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Three

Buckets of
Naval Aviation

This old guy obviously had been to
those faraway places where few
boldly go, and fewer still returg

by Cdr. Steve Baxter

any years ago, asaflight student, | was
fortunate to have more than my share
of good instructors. They would offer
advice, encouragement and when
needed, ahealthy dose of motiyvati
Each had hisown style. Some u
clever phrases. Othersfavored vei
distorting tirades.
Oneteacher took amom
day to explain histhree-buck
old guy (hemust have beenn
had been to those faraway pl .
boldly go, and fewer till return from. \
Heheld my undivided attention when he
mentioned the three buckets of naval aviation
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during adebrief oneday. After all, my pink sheet
was sitting within reach of the black-and-silver
Skilcraft resting in hisgnarled paw.

“Let metell yaabout these buckets,” he said,
saltiness and JP-5 dripping from every word.

“Yessir,” | squeaked.

“These buckets are standard i ssue once ya get
to your first fleet squadron. You carry them with
you every day for therest of your career.” His
eyesreflected the pain of 11 monthson Yankee
Station, so | knew he spokethetruth. | had noidea
what hewastalking about (my mind still raced
from shooting doppy point-to-pointsan hour
earlier).

“Thefirst one,” hesaid, “iscalled the experi-
ence bucket. That one, when yafirst get it issued,
isempty. Nothinginit. Not adrop.” | figured that
made sense. | knew | had along way to go from
my radia interceptor to afleet airplane, whatever
that wasgoing to be.

He continued, “ The experience bucket begins
tofill from the moment you walk into your first
ready room, whether you know it or not. Every
timeyou gotowork, it getsabit fuller.” | was
beginning to understand. Hetook asipfroma
stained coffee mug and along drag on an unfil-
tered cigarette. “ Asit fills, whatever isinthereis
availableto usewhen you might need it, later on.”

| asked what he meant by that. “ You see,
whilewaiting in marshall on some dark and scary
night inthelO, you'll need that pail. You'll reach
intoit, and the knot in the pit of your stomach will
get alot smaller, trust me.” He mentioned some-
thing about adlider at that point, but | figured it
was someterm from the olden days.

“The second bucket islabeled knowledge. Just
likethefirst one, thisoneisempty whenit's
issued.”

“How dol fill thisoneup?’ | asked, inmy
whiney, ensignvoice. | didn’t liketheanswer.

“Thisoneisnot likethefirst. Thisoneyou can
only fill by hard work and study,” hereplied. | was
disappointed because| thought | was done study-
ing oncel got those Wings of Gold. Hetalked

about stuff like NATOPS and 4790, and abunch of
other pubsthat | pretended to know. | just figured

I’ d put the namesin my experience bucket and pull
‘em out to impress some other new guy.

“That knowledge bucket,” hewent on, “will
really comein handy. Scary thing about that one
though.”

“Jmminy,” | thought, “if hesaysit'sscary,
what’snext?’

The lieutenant continued. “With the knowl -
edge bucket, if you don’t keep it refreshed by
study, it beginsto dry up. It’'ll go completely
empty if you don’t work at keepingit full. When
you need toreachinto it and it'sempty, you'll be
inahurt locker.” | didn’t know what a hurt locker
was, but | was pretty surel didn’t want to be
there. | madeit apoint to beginfilling up my
knowledge bucket ASAP (I had learned that
acronym earlier that day).

He continued, “ Thethird bucket islabeled luck.
Thisone, unliketheother two, isfilled to thebrim on
thevery first day you get it.” Interesting, | thought.
“Theluck bucket isthe oneyou don’t want to reach
into very often. Unlikethe others, onceyoutake
something out of theluck bucket, it'sgone. Can't
put it back. It'smuch better to reach into one of the
other two and leave thisthird onefor thosetimes
whenyou really needit.” Sounded like good advice.
“I’vehad to reach into that last one acouple of
times,” hesaid. Hiseyeskind of glazed over, and |
could have sworn | heard therazor-sharp growl of a
missile-tracking radar. “ Anyway,” hereturned from
that faraway place, “you don’t want to reach into
that luck bucket when the other two are sitting there
right nexttoit.”

| left the debrief without apink-sheet that day,
but | figured thetwo “belows” | got for those
tortured point-to-pointswereworthit. Sure, | had
learned athing or two about radial-magnetic
indicators and that thetail rises (or doesit fall?),
but | was moreintrigued by the three-bucket
theory. For just alittlewhile, until my next flight, |
felt asif | wasdlightly ahead of the power curve(l
had |earned that term earlier, too).

Cdr. Baxter is the commanding officer of VAQ-136.
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by Cdr. Brick Imerman

had been out of the cockpit for four years
and, statistically speaking, was about ashigh
risk for amishap asyou could find. I com-
pleted aquick Cat. IV FA-18 syllabus at the
FRS. Whilean FRS student, | also was
conducting XO duties, travelling to Hornet
Executive Steering Committee meetings,
attending SHARPs, and fulfilling the requirements
of XO charm school.
One night when no VFA-147 JOs were
availabletofly ared air (adversary support)

Constellation. Since we werein the midst of
fog season, | also checked NAS ChinalLake,
our primary divert. Everything seemed fine, until
| realized | had no clue what timetheir field
closed. | queried theArgo ODO, and he said
ChinaLake should be open until midnight.
His*“should” didn’t reassure me very much,
so | pulled out my IFR Supplement, got the
phone number, and called China L ake Base Ops.
“Field shutsdown at 2230,” wasthereply. That
was good info to know, asthe strikershad a

Playing Hyd and Go Seek

on an Emergency Divert

sortiein Superior Valley, | wascalled tofill in. |
wasgrateful for the flight time and glad to be back
inthe squadron where | had served my department
head tour. | wasreassured to seel wasflying on
thewing of one of the community’s strongest
sticks—the 2000 Carrier Aviator of the Year.
Whiletheflight |ead prepared the tactical
portion of the brief, | double-checked the
weather and NOTAMS. The NOTAM S were
OK, but the weather was marginal. When
airborne, we would check if the range was
useablefor the strike coming in off the USS

4 approach November 2001

TOT of 2220t0 2230, aligned precisely with
when we should be flying by China Lake on our
way home.

We headed over the mountainstoward Supe-
rior Valley. The weather-guesserswereright:
Therewerethin layersof milky cloudsfrom 5,000
to 25,000 feet. Aswe passed the mountains and hit
the desert target area, the wesather lifted enough
for usto clear the range and work the low end of
the 10,000-to-15,000-foot block. With nomoonand
working under ahazy overcast, it wasdark as
could be.



Thestrikerswere late getting to the target
area. After a10-minute delay, they called inbound,
and we commenced our run. We hadn’t gone 30
secondswhen | heard that familiar deedle-deedle
of the master caution.

TheDDI showed ahyd 1A caution, but the
pressure still checked good. | reportedit to the
flight lead, and he promptly knocked off the run
and passed me the lead.

Asluck would haveit, our run had us
headed almost directly for China Lake. How-

ever, thefirst thought that crossed my mind—a
thought which numerous aviators have had in
this situation—I knew better. Asif my flight
lead sensed my internal debate, he said over
aux freq, “You are going to ChinaLake, aren’t
you?’

“Affirmative,” | replied.

It was as dark as the ace of spades. As|
reached for my nav bag, | saw the hyd 1A caution
fliptohyd 1B. “Ohgreat,” | thought. “1’mlosing
fluid and the system doesn’ t know wherefrom, so
it'strying toisolatetheleak.” | sucked theleft

engine back to idleto conserve remaining hydrau-
lic fluid. The good newswas | was now only 20
milesfromthefield, and hyd 2 washolding
strong; thiswas going to be ano-brainer.

| fumbled through my nav bag and grabbed
my ChinaLake approach plate. | knew |
wouldn’t have to shoot an approach, but |
needed to know the minimum safe atitudein all
sectors, sincethe hillsaround the field were
invisiblein the darkness. “ Got it—that’smy min
at,” | said.

Then | was back in the nav bag, fumbling for
my NATOPS pocket checklist. After what was
only amoment but seemed like an eternity, | found
the hydraulics section.

Suddenly asickening thought hit me. What
timeisit? | looked at my clock—2229. Quickly, |
called ChinaL ake Tower on 340.2.

“Tower, Jason 41, 15 southeast on an emer-
gency divert,” | called.

“Roger, Jason 41. | wasjust turning thefield
lightsoff. Areyou in need of an arrested landing?’
tower responded.
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“Negative, | just need to put it on deck,” | responded.

