targets, and | assigned thefighter lead to fellow
L SO bud. Thetwo of uscame up with theplan,
then began sweeting the small stuff. At midnight, the
fighter lead bingoed to his stateroom, and | began
crunching the kneeboard cards. | realized that |
needed to borrow abigger ready room, asthetotal
body count on the strike had risen from eight
motivated warriorsto awhopping 24. No room for
that many warm bodiesin Ready Nineon the JFK.
Our fighter squadron’sready room was empty,
so | commandeered it and began putting up the
board. Formation and flow snapshots compl ete, |

approach August 2001

2 ould bebusy inour jets. It wasa
day. Multiple groups of bogeysand bandits
vaited for uson our route and in thetarget area,

~ kepi n'g all of usawake. The slow-movers executed

t
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the mission and then headed home, and the pointy-

nosed jets went back to mom for Case 111 straight- /

ins. After aquickie CVIC debrief, we all scattered

to pack and be on our way. l
| wasdragging. It wasnow 1100, and | had

been awake since 0800 the previous day. For

about ananosecond, my brain entertained the

thought of giving my flyoff seat to ajunior JO, then

| thought about all of thewonderful pilot-relief r ’i

modesin the Hornet and the ribeye and beer | had

left for myself in thefridge at home. | wanted to

gohome.




After yet another uneventful man-up, launch
and three-plane rendezvous, fatigue began to set
in. | felt euphoric whenever | alowed my eyesto
closefor amoment. Soon, those momentsbeganto
last ever so dightly longer. | found myself awaken-
ing, information, not having remembered when |
had shut my eyes. “Don’t do that again,” | thought
to myself. What | would have given for astick of
gum or aradio station to listen to or athumb tack
to stick in my thigh-—anything to help stay awake.
| began pumping up the G suit and turning on the
ac. full blast, trying to find waysto turn my jet into
a30-million-dollar entertainment center. | recall

snapping aert two moretimes during that trip
home, each timeflying right where | needed to be.
Fortunately, we weretrucking homeat mil minus
nothing, and 40 minutes | ater, we were overhead g
sunny Jacksonvilleinthe break. e
Ever seen that picture of the biplane engorged
on atree? The caption reads, in effect, that flying
isnot dangerousin and of itself, but it isunforgiv-
ing of mistakes. Onthat day, my judgment was
clouded by both fatigue and pressureto get thejob
done. | flew twicethat day, flagrantly violating
crew-rest regul ations on both occasions. Fortu-
nately, for my shipmatesand mysdlf, theworst
mistake | madewasdecidingtofly inthefirst place,
rather than drifting into awingman or into the
Atlantic, semi-consciousat thewhed!.
Lt. Breyer flies with VFA-86.
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