larger and appeared to be
coming straight toward us! | remember being more than
just alittle apprehensive. | gave some thought to making a
turn to avoid a collision. However, there wasn't enough time
to do that...things were happening much too fast.

It passed below our port wing at an estimated distance of
500 yards. It continued though the clouds to impact, which
we did not see. In answer to the obvious question...” Yes, it
was nerve wracking and exhilarating at the same time.”

Having completed our assigned mission we then proceed-
ed back to Johnston Island and debriefed our flight.

I believe this may be the first and only time that a Navy
aircraft has ailmost been shot down by an intercontinental
ballistic missile!

Another first for Patrol Squadron 22!

Editor’'sNote: I was a member of Patrol Squadron 22 during Bill Mallinger’s first deployment. My missile experience came
some years later. Ours was a flight of four Banshees going from Alameda to Jacksonville for our two week Reserve Cruise.
En route we had to spend four days in Pensacola (playing bridge) due to inclement weather...or so we told the Skipper.
Anyway, since we were late arriving we were immediately sent aloft to build up our night time. After a quick briefing on the
various Restricted Areas near Jax we headed off. At about 20,000 feet we found our selves |ooking down at Cape Canaveral
just as a Jupiter rocket was launched. We all sensed it at the same time... a big ball of fire and it seemed to be headed
directly at us. Our instincts took over and we all scattered to avoid the potential news headlines...” Jupiter Collides with
Banshee” “OQutstanding Fireworks Display! ]
Bill Busse 2-47

‘ MORE HAIRY THAN AN "E” RIDEAT DISNEYLAND...Bob Abels 21-47

taxied onto the cat in an AD-6 at 26,000 pounds after a Cutlass at twice my weight had just been launched. How-
ever, getting shot off near the Cutlass settings does not qualify as“ My Most Fearful Experience” ...even though it
was more hairy than an "E ride" at Disneyland. Took quite awhile to get my eyes back in focus!

("As I added power on my first solo hop, things got hairy and stayed that way for over 3,000 hours.”’) Bob Abels
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SNAKES OR ALLIGATORS?..Bob Abels 21-47

y toughest decision was at NAS Atlanta where I was the VA Flight Training Officer for two AD-5 Reserve Squad-

rons. During the weekdays the qualified pilots could fly anywhere as it gave us more flight time and boosted our stand-
ings against other VA squadrons. During this one week we had two AD drivers request to fly to Opa Locka airfield in Miami,
Florida. When it came time to return, one aircraft would not check out mag-wise, so it
was left. TheAir Station said it would repair the plane.

When it wasready, I was flown down by the Marine Flight Training Officer who had to
get right back. I filed my flight plan and went to the aircraft. Two Air Force aviators there
volunteered that the plane sounded terrible the day before and to be careful.

Being a former resident of Miami, (I wasliving in an area called Liberty City) | knew
there were no empty spaces outside of the air station on which to crash land an aircraft...
plus| had an oversize full belly tank attached.

Everything checked out okay. The take off was smooth and | headed north to NAS Atlanta.  Just North of Jacksonville,
FL, as| was heading inland toward Atlanta, the magnetic debris light started blinking then came on steady. That means you
have metal in your oil and the engine is coming apart. Get on the deck!

However, | am over the Okefenoke swampsand it's pitch black out. I'm closer to Warner Robbins Field so one decision is
to continue rather than going back to Jacksonville. The big decision will be, if the engine quitsdo | bail out or ride it into
the swamp? Being a Florida raised person, I'm familiar with the Everglades with its snakes, pumas and alligators...plus rot-
ted out tree stumps. If I jumped, where would I land? If I rode it in and hit a stump and flipped upside down...what then?

| called Warner Robbins gave my emergency situation and sweated blood. Made it about 30 minutes later, but | never
had made up my mind whether to jJump or rideit in.

(P.S. That year VA 672 and 673 came in first and second for the safety award and first and second as the best two AD Squad-
ronsin the Reserve Program.)

L.S.0.s AND BOUNCING BOMBS!..Bob Abels 21-47

H ow about three Landing Signal Officers on the LSO platform working to bring Cor-
sairs and AD's that had been over Korea back aboard. One Corsair calls in with an emer-
gency...rough running engine and hung ordnance, but is too high the first two approaches.
(I’d have cut him on the first pass as there are 100 men on the deck to get the pilot out, but if
he goes in the drink, he's all alone). On the third pass the senior LSO cuts him. On landing
a bomb bounces down the deck.

Suddenly, there's a huge explosion and we are cov-
ered with flying timbers from the flight deck. The bomb
has exploded, blows a 5 to 8 foot hole in the landing
area, kills a cameraman and injures several other flight
and hangar deck personnel serioudly.

On the port side of the airplane is just the main spar with the landing gear strut at-
tached. There are several different coats of paint exposed on the fuselage, but the pilot,
because of his poopie suit, was not seriously injured except for several hundred minute
pieces of metal imbedded in hisleft side. On this event one just hung loose!
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|| FIRE IN THE COCKPIT! ||

A longer version of this story was published earlier, but the incident remains uppermost in my
mind as my most memorable flying experience. Roy Mantz 7-48

W hen: 8 June 1956.

Where: Operating with V C-6 Detachment off USS L exington con-
ducting an ORI in Hawaiian waters.

Circumstances: Flying an AJ Savage with a crew of three on an
assigned secondary In-Flight Refueling mission. Working with a
section of F7U-3 Cutlass aircraft from VF-151 perfecting their in-
flight refueling skills.

—_ollowing rendezvous at 10,000 feet altitude, each Cutlass took
turns unsuccessfully attempting to engage our drogue with their
probe. After repeated attempts by one of the fighter pilots lunging at
and hitting the drogue, my Bombardier/Navigator, observing through
his periscope, noticed the drogue cone, probably being out of round,
spinning rapidly at the end of the hose. Shortly he observed the hose
and drogue starting to oscillate and violently whip snakelike in the
dlipstream. Soon thereafter the cone broke free of the hose. With no
airflow to hold the hose in the streamed position, it started retracting
into the bomb bay of the AJ, much like a non-engaged window shade
that when released spinsrapidly onto itsreel. All the while, the hose
was spewing fuel.

Within seconds, there was a violent explosion in the bomb bay of the AJ. The blast was so huge that
the pressure from the explosion blew against the pressurized access door between the bomb bay and the
cockpit. A large fireball engulfed the cockpit.

Needless to say, we three crewmen were stunned and witless for a moment with the fire in the cockpit.
It was apparent that we were in danger and so in short order | secured the jet engine in the tail of the air-
craft to preclude feeding the fire with more fuel, radioed “Mayday, aircraft on fire,” and ordered the crew
to bail out.

In the timeit took for the Third Crewman and Bombardier/Navigator to prepare for bail-out, it became
apparent that the fire was a flash fire that had burned itself out, the smoke was clearing, and that we were
still flying in good order on the two reciprocating engines.

| rescinded the order to bail out, cancelled the Mayday aert, and radioed that we were proceeding to
NAS Barber’s Point. Following an emergency landing and the securing of the aircraft, we inspected the
charred bomb bay. It was obvious that the plane was a strike from the observed damage. What was truly
frightening was to see the steel mesh-wrapped jet fuel lines blistered to the point of bursting. Had they
gone, what turned out to be a most uncomfortable incident might have ended up atotal disaster.

And, I might not now be hereto write about it!