“Roger, controllers have gone home, but I’ 1l keep the
lightsonfor you. Landing runway 14,” tower said.

Whew! | went back to my pocket checklist. The hyd
1B was accompanied by aFCS caution light and aleft-
leading-edgeflap channel 1 and 4 failure. | knew there
werewarningsin the NATOPS about such asituation, but
| couldn’t remember whether or not they called for reset-
ting the FCS. | fumbled in the darkness, flying with one
engineat idle, trying to set up on the duty runway, which
was 180 degrees out from where we were, trying to read
the checklist, that promptly dlid off my kneeboard and fell
to the deck.

| wasnow officially behind thejet.

Then | remembered: aviate, navigate, and communi-
cate. With agood hyd 2, all | had to do wasget my landing
gear down and fly to touchdown.

Withthissmplified plan, | dowed below 250 knotsand
dropped the gear handle and flaps. Problem was, | neither
heard nor felt thefamiliar clunk. | looked for gear indica-
tion; none down. Bright red light in thegear handle. |
looked again at the gear handle and double-checked hyd 2
pressure. Handle down, 3,000 psi.

It didn’t make any sense, hyd 2 controlsthe gear, not
hyd 1. | had ahyd 1 problem, not hyd 2. The gear should
have extended.

| reported the predicament to my flight lead and asked
him to back me up with the book. He was having so much
troubleflying wing in the pitch darknessthat he couldn’t fly
and read effectively at the sametime.

“Tower, Jason 41. WE' re having some additional
problems here. Do you have afreqfor VX-9 base?’ |
called. | got thefreq and called V X-9, but therewasno
answer. Everyone had gone homefor the night.

“Tower, does anyone have abig book who can help us
out?’ | requested.

“Jason 41, what’sabig book?’ tower asked.

“ Sorry tower. We need apilot with an FA-18 NATOPS
manud to helpusout,” | replied.

“Stand by.”

| could tell thiswas going to bealong standby. It was
past field-closing time, and everyone had gone home. We
were on our own.

Flight lead madethe call, “ Recommend we elevate.
Therearehillsjust east of thefield.”
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Great call, but | informed him I’ d already checked our
min safe altitude, and wewere OK. At least I’ d done that
right.

As| was doing the comm shuffle between V X-9 base
and tower fregs, flight lead started reading the hyd 1B
procedures from the pocket checklist. No reset on the
FCS: Shut downthe engineif dual hyd 1A-1B failure.
Luckily, thingsweren't that bad yet, and | wasalready min
power on theengine.

The most important business now wasto blow down
thelanding gear, regardlessthat all indicationswerethat |
shouldn’t haveto. | dowed below 180 knots, aware that
my leading-edge flapswere not extended fully.

| blew the gear. | got one green, thentwo green. The
NATOPS FCF chapter saysit may take up to 30 seconds
for the gear to extend fully. | swear thelast main gear took
29.99 secondsif it took one second.

| wasready to put down the plane, regardless of what
little noteswedid or did not know from the big NATOPS.

| looked at my hyd pressure gage—hyd 2 held steady
at 3,000 ps. | redlized that if | took atrap, the only person
working at the field wasthe personin the tower. | could
spend therest of the night sleeping in the wires, waiting for
someone to come out and tow mein.

| looked at my fuel gage: 3.9. Still plenty of fuel for a
couple of passes.

| would try anormal landing. If the brakes, powered by
hyd 2, failed on landing rollout, | would make one attempt
with the emergency brakes. If they failed, | had enough
gasto execute ago-around and make two attempts at a
trap.

“Tower, Jason 41, 5 miles northwest for the straight-in
runway 14, | called.

“Roger, Jason. Cleared to land runway 14,” tower
replied.

My flight lead said on aux, “Recommend you takea

trap.
| relayed my plan, and flight lead concurred. Then he
pitched in, “Recommend you go hyd | SO overrideto fully
charge the brake accumulator.”

Gouge! That’swhy he'sthe Carrier Aviator of the
Year!

| looked at my DDI, which now indicated both hyd 1A
and hyd 1B cautions. | wastoo closetothefield at this
point to shut down the left engine.



“Jason 41, tower,” tower called.

“Go ahead, tower,” | replied.

“1 havethe ASDO from Weapons Test Squadron on
the phone, and he has his ODO on another phonefrom
home. He hasaNATOPS and requestsyou relay your
problem,” tower said.

| thought about leveling off and starting the tower—
ASDO-ODO phonerelay. But | looked at my fuel, realized
| had aplan, and told tower, “Negative, I’ [l beondeck in
onemike.”

The straight-in seemed an eternity. On theway down |
kept thinking, why did | haveto blow downthegear? Is
thereahyd 2 problem? If so, then the normal brakes
aren’t going to work. Remembering that the emergency
brake and parking brake handlein the FA-18 are one and
the same, | must have grabbed the handle 50 timesin that
last fivemiles. “ Emergency brakes,” | told mysdlf, “not
parking brakes.” | could see the worst-case scenario in my
mind: Passed up the arresting gear, set the parking brake at
100 knots, blew both tires, FODed both engines, skidded
off therunway, flipped thejet, and killed himself...

| wasin close now. Threshold, runway, touchdown.
Hyd 2 pressure holding... 120 knots, tap the brakes—
nothing. Hyd 2 pressurefluctuating wildly... 100 knots,
stand on the brakes—nothing. Pull the emergency brake
handle, lightly touch the pedals...

Good grip, bigsigh of relief. Rideit to afull stop.

No brakes, no nosewhedl steering, but still no hyd 2
caution onthe DDI.

“Tower, I’ m going to need atow off therunway,” |
sad.

What went wrong? My jet had alesking hydraulic-drive
unit (HDU), the mechanism that drivestheleading-edge
flapsup and down. Theleft leading-edgeflap, driven by hyd
1B, hasahyd 2A backup. Whenthe HDU started |eaking,
the system tried to isolate which hydraulic circuit theleak
wasin; therefore, the switch from hyd 1A to hyd 1B cau-
tions. Since hyd 1 couldn’t drivetheleading-edgeflaps, hyd
2A tried to help. However, afailed switching vavealowed
fluid from the hyd 2 system to migrateinto theHDU. Asa
result, theleaking HDU wasdraining both hyd 1 and hyd 2.
That’swhy my landing gear wouldn't extend normally.

Why didn’t | recognizethehyd 2 failure? Not only
wastheHDU dispensing my hydraulic fluid, but my hyd 2
fluid-level sensorshad failed aswell. | had lost all of my

hyd 1 fluid and nearly all of my hyd 2 fluid, but the DDI
indicated no hyd 2 problem. Despitethe fact that the jet
indicated agood hyd 2 system, | was actually minutes, or
seconds, away fromlosing that jet.

| relearned that asafe flight startswith thorough
preflight. Know your divert-field information—cold. Prior
to briefing, the weather and NOTAM S checked good at
ChinaLake. However, if | had not checked thefield-
closing timewhenindoubt, | may well haveradioed China
Lake one minutetoo late. My aircraft may not have made
it to the secondary divert field at EdwardsAFB. By the
way, anyonewho triesto take ajet with ahydraulic failure
acrossthemountainsisafool.

Haveaclear plan of actionin an emergency Stuation.
Know your NATOPS, and ask for help from ODOs, flight
members, and anyone e sewho can helpwhenyou needit.
But be ready to makeasound and timely decision, based on
your systemsknowledge, when helpislimited or not available.

Asfor my flight lead, my hat’s off to him. He backed
me up and gave meimportant info. He knocked off the
engagement when the problem was reported and promptly
passed methe lead. Aswe began descending, he reminded
meto check my altitude and theterrain. He backed me up
to the best extent possible, given theflight conditions, with
the pocket checklist. He advised meto take atrap and
thendidn’t try to talk me out of my plan when herealized
my plan made sense. He reminded meto go hyd ISO
overrideto recharge my accumulators prior to landing. But
most importantly, he supported mewhen | needed him,
kept hismouth shut when | didn’t, and didn’t try to fly my
jet. | couldn’t have asked for better aircrew coordination,
giventhe conditions.

And asfor ChinaL ake Tower, thelone person there
did agreat job linking the phone chain to get an ODO with
aNATOPS manual ontheline. Thetiming wasn't perfect,
but theinitiative was outstanding.

| should havetaken atrap, but hindsight is20/20. | had
aplan, and taking atrap was part of my backup.

Once on deck, | wound up waiting over an hour inthe
jet for thetow job, whichiswhat | sought to avoid by not
taking thetrap inthefirst place. My reluctanceto sitinthe
arresting gear for an hour had clouded my judgment. | had
formed asolid game plan, stuck toit, and executed it to get
thejet on deck.

Cdr. Imerman is the executive officer of VFA-147.
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Those H,elos
Weren't there
a Minute ago

by Ltjg. Matthew Crump

nthe spring of 1996, | wasalow-timecivilian pilot

looking for any opportunity to get inthe sky and build

flight timein the Cessna170B. One Saturday, the

conditionswerenot ided: VFR, with cellingsat 3,000

feet and fiveto six milesvishbility. My young daughter
waswith me, sightseeing and messing around. We'd
been flying for about an hour when | decided to bouncea
few timesat Parker County Airport, whichisoutsidethe
Ddlas-Fort Worth Class Bravo airspace and 11 miles
west of NAS Fort Worth. | had my anticollision lightson
and was squawking VFR, but not talking to Fort Worth
Center or Approach.

| approached the uncontrolled field from the west, and

thewind was out of the south. My instructor had taught
me that the 45-degree-to-downwind-pattern entry was
almost alwaysbest. | planned to overfly thefield west-to-
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east, 500 feet above the pattern atitude, before dropping
downto enter. | called CTAF for an airport advisory but
got none, so | announced my intentions. Sincevery old
airplanes without radios often use Parker County, | was
awarethat someone could bein the pattern and not hear
me, so | kept looking below as| crossed thefield.

Obvioudly, | waslooking down too much. When|
finally looked up, my windscreen wasfilled with two CH-
53E Super Stalionsbooming aong in the opposite direction.
My heart cameinto my throat, both from fear and from the
negative-G maneuver that followed. | passed perhaps 200
feet beneath the leader.

| continued my pattern entry, turned south, and looked
to my right to seewhat the big heloswere doing. They
hadn’t deviated from their course onebit. | don’t think they
ever saw me. | gave up on my bouncesand landed. | shut
down and walked it off, showing my daughter some of the
interesting old planes and waiting for the shakesto pass.

The encounter took only afew seconds, but thelesson
was huge. | thought | was controlling every risk asl
approached thefield: | was communicating, squawking and
doing my best to bevisible and predictable. However,
focusing on where | would bein acouple of minutes, |
aborted my scan of where |l would bein afew seconds.
With aclosing speed of perhaps 230 knots, those 53s got
real big, real fast.

The Super Stallion driversa so seemed to have been
VFR, or they would haveknown | wasthere. They were
flying over apublished (and highly visible) airport under
1,500 foot AGL. Nothing wrong with that, but it should
certainly be an areato expect the presence of bug-smash-
ers. Next timeyou' reinthat Situation, tuning up the CTAF
wouldn’'t beabad idea, and keep your eyesopen. =«

Ltjg. Crump is an intelligence officer at the National Airborne
Operations Center, Offutt, AFB.



Self-Loading Luggage

by Capt. Randolph L. Winge, USAF

0 one expectsto havea“Therel was...”

story early inhisor her flying career.

Thosetaesarefor the crusty old codgers

with thousands of hours under their belts,
who, for the price of adrink at the club, will passon
their wealth of knowledge to the next generation of
flyers. Nonetheless, there | was, anugget weapon
systemsofficer (WSO) in the F-111 replacement
training unit with just such astory.

It was my second training flight in the venerable
Aardvark. My pilot, an experienced instructor, briefed the
missionto bealocal low-level dumpinginto Melrose
Bombing Rangefor target familiarization, followed by
multiple approachesto homefield. Becauseit was my
second flight in the Vark, the pilot spent extratime
covering crew coordination, ORM issues, and his expec-
tations of me ashisWSO. The two-hour, low-level went
asbriefed, and we soon were back in the traffic pattern
overhead Cannon AFB, N.M. During theeleventhlapin
the pattern, | cried uncle, and the pilot agreed to make the
next approach thelast. Littledid | know at the time how
prophetic he was.

For the final go, we departed the pattern to re-enter
for a5-G, approach-end break. Everything went textbook
perfect. About 90 degreesinto the turn, the pilot made
one of the four comments that right-seaters never want to
hear from their pilots. He said, “Uh oh.” Asl scanned
theinstrumentsto determine what waswrong, | discov-
ered we had | ost agenerator, acommon enough problem
inthe Vark. “It happensalot,” he explained. “Normally
we would declare an emergency, but we' |l just continueto a

full-stop.” Prepared by adozen emergency-
smulator rides, | immediately reached for my
checklist. By thetimel found theright pageand
just about thetimewerolled out onfind, | heard
the second, third and fourth phrasesthat right-
segtersnever want to hear, “Oh.....,” followed by an
ever popular four-letter expletive, followed by, “We re
not goingtomakeit,” andfindly, “Ball out, buh...”

I’ m pretty sure he had intended to say it threetimes,
but all power cuts out when the capsul e gjectsfrom an F-
111. | ditinctly remember seeing the horizon roll three
times before coming to rest and seeing the burning wreck-
age of our jet 50 feet in front of us. Wewere OK, but
what had happened?

We had | ost an engine because of afuel-pump block-
age aswerolled off the perch. Both throttleswere cut to
idle until we were established onfinal, and thesink rate
wastoo high for asingle engineto overcome. Theonly
glaring indication of the problem wastheloss of agenera-
tor. Had werolled wingslevel after losing the generator,
we might have saved thejet. The pilot’sdecisionto takeit
toafull stop wasaresult of overconfidence (he had seen
this problem many timesbefore). My inexperiencedidn’t
hel p matters.

Six yearsand 1,000 flight hourslater, | look back and
am amazed at what heand | did. If | had just taken the
timeto finish my scan of theinstruments, would | have
seen theindications of afailed engine? Why had | put so
much faith in my pilot’sknowledge of the platform, rather
than working out the problem for myself?Was| just self-
loading luggage? A passenger in acrew position?

Capt. Winge flies with VAQ-142.

November 2001 approach 9



Welcome to the Fleet, Have

by Lt. Nick Green

en daysout of the Prowler FRSand | was scheduled airpower demonstration for their tiger cruise (canyou
to participatein aonce-in-alifetime bagex for three believeit?). Eight loud-and-low Pratt & Whitney engines

days, herein the Puget Sound, just afew minutes should do it. We planned adivision fly-by inadiamond

flying timefrom NASWhidbey Idand. Asthe new formation to please the crowd, maybetwiceif gas permit-

guy, | was scheduled asthe priority player for thefirst  ted, then on to the bagex. | really was psyched.

two days of thisgood deal, then they’ d let me start Wewalked and started on time, with onejet dropping
working on my LSO qual on day three. out of thefly-by for gasreasons. Three Prowlers till

| guessthey didn’t trust meto fly during thetiger would look pretty good with Victoria, B.C., and the

cruise. No problem, | still was psyched. My first four hops Olympic Peninsulaas abackdrop. Thelaunch and
inthefleet were bouncing at Whidbey, and my fifth was rendezvous were well-executed, and, with the weather
the bagex. All | had to worry about was CAV U, we could see both CVNswhen we reached

2,000 feet. With my new CO in thelead, we per-
formed three fly-bysfor adeck full of spectators,
and, inthewords of the air boss, we“were
the highlight of thetiger cruise.”
Thedivisonleadthen
turned hisattention to
getting usoverhead,

with asmuch gas
\ aspossible,

flying the ball and building experience
around the boat. Could it get any better?
Wl yes, they could hot-pump uson the
flight deck for moretraps, but the ship said
no pumping gaswith tigers on board. We

would get one bag of gas, and when we hit
hold-down wewould be sent home. &

Onthemorning of thefirst day of
carrier ops, our ready roomwas
packed for the brief. Therewere
two overhead timesand three
sguadronsinvolved, which put four
Prowlersintheair for my event.

Just prior to the brief, our ops
department got acall from another
CVN inthe Sound, asking for an
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We Got a Good Deal for You!

for our real objective. Weimmediately weregiven a
charlie signal and headed down to the break at max trap.
So far so good.

Everything went well until my fourth trip to the
catapult, where afinal checker noticed ahydraulic leak.
We were spun off the cat, and the maintainersfound a
problem with the starboard, flight-hydraulic pump that
was small enough not to register on the cockpit gage.
Meanwhile, the other Prowlers were continuing the
bagex, getting down toward hold-down fuel, and then
heading home, just 30 miles away. We were the last jet
on the deck when maintenance cleared usfor a one-
timeflight home. We were close to hold-down, so it
wasn’t abig loss. I’ d already gotten three traps and the
first fly-bysof my career. | still had ahuge grin behind
my mask. A CAV U day in the Puget Sound, in March,
with two carriers asking usto help them with tiger
cruises. What were the odds?

Whilewewere preparing to launch with our weak
hydraulic system, adramabegan to unfold at homefield.
With our CO’sjet safely on deck, adifferent squadron’s
Prowler blew amainmount at the runway intersection,

leaving plenty of FOD and
fouling both runways.
Their nosawhed

steering was disabled by the sudden turn, and they were
unableto clear theintersection. Wewere still talking to
approach control, heading toward thefield at ninemiles
when | got the call to turn south and climb for max con-
serve. Wewere No. 2 and the other bagex Prowler ahead
of us(alow-fuel onefrom earlier) wasnow so low on fuel
that it wasin danger. Thisgood deal hop quickly waslosing
itsshine.

We had 10 minutes before committing to thebingo
profileto our divert field. Thehydraulicleak hadn’t beentoo
much of aproblem until thispoint; it had cost me sometraps,
but now it meant that if we had to divert, theaircraft would
be down, awaiting maintenance. We relayed our Situation to
approach control, who was anxiousto divert us, even asking
if the CVN wassuitable. Imaginethat, diverting from home
fieldtotheboat! That wasout of the question. We held out
aslong aspossible, and, just aswe got avector south toward
thedivert airfield, therunway was cleared and thefield
reopened. Weturned north, contacted tower, and landed.

Our low-fuel ops had reduced our margin of safety.
That margin wastested by the unexpected closure of both
runwayson aCAV U day. The ground personnel were able
to quickly removethe offending jet from theintersection,
but, in the cockpit, it seemed to take forever.

Lt. Green flies with VAQ-140.
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by Lt. Michael B. Carson

t wasthe last WestPac of the millennium, and |

wasthe new guy in town. The squadron was

flying over 500 hours per month during our

deployment to the Arabian Gulf. Everyonewas
working, flying and playing hard. Wewere getting
anew CAG helo guy to help usout by pulling
someof theload.

CAG hdlicopter representativesroutinely are
tasked with augmenting the squadronsintheair
wing. Ourswas new to thejob but was an experi-
enced pilot. Hehad over 1,000 hoursin Sikorsky
arcraft, atour asan FRSinstructor, and was among
thefirst helicopter pilotsto go through the Weapons
and TacticsInstructor course at theNaval Strike
and Air Warfare Center in Fallon, Nev.

It was abeautiful, clear day inthe Gulf. |
recently had survived my H2P board (helicopter
second pilot for you non-rotor heads out there). |
felt good about myself and looked forward to an
exciting hop—that’s defined as anything other
than plane guard for us. | wasto fly acool
helicopter aeria-gunnery exercise. Wetypically
take off with acouple thousand 7.62 mm tracer
rounds, two M-240 machine guns capabl e of
firing 900 rounds per minute, six replacement
barrels, and several naval aircrewmen who need
practice at killing things. All wewould bekilling
today was aMk-58 marinelocator marker, but
we were amped up anyway.

12 approach November 2001

Wewere 15 milesfromthe CV and ready to
rock androll. Thecrew chief tossed the target smoke
out thedoor and reportedit lit. Thiswould befun!

| wasin theright seat, usually the aircraft
commander’s position for thisevent, and had the
flight controlsfor most of our gun runs. Thefirst
two runs were smooth as glass. We made our
strafing runsinto the wind at 120 knots, ball
centered, and |eft-hand turns. The machine gun
was mounted in the cabin door on theright side
of the aircraft. Coming off the third run, |
snapped the aircraft to the left on crosswind.
Bam! Bam! Bam! Mini-explosions, like so
many cluster bombs, were coming from the | eft
side of the aircraft.

My first thought wasthat we had arunaway
gun, left side. | leveled the wings, scanned the
engineinstruments, and realized therewasno gun
ontheleft side.

Thenit hit me: compressor stall. Execute
critica memory items. Engineindicationsnormal.
What to do? Head for home. Turning for the ship,
my mind racing. Inform crew. Done.

“I havethe controls. Pocket checklist,” the
pilot said. A sense of relief swept over me. | was
safe now, or so | thought.

| asked myself, “What are my primary
responsibilitiesasthe copilot?’ | had to back up
the pilot at the controls. | was deep into the



checklist. Single-engine procedures call for
dumping fuel, if required. Boy, did | want to dump
fuel. After all, wejust had lifted off with 4,500
pounds of gas 15 minutes ago, and it was summer
intheArabian Gulf. Helicopter aerodynamicsare
all about power required versus power available.
It doesn’t take ageniusto figure out engineswill
giveyou only afinite amount of power, and, the
heavier you are, the more power will berequired
tolift you. If welost theleft engine, we would
haveto swim for it because wewouldn’t have
enough power to fly with one engine. | wasn’t
interested in swimming.

| suggested we dump fuel, but | was rebuked.
The PAC had other thingson hismind. Hewas
talking to the boss, requested landing as soon as

possible and flying the aircraft back to the boat. |
said, “ Areyou sure about that?’ | strongly felt
dumping fuel wastheright thing to doto minimize
our power required for landing. Rebuked a second
time, | let it dlide and moved on to the before-
landing checklist. We were going homein our
present configuration.

We landed with no further incidents. Our story
could have ended much differently. I had let the
classic barriersto communication—age, rank and
experience—cloud my judgment. Asdiscussedin
the debrief, dumping gaswould have been theright
decisonto make. Whenyou'reinacritica
situation, and you know you' reright, stick to your
guns, and dotheright thing. =

Lt. Carson flies the SH-60F and HH-60H with HS-2.
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by Lt. Justin Hendrickson

t wasawarm, late June day off the coast of
Jacksonville, Fla., aperfect day tokick
fledgling carrier naval aviatorsout of the nest
with asteel-toed boot. | wasabout to join the
proud tradition of tailhook aviationinaT-45C,
bagging my first carrier landings aboard USS
George Washington. Ten traps, four touch-
and-goes, and afew ACM flightswereall that
stood between me and the Wings of Gold.
Asoneof thefirst classesto CQintheT-
45C, we had added incentiveto perform. | didn’t
want to bethefirst student to DQ in the new

platform. The* Super Goshawk” model hasa
cockpit layout similar tothe FA-18, completewith
aworking HUD and vel ocity vector.

The plan wasto get two touch-and-goes and
six trapsthefirst day and finish the requirements
the next day. | drew lucky No. 113 for my machine
and set out to do some good work. | didn’t intend
totiethelow-altitude record.

Launch, rendezvous and marshal were com-
pleted without incident. Beforel knew it, | was
abeam the ship. Coming around the 90 and peeking
at the carrier for thefirst timeissomething | never

Climb!



will forget. My first touch-and-goes and traps,
though maybe not spectacular from the LSO
platform, werethrilling for me. Welistened to lots
of lectures on the dangers of the catapult launch,
and we knew where our feet, hands, trim, flaps,
and everything el se were supposed to be. Theraw
power of the cat stroke was an eye-opener every
time | went down thetrack.

Halfway through my first-day requirements
and below hold-down, | signaed theyelowshirts
and wassidelined for fuel. Thisshort break gave
me achanceto reflect on my last couple passes,
watch afew of my buddies’ traps, and triple-check
my takeoff checklist.
After refueling, | taxied to
the bow catsand readied
for another launch.

The cat shot was as
strong and exhilarating as
the previous couple, which
waswhy my brain stem
could not reconcilewhat
was happeningto my jet
asthe deck disappeared
behind me: afull settle
off the cat.

Timestopped. | looked
at my airspeed, and saw |
had plenty. What the heck
was happening?| faintly
heard someone screaming
inmy headset, “ Off the
cat: Climb! Climb! Climb!”
| wasafraidthat if | pulled
back too hard, | would stall, eventhough | had
enough airspeed.

After carefully milking theaircraft up to
pattern atitude and drilling upwind, | heard alead-
safewhisper, “Turn,” in my headset. That snapped
my attention back from amost flying into the
water. | focused on landing again. After an
uneventful trap, | wassidelined. My mind raced
over every detail of thelast cat shot, trying to
figureout what had just happened.

About thetime my squadron tower rep (who
surely had just been chewed up and spit out by the
Air Boss) asked mewhat had happened, it had
dawned onmewhat I’ d donewrong. “ Sir, | acciden-
taly ranthetrim down during the cat stroke,” |

explained. Inthe T-45, you' re supposed to cup your
right handina“U” shapejust aft of the stick. When
the holdback fitting rel eased and my jet exploded
forward, my hand, out of surprise, inexperienceor
fear, grabbed thetop of thestick. My fingerscurled
over thetop of the stick with thetrim button squarely
under my palm, getting the black squeezed out of it.
Tomy surprise, the ship’sskipper didn’t end my short
naval-aviation career right then and there. | was
alowedtofinishmy last coupleof trapsfor the day.
Thefirst thing everyone wanted to see after |
landed back at NAS Jax was my HUD tapeto see
how low | had settled. Unfortunately, the tape

U

The “Super Goshawk” model has a cockpit layout similar to the FA-18.
Proper hand placement on the controls is critical.

malfunctioned, but alead-safe orbiting abovetold
memy jet had left awakein the water that was
longer than the carrier. Because of bad wesather, |
had the entire next day to sit and ponder my fiasco.
Thewesther cleared, and, after apep talk froma
few IPs, | went out and got my qual.

For studentsin advanced flight training, the
ma or focus of the CQ phaseis performance behind
the boat, but your performancein front of theboat is
equaly important. It will kill youjust asquickly.

Good habit patternskeep aviators—especially
the single-seaters—out of the water and on the 3-
wire. I’ mriding the stroke these dayswith my right
hand wrapped tightly around the Hornet’s* towel
rack” and nowhere near thetrim button. -

Lt. Hendrickson flies with VFA-15.
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A { tha Talhook Convention in Beno, Nev., on August 17, 2001, RAdm,
David Architzel, Commander, Naval Safety Canter, discussed tha state of
naval aviation,

According to RAdm. Architzal, evan though daclining mishap mtes am
causa for celebration, currant ratas of aicraft acquisition will not replace the
destroved alrcrafi.

Also, in spite of the downward slope of mishap rates, the cost continues o
Increass,

HAdm, Architzal comparad mishap rakas for fva typas of aircralt against
mishap ratas for other Tailhook-class aircraft. As you can sea, SOMme commu-
nitias are doing bettar than othars. If you fiy one of these planas, check whemne
you stand.

|Notm: From tha ime thesa slides were preparad (o the and of tha liscal vear, wa lost
afie F-14 apd 2 FA-18s)
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fter seven days of dropping bombsand
refining our weapon tacticsin beautiful
Hawalii, it wastimeto return to sunny

Cdlifornia. The day began very early withthe
loading of luggage and mai ntenance equi pment,
since the maintainerswere traveling the same day.
After completing abrief withthe Air Force at
zero-dark-thirty, wewere delayed to let four
Falconstake off first. TheAir Forcedid not want
all 10 planesto convergein the same piece of sky
over Molokai. Heaven forbid you might rendez-
vouswith thewrong tanker!

The delay was about 30 minutes, and we were
finally airbornewith athree-ship of S-3s. The
rendezvouswith the K C-135 tanker was unevent-
ful, aswell astheinitia drogue check to make sure
the tanker was sweet. We were on our way for at
least seven hours of flying—it seemswe went to
Hawaii with aheadwind, and we were going home
from Hawaii with aheadwind.

The boredom of theflight was only broken up
with two in-flight refuelings, so it was mind-
numbing. My first wake-up call camewhenwe
penetrated clouds. They were not very thick, but
they did give me achanceto fight fatigue and
boredom.

Aswe approached the outer ADIZ near
Southern California, we began to discuss breaking
up theflight. The KC-135 had enough fuel to
continueto TravisAFB, and the crew was anxious
to begin their northward journey. We had used less
fuel than anticipated, and they were eager to reach
their final destination.

Dash 2 devel oped oil-pressure problemson the
No. 2 engine, and the pilot had toretard it toidle.
Now our flight definitely had to break up or ow
down, since Dash 2 could not keep up. The KC-
135 aircrew began coordinating adirect flight to
Southern Californiawith air traffic control (ATC),
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whilewe slowed down to stay together. Maybe he
was not going straight to Travis after all.

The Dash 2 pilot kept theengineat idleand
monitored the Situation. Shortly after getting
everything squared away withATC, Dash 2
developed another problem. The hydraulicsfor the
No. 1 engine had lessthan two gallonsremaining.
Thank goodness he had not shut down No. 2
engine, or hewould have had no choice but to
swim for California. A quick check revealed no
hydraulic fluid coming from hisport side, but hedid
haveail all over thetrailing edge of hisstarboard
flaps. The No. 2 motor was not doing well but had
to remain running sinceit could bethe only source
of hydraulics. TheNo.1 hydraulic
low-level light stayed on, ruling v
out the use of the emer- =

gency hydraulic pump. -

Findly, wewere \h :
insight of NAS Southern ¥
California, and we could break up the
flight and let Dash 2 |and. Once hewas safely on
deck, lead and | came into the break and landed.

\Wewere on deck, and all jetswere safe, soiit
wastimeto head for the O Club. Aswe called for
taxi-to-the-line, | observed we still wereup tactical
on the back radio. \We were getting closeto the
line and wanted to switch up baseradio. | in-
structed the COTA C to switch radio No.2 to base.
Aswe madearight turn, fuel ran from my refuel-
ing probe door across my windscreen and down
theleft side of theaircraft.

Aswe approached theflight line, we started
theauxiliary power unit (APU). We had just come
to astop sincethe lead and Dash 2 were getting
their brakes checked, when | heard the COTAC
yell, “Ground saysour No. 1 engineisonfire.”
“Who, me?’ | wondered. | keyed ground fre-
guency and said, “ Say again for Dash 3.” Ground
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control repeated the call that our No.1 enginewas
onfire. | scanned theinstrumentsand saw nothing,
no abnormalitiesand definitely nofirelights. |
looked out the portside and saw nothing and then
looked inside at the instruments one moretime.

Thistime, theAPU firelight started toillumi-
nate. We shut down the APU and activated the
fireextinguisher. Thefirelight went out.

That had been aclose one, but wait, here
camethe crash crew. | told ground control that the
firewas out, and we needed no further
assistance. | had shut down the No.
2enginein preparation to pull
into theline, which now was
blocked by the crash
crews. Eager to

....‘Ground says
our No.1 engine is
on fire.”

. B by Cdr. Ross Myers

completetheir mission and extinguish ablaze, the
crash crewsunrolled their fire hosesand pro-
ceeded to aim thefully charged hosesat my No.1
engine. Hurriedly, | instructed the COTAC to exit
theaircraft and stop the crash crewsfrom shoot-
ing any water. | watched for the dightest indication
that would hint of thefirestill burning, or that the
crash crewswere going to spray water down my
perfectly good engine.

After afew tense seconds, which seemed like
10 minutes, | got athumbs-up from the crash crew
that all waswell, and | could proceed to theflight
line.

Upon shutdown and postflight inspection, |
noticed the left side of the aircraft had ablack
charred spot about four feet long behind my
canopy. In hindsight, maybe | should not have
started the APU after | saw fuel run across my
windscreen during thetaxi back totheline. - =

Cdr. Myers is the XO of VS-33.




by Lt. Wilmer Gange

any pilot. Not only do you lack the experi-
ence of the older squadron HACs, but
you' reunder pressure, whether actual or perceived,
to complete themission and proveyoursdf asan
arcraft commander. Sometimes, this pressure can
motivate you to succeed; other times, it can cloud
your judgment and be downright dangerous.

It wasabeautiful VFR day in sunny San
Diego, and | wasanew HAC inthe H-46D. |
was scheduled to fly a4.5-hour day-training flight.
Thefirst two hourswould be day VFR with a
lieutenant commander who was new to the
sguadron but was an experienced H-46D pilot.
Theremainder would be an IFR training flight with
anew H2P. We planned to fly thefirst event at a
locd arfield, RTB, refuel, and switch pilotsfor the
second event. We al so were schedul ed to hotseat
to anight event that required an auxiliary fuel
tank. | requested the aux tank not be fueled for

B eing anew HAC can beatrying timefor
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thefirst part of theflight, since we needed alight
aircraft for the single-engine practice maneuvers.
We checked the aux tank to make sureit was
empty during the preflight, and manned up 30
minutes beforeto our takeoff time.

The gtarting sequence went well until it was
timeto light off our auxiliary power unit (APU). We
hit the switch; the APU sputtered briefly and died.
After abrief ingpection, maintenance personnel told
usthe corrective action would teakeonly 10to 15
minutes. It would takelesstimeto fix theAPU than
to preflight the backup aircraft. | decided towait
until maintenance completed their work.

The 10-to-15-minute fix became 20 minutes,
then 30. When maintenancefinally downed the
aircraft, it was an hour after the problem occurred
and 30 minutes past our schedul ed takeoff time. |
wasalittle perturbed and impatient at thispoint.
With our missed takeoff timeloomingin my head, |
instructed the crew to quickly moveto the backup



Checked the Aux Tank?

aircraft whilel went into maintenance control to
discussour problem.

After acursory preflight, we started up and
launched. Looking at my watch, it wasonly an
hour after our schedul ed takeoff time. We had
managed to preflight the backup and launchinonly
ahalf hour. We proceeded to the outlying field and
began our training maneuvers. | was proud of
myself; despite our previous setbacks, | expedi-
tiously had gotten our event off the deck. We still
would be ableto get amost two hours of training
for each pilot. Thiswould be more than enough to
complete the needed training.

After afew normal approaches and some
hover work, my copilot wanted to practice single-
engine approachesto the pad. We quickly dis-
cussed the simulated emergency and lifted from
the pad. Once established in thelanding pattern at
single-engine airspeed, | pulled the No. 1 engine
condition lever (ECL) out of thefly position,
effectively causing the aircraft to run on only the
No. 2 engine.

We went though the emergency procedures,
but we left the No. 1 ECL out of fly to practice
landing single-engine. Thisshould have been no
problem; we had

pulled too much collective at the bottom of the
approach. We attempted the maneuver again, but
with the samerotor problem. | took the controls
and tried the maneuver, with the same results.

The crew and | were confused. It wasanice,
cool San Diego day, and we should have had much
more power than what wasindicated. Whilewe
remained on deck to contemplate our problem, the
copilot hit onthe answer.

“Check theaux tank,” he said to the crew chief.

Sure enough, the aux tank wasfull of fuel. The
cause of our rotor-rpm decay instantly became
clear. We had been flying single-engine approaches
when our aircraft wasamost 1,700 pounds heavier
than we thought, precariously closeto the edge of
our sngle-enginecgpability.

My biggest mistake had been adirect result of
my new HAC mentality. | allowed aperceived
operationa requirement to rush my preflight
decision-making. Thisresulted in afailureto
properly ORM the situation. ORM teachesusto
assessall hazards and make risk decisions based
on those hazards. What consequenceswould have
resulted if | had instructed the crew to perform a
more thorough preflight? We may havelost 15

comuedwegh-  QRM teaches us to assess all hazards and

and-balance
during the brief,
and we had
plenty of single-engine power available. | also
had my hand onthe No. 1 ECL in case we
needed to regain use of the engine. However, as
we approached the pad, our rotor rpm began to
decay. When we landed on the pad, our rotor
rpm had decayed to 80 percent, well below our
NATOPS limit of 88 percent. | thought the
copilot came into the pad too low and fast and

make risk decisions based on those hazards.

minutesor so off our training time, but we probably
would have caught the full aux tank.

Later intheflight wewere planning to perform
practice autorotationsand single-engine HOGE
maneuvers, wherethe extrawe ght may have
proven disastrous. | gladly would havetraded 15
extraminutes of training timeto prevent that.

Lt. Gange flies with HC-11.
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by Ltjg. Mathew Dodge

sarecently winged naval flight officer at the

Hawkeye FRS, one of my dutieswastofly in

the back of thetube and provide asafety and

fire-warning watch during pilot-training hops.
Many of usgot to be canariesinthese pil ot-training
flights. | never had experienced any emergency in
the E-2C, but that was about to change.

My firstin-flight emergency occurred during a
night-training flight. | wasflying with an experi-

- enced instructor pilot and areplacement pilot who

ﬁ come off several months of being medi-

cally down for abroken arm. Our transit to
Elizabeth City, N.C., wasuneventful. | was
monitoring theradiosastheinstructor grilled the
student pilot on aircraft systems and emergency
procedures. We shot an instrument approach and
entered the landing pattern.

Ouir first few touch-and-goeswent well,
considerigg the student’slong layoff from flying.
On the third touchdown, | heard something un-
usud. Itwasn’'t loud, but it definitely wasn't  ® :
normal. Should | tell the pilots? | questioned
whether or not my vast experiencein the E-2 -
would qualify mgto speak up. As| contemplated
the situation, | heard avoice over theradio froma

L]
L]
L
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Harrier pilot, who aso wasinthe pattern, advising
the controller, “ Tower, you might want totell the E-2
infront of meto check their tires. | think they might
have blownone.” Acting ontheradio transmission, |
immediately told the pil ot about the peculiar sound |
had heard on our last touch-and-go.

| broke out the flashlight from my SV-2to
ingpect the right mainmount tire. | saw ahuge hole
init. Asl pulled out my PCL, the pilots already
were going through the checklist and coordinating
an arrested landing.

Thearrested landing at NAS Norfolk wasa
real show for me. Whentheright main-landing
gear touched down ontherunway withitsflat tire,
the sparksflew by my window. We kept agood
scan to make sure nothing had caught on firewhen
we landed. After the engines were shut down,
everyone hurried out of theaircraft. By going
through the procedures, we had landed the aircraft

with minimal damageto theairframeand no
injuriesto theaircrew.

But what would have happened had that
Harrier not been behind us?

| thought about that question later. Would |
have spoken up and said something about the
sound | had heard? The consequences of not
saying anything could have been severe. Our pilots
had no indication thetire was blown and would
have done the next touch-and-go thinking the
airplanewas4.0. Anything could have happened
with astudent pilot landing aplanewith ablown
tire. Fortunately, it didn’t take areal-world catas-
tropheto teach mealesson that | already should
have known. Asamember of theaircrew, you are
responsi blefor reporting anything that happens out
of the ordinary. It isnot amatter of one’s experi-
encelevel or rank intheairplane. =¢

Ltjg. Dodge is the communications officer in VAW-117.

-.“Tower, you might want to tell the E-2
" In front of me' to check their tires.. |
thimk they might have blown one.”

..

| —

~ 2 &

Photos by Sgt. Brook R. Kelsey and Matthew J. Thomas
Photo-composite by Allan Amen

-

November 2081 approach 23



Blue-Water Follies

by Lt. Brian Becker

inety-nine deltaeasy, report tank-plus-two
with positionin the pattern.”

Not exactly thewordsthe ship and air-wing
|eadership wanted to hear with the blue-water
certification process underway. Catapult four could
not be wrapped; the shuttle was stuck forward,
making itimpossibleto land aircraft.

When | heard thecall, | was approaching
abeam with 5,000 pounds of fuel remaining, well
abovethetank state of 3,500. My wingman, a
nugget who had joined the squadron one week
before COMPTUEX, was 400 pounds above my
state, and we werefat. The boss assured usit
would befixed infive minutes, so | wasn't wor-
ried.

After my third trip around the pattern, | began
to wonder what type of minutesthe bosswas
referring to. It had been 12 minutes sincethe
original delta-easy cal. Thepilot inthefirst
aircraft, aTomcat, called tank-plus-two. “Roger
that one zero five, your tanker seven zero three.
Seven zero three, set the hawk.” Thebosstalked
to the two together, and the Tomcat pilot reported
plugged and receiving.

Waving off for thefourth time, | noticed the
catapult crew was still working feverishly on cat 4.
| called tank-plus-two and continued around the
pattern. A minute later, my wingman reported tank-
plus-two. The boss, with arecommendation from
the tower rep, set the hawk for my wingman, and
hetanked. All five aircraft in the pattern were
bel ow tank-plus-two. Two were plugged and
receiving and the other three were reporting tank-
plus-one. “Ninety-nine Factory [theairwing
tactical callsign], report bingo-plus-one.” The
Hornet reported abingo state of 3.3. That sounded
high, so | checked M9 (my divert waypoint) and
saw an 85 nmdivert. Using my NATOPS bingo
cheatsheet, | computed a2.7.
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“Tower, three zerofive, I’m showing bingo
two point seven.”

“Roger that three zero five, we are checking.”
Thirty seconds|ater, the boss came up again:
“Ninety-nine Hornet, bingo two point seven.”

| approached the abeam, called bingo-plus-one,
and set myself up for landing, just in case the deck
opened. Unfortunately, the crowd still wasinthe
landing area.

“Threezerofive, your signa tank, joinyour
playmate,” the bosscalled.

| saw my wingman coming off thetanker,
raised my flaps, and accel erated to 250 knotsfor
therendezvous.

“Seven zero two, say your airspeed,” | called.
| wasat 250 knotswith 60 knots of closureasl
underran, put the board out, and tried to saddlein
behind.

“Seven zero two isasour tanker,” the boss
said. What to do now? | was400 pounds above
bingo, 3,000 feet at the abeam, no tanker, and a
fouled deck.

“Tower, three zero five, statemy intentions.” |
alwayswanted to say that.

“Charlie,” thebosssaid.

“1 can makeit from here,” | replied.

“Roger that, the patternisyours,” the boss
sad.

| deconflicted with my wingman on the aux
radio and brought down the aircraft. | wasat 2,000
feet, inadeep 90, with ahigh rate of descent. |
caledthebal andfeltlike | madeit.

“Wave off, wave off, fouled deck.” You have
got to bekidding me! All that for awaveoff?

“Three zerofive, tower, the patternisyours.
Tomcat approaching the abeam, giveway.”

OK, last chance, | thought. Climbing through
100feset, | started my turn and leveled off at 400
feet.



“Tomcat, watch your altitude!” the boss — R b
exclaimed. Although we had each other in sight, |
amsureit did not look that way from the air boss
perspective. | waslevel, 400 feet abeam, with 200
poundsto spare. | flew my best 400-foot pattern,
intercepted glide dopeat the 45, and landed with
an OK 2-wire. My fuel gauge showed 50 pounds

oertings. You have to be kidding
15, conenty ey - me! All that for a waveoff?

Firgt, congtantly updateyour bingo-fiedinfor-

mation. TheHornet hasavery reliable, user-friendly O e
INS. It showsbearing and distanceto any waypoint
with apress of abutton. When | returnto the ship,
day or night, | havethedivert waypoint displayed,
and | double-check it against what marshal is
reporting. Our squadron has acheatsheet that
displaysNATOPS bingo numbersin 10 nmincre-
mentsat varying drag counts and headwinds. Not
only can thisget you another trip around the pattern
(bag ex), but, moreimportantly, it can keep you from
unknowingly flying below bingofud.

Second, be assertive and take charge when
necessary. | knew theinitia bingo number was
wrong, fixed it, and gave everyone at | east one
moretrip around the pattern.

Third, take tower-rep duties serioudy and be
prepared for theworst. The rep made agreat
decision by sending my wingman, anew pilotinthe
sguadron, to the tanker first. Otherwise, hewould
have been the oneto join on asour tanker, which
might have confused him and forced him to divert.

Finally, and most importantly, don’t exceed
your capabilities. | pressed the envel ope, got
aboard, and helped the air wing get its blue-water
certification. =
Lt. Becker flies with VFA-15.
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by Ltjg. Max Miller

hree autumnsago, | wason my thirdflightin

the oh-so-short portion of the NFO familiariza-

tion syllabus. Thisflight put the controlsof the
T-34into my hands. It wasafresh, exciting fegling
to beflying, and the pungent smell and taste of the
exhaust at engine start initiated an ear-to-ear grin
that nobody could wipefrommy face. | finaly was
flyinginaNavy arcraft! The brief included commu-
nications, flight profiles, landing pattern airspeeds,
atitudes, power adjustments, configuration changes,
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goelyUnheoe

andvisua checkpoints. Repeated through ground
school, and reinforced in thisbrief, wasthethrice-
confirmed positive change of control.

After clearing our part of theairspace, | had
the controlsfor someturnsand configuration
changes before descending to the outlying field.
Oncethere, | saw the pattern afew timesagain
beforeit was my turn to command the control s of
the Mentor for sometouch-and-goes. | fumbled a
bit whiletrying to coordinatetrimwith power and
configuration changes. Communications (still new to
me) were aproblem, as my concentration was
elsewhere. Wetouched down with too much right

rudder. Theright whedl touched first, then thel eft,
and we yawed to the left as power was added, and
wetook to the sky again. My instructor mentioned
my doppy commsas| brought ustoward dtitude,
and hesaid, “| haveit for the next one.”

“Roger, you haveit,” | replied casualy. We
banked slowly to theright and leveled 200 feet
lower than | expected. | then became party to a
commentary that | found odd, even for agreen
flight student like myself.



fdinated

“We normally would be turning toward down-
wind about now,” theinstructor said.

“Roger,” | replied.

“Weredlly ought to climb to pattern altitude,”
was his next comment.

“Roger,” | replied. | was aware he wasright
and wondered what circumstanceswarranted the
extension of the pattern so far past our interval.

“I havethe controls!” heexclaimed. | felt like
| just had been kicked in thelearning curve, and
my heart wasin my throat.

“You havethe controls,” | managed to cough out.

“Roger, | havethecontrols,” hesaid. Imprecise
trim and my last power setting had

been piloting the T-34 onthat
1‘\.
F)\

climbout. | felt thetemperaturerise
inmy helmet and hardly

i

noticedthe
learning pointsthat my

ingructor wasno doubt reinforcing. Heled
methrough the pattern once again before heading
back to NPA. My heart best with conscience-driven
intengity, and | mistrusted thecaminmy instructor’s
voice. | just knew | wasgoing to havemy tail handed
to me on the grade shest.

At debrief, he never mentioned the control-
transfer problem, and he wasmorethan graciouson
hiseval uation of my pattern work. Hefortified what
| had learned with athorough reiteration of hisown
methodsof trim and control. Should I mention our

fumble? Had he noticed? Hewrapped up the
debrief and solicited my commentson hisinstruction
style. | decided to bitethebullet, discussthefumble,
and, inthe process, learned aval uablelesson. Not
only are novicesvulnerableto vaguenessin commu-
nications, but so arethemasters. My instructor had
seen the symptoms of what had been wrong and
had corrected those symptomsby re-introducing me
to thelanding pattern, but until the debrief, he
missed theroot of the problem. | had seized upon
hiscasua pronoun and had been convinced it
referred to what was most immediately important to
me: flying theaircraft. | had been so convinced |
compromised our briefed procedureswithout any
genuine concern.

I’m now anugget ECMOinmy first Prowler
sguadron, enjoying carrier life. The controlsare

long out of my hands.
Every so often, though, I’'mrelearning
thelesson that pronouns and vague language have
no placeinthe cockpit. Eventualy, casual conver-
sation becomes unprofessional. What seems
obviousin the context of your own scan and
thought may be different to your crew member,
who islooking through very different eyes. I'm
still not immuneto the problemsthat produce, in
apost-flight debrief, the statement, “Oh, |
thought you werereferring to [fill in the blank].”
Every timel hear that or find myself briefing it
to someone else, | remember the morning when
| wasflying alittle closer to the pinetreesthan |
wanted. - =
Ltjg. Miller flies with VAQ-136.
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by Lt. Chris Sullivan

t wasasweltering 140 degrees on theflight
deck aswetaxied our Prowler to the catapult
for alate July launch into the skies of the
Arabian Gulf. It was our second week of
flying in support of Operation Southern Watch.
Asanugget, | wasready for my first front-seat
flightinto Irag. My respongbilitiesduring themisson
would be navigation, communication and copilot
duties. Sincewejust had arrived in theater, most of
the preflight brief wasfocused on aviating and
communicating inthe confined airspace of the
AOR. My crew had flown together for most of the
workups and thefirst month and ahalf of deploy-
ment. Wewere confident of our respongbilitiesin
the event of an emergency. Aswe shot off the cat
onour way to deter Iragi aggresson, anin-flight
emergency wasthefarthest thing from my mind.

| managed to keep the nav tight and makethe
many standard radio callsin and out of country. As
weturned feet wet, we gave our Hornet escort the
lead to the tanker, knowing hewould requirefuel
before us. We settled on hisleft wing and let his
radar do the work.

We soon spotted our tanker asour Hornets
turned aggressively to rendezvous. The Prowler
hung in there aswe closed withinamile. Just as
wewereready tojoininleft echelon, we heard a
seriesof loud chugs, followed by severeairframe
buffeting.

“What wasthat?’ | asked, as| looked over
and saw the port rpm, fuel flow, and EGT bottom
out by the pilot’sleft knee.
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“I think wejust lost our port engine,” camethe
reply, asthe master-caution light illuminated and
theleft generator dropped off-line. The pilot
secured the engine and descended away from the
tanker stack to gain separation from the other
aircraft. Theairplane still was shaking aswe
turned toward our nearest divert, Ahmed Al Jaber
Airfield, in Kuwait, 45 milesto thewest. We
discussed recovering back at the ship, 100 milesto
the south but decided it was not an option because
the high temperature would produce poor single-
engine performance. Thelow grossweight
required for an acceptable waveoff capability
would put our fuel state near day tank. Theonly
other possibility would beto jettison our externa
stores. Sincethat isthelast choicefor aProwler
crew, along runway with arresting gear wasthe
right decision.

Crew coordination became paramount aswe
diverted. Our pilot began the descent for landing,
leveling at 5,000 feet to ensure the performance of
our remaining engine. | broke out the checklist and
approach plate and talked to approach control.
ECMO 2 got on theradios and relayed our inten-
tions, viathe E-2 Hawkeye, to the ship. ECMO 3
backed me up on the emergency proceduresand
descent checklist. We broke out thefield at five
miles, dumped alittle gas, and made aright play to
centerline. | managed to get clearanceto land at
one mile and 500 feet, compl eting the last step of
the single-enginelanding checklist about 10
seconds before touchdown. The pilot used the



~ Photo by A1C Greg L. Davis.

The airplane still was shaking as we turned
toward our nearest divert, Ahmed Al Jaber
Airfield, in Kuwait, 45 miles to the west.

entireavailable runway in the touchdown zoneand
took thelong-field arresting gear.

Thepogtflightingpectionfound oil coveringthe
port nacelle and running down the entire empennage.
Wewerefortunatethe enginedid not fail inflight and
causeadditiona damage (or injuresomeonefromthe
thrown blades). Five hourslater, ahelo fromtheship
dropped off amaintenance team from our squadron
and flew usback to the ship.

| credit much of our decision-making to a
safety stand-down brief two weeks earlier that
had covered single-engine, carrier landings
during high temperatures. One of our discussion
items was a hazrep in which another EA-6B

crew, inasimilar situation, was unable to
maintain altitude and was forced to dump below
bingo to arrest their rate of descent. These
considerations made our decision easy. Besides,
it was hard to justify passing up along runway
at an operationally approved divert 45 miles
away. Flying with the same crew also helped, as
wedivided up responsibilitiesto make efficient
use of time. Finally, alwaysreview divert data
when entering an AOR or any unfamiliar area.
Only nine minutes elapsed from enginefailure to
on deck at Al Jaber, which didn’t give us much
timeto study approach plates. ==#=

Lt. Sullivan flies for VAQ-132.
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by LCdr. Leif Steinbaugh

veryone hastheir ownlinesdrawninthe could switch out. After that, wedid the hot-refueling
sand when it comesto risk. Some of those checklist and waited for the gasto flow. Whilewe
lines areinviolate. Somefall into gray areas. wererefueling, the pilot completed the point checks
areaswherethedecisionisnot clear-cut,and  with the plane captain (PC).

wherejudgment and experience makeall the When therefueling was com-
difference. A recent incident made me pleted and we had started the
rethink my linesin the sand. second engine, ECM O 2 asked meif
Our carrier wasworking off Australiain | had the RRS tape bag. | replied
support of exercise Tandem Thrust’ 01. The that | did not. Standard operating
mission was EWCASin support of Hornetsand procedurefor ahot switch required
Tomcats going across the beach. Because of the offgoing crew to leavethebag in
aircraft availability, we had to do ahot refueling thejet, so | expectedit to beinthe aft

and hot switch. Our jet was spotted abreast cat 2, cockpit somewhere. We searched but
with itsexhaust blowing over theside. Thiswould
proveto be afactor in the eventslater.
Sincethe Prowler isawaysat thetop of the
marshal stack, wewerein atime crunchto
makethe next launch. The hot switch
went fine, with the backseaters
giving meaquick debrief onthe
statusof thejet. | hopped into
the ECMO-3 g ection seat
and did aquick cockpit
wipeout. Wethendid
across-bleed start
and shut down
theright engine
sothe other
ECMOs

Our concern was FOD
In the cockpit, so we
had to find the bag.
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‘ou Cross the Line2

could not find the bag. Our concern was FOD in
the cockpit, so we had to find the bag. | informed
thepilot of the problem, rai sed the aft canopy, and
signaled for theflight-deck coordinator (FDC) to
come up and talk to me. He asked me what he
should do if the bag wasfound in the ready room. |
told him the priority wasto find thebag, and if
possible, to haveit for themission.

Immediately after the FDC climbed down, the
yellowshirt took control of theaircraft. Theflight
deck wasin arush to break us down because we
werefouling cat 2, and they couldn’t launch the E-
2 off of cat 3 because of our exhaust. They broke
usdown and taxied us aft of cat 1 and held us
there. About thistime, the yellowshirt handed us
off to our PC, who indicated to meto raise the aft
canopy. We had armed our gjection seats
when we were broken down, so wewere
Sitting on hot sests. | told the pilot of
\\ the PC'ssignal and said | was not
going to raisethe aft canopy.

Here iswhere we come

tooneof my linesinthe
v sand. | will not safemy
g ection seat and raise my
canopy inajet that isnot
tied down to theflight
deck. Theonly thing
keeping that jet from
moving and going
over thesideisthe
brake system,
whichis
powered by
hydraulics. If
thehydrau-
licsor
brakesfail,

that jet would start to move acrosstheflight deck
and could go over theside. That isnot the type of
Situation you want to bein with asafed g ection seat
and an open canopy.

The PC continued to signa meto open the aft
canopy. | kept refusing, shaking my head and
giving himthego fly hand signal. Thisconfused
him even more. The FDC walked up to the side of
the jet and showed methe tape bag. | knew they
wanted to give methe bag, but | wanted themto
tieme down before| raised the canopy. | tried to
signal thisto them but was unableto get my
message across. We then decided to go without
the bag, but we couldn’t get thisacrossto the
FDC, either. The FDC even climbed up the
boarding ladder and tapped on the canopy. Even
theyellowshirtswere signaling to usto open our
aft canopy. It was mass confusion for the guys
huddled around our jet on the flight deck.

It was obviousto usthat we were going to
missthelaunch unlesswe did something fast. As
the operations officer, | needed anight trap onthe
pilot. Asan aircrew, | needed theflight time. So |
crossed my linein the sand. We quickly discussed
the options, safed our gection seats, and | raised
the aft canopy. | grabbed the bag about the same
time the boss came over theradio and told usto
open the aft canopy. We quickly shut the canopy,
armed our seats, and taxied to the cat, getting
launched justintime.

| learned afew thingsthat night. | succumbed
to the external pressuresthat face all aircrew. Was
the night trap that important? No. Wasthere
operational necessity? No. Werewegoing into
combat? No. Wasthere any reason to increase
therisksto thelivesof the crew and the
maintainersthat night? No.

L Cdr. Steinbaugh flies with VAQ-136.
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Approach received several lettersto the editor
concerning aP-3 articlein the July, 2001 issue entitled,
“Engine Fireat High Power.” Theauthor of thearticle
discussed two maintenance procedures: maximum-power
checks, and fuel-governor, pitchlock and reverse-shaft-
horsepower checks. Our readerswroteto clarify severa
of theauthors' comments on these procedures.

Cdr. Wayne Bauers, the shore-based fixed-wing
analyst here at the Safety Center, and Cdr. Bob Dishman,
the P-3 NATOPS Program Manager, took alook at the
articleand concur with our readers. Here are their
comments.

NATOPS addresses the maximum power check on
page 13-1 with thefollowing note:

“If conducting amaximum power check in accordance
with applicable maintenance manual s as part of amainte-
nance check, the power leversshall beretarded to flight

Did you know?

idleif thefirewarning activates. Engine Fireonthe
Ground Procedures shall be executed if thefirewarning
continues.”

Thisnote was added to align the NATOPS with the
Maintenance Instruction Manuals (MIMs). However, this
procedure only appliesto amaximum-power check and
doesnot apply to the fuel-governor, pitchlock-reverse
horsepower (FGPL) check, which wasthe casein the
Approach article.

NATOPS addresses malfunctions during the FGPL
check with thefollowing note on page 8-8:

“In the event of amalfunction requiring engine shut-
down, excluding an actual fire, securethe respective
enginewith thefuel/ignition switch.”

Neither NATOPS nor the MIM s authorizesadeviation
from the requirement to immediately pull the emergency
shutdown handlefor afirewarning during aFGPL check.

The first aircraft to take off from a ship was in 1910. Eugene Ely flew
from an 83-foot wooden platform built over the ram bow of the cruiser USS
Birmingham in Chesapeake Bay on 14 November. His aircraft was a Curtiss
pusher land plane powered by a vertical, four-cylinder, water-cooled 50 hp

Curtiss engine.

Two months later, Ely landed on the armored cruiser USS Pennsylvania in
San Francisco Bay. His feats opened new vistas for naval aviation—and new
hazards that would destroy hundreds of aircraft and kill hundreds of carrier
aviators. Ely died in a flying accident the following October.
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Never let an aircraft take you
somewhere your brain didnit get to
five minutes earlier.




